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GEBIR. 

pmar  BOOK, 
I  aiNO  the  fstce  of  Gebir.     He  had  dwelt 
AmonB  those  motmtain-caTems  whixili  retain 
His  laDours  yet,  vast  halls  and  flowing  wells, 
Nor  h&Te  forgotten  their  old  maater'B  name 
Though  BeTer'd  from  his  people  :  here,  incenat 
Bj  medilatiuK  on  primeral  wrones. 
He  blew  his  battle-hom,  at  whicn  uprose 
Wbole  nations ;  here,  ten  thousand  of  most  might 
He  oall'd  aloud ;  and  soon  Charoba  saw 
TTin  dark  lielm  hover  o'er  the  land  of  Kile. 

What  should  the  virgin  do  ?  should  royal  knees 
Bend  aujrpliant  ?  or  defenceless  hands  engage 
Men  of  gigantic  force,  gigantic  arms  ? 
For  'twae  reported  that  nor  sword  snfBced, 
Nor  shield  immense  nor  coat  of  massive  mail, 
But  that  upon  their  towering  heads  they  bore 
Each  a  huge  stone,  refulgent  as  the  stars. 
This  told  ^e  Dalica,  then  cried  aloud, 
"  If  on  your  bosom  laying  down  my  head 
I  sobb'd  away  the  sorrows  of  a  child. 
If  I  have  always,  and  Heav'n  knows  I  have. 
Next  to  a  mother's  held  a  nurse's  name, 
8uccour  this  one  distress,  recall  those  days. 
Love  me,  tho'  'twere  because  you  lov'd  me  then." 

But  whether  bonfident  in  magic  rites 
Or  toucht  with  sexual  pride  to  stand  implor'd, 
Dalica  smiled,  then  spake :  "  Away  Q^gBe  fears. 
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Though  Blr<iU(*('r  tlmn  the  ittron^est  of  his  kind, 

He  fulls  ;  on  me  dovohe  tliat  charge ;  he  falls. 

Ittither  than  flj  him,  stoop  thou  to  allure; 

Nay,  joiiTBey  to  hi>t  tenia.     A  city  stood 

Upon  that  coast,  they  say,  bj  Sidad  built. 

Whose  father  God  built  (iadir  ;  ou  this  ground 

Perhaps  he  sepfi  an  ample  room  for  war. 

Persuade  him  to  restore  the  walla  himself 

In  honour  of  his  ancestors,  persuade  .  . 

But  Therefore  this  advice  ?  yotmg,  unenpoused, 

Cbaroba  want  pi'rsuasions  !  and  a  queen  !  " 
"  0  Dalica !  "  the  shuddering  maid  exclaim'd, 
d  I  encounter  that  fiertie  frightful  man  ? 
I  speak  ?  no,  nor  sip^h."     '  ■  And  canst  thou  reign  ? 
DaUca  ;  "3-ield  empire  or  comply." 
Ixt,  though  seeming  fixt,  her  eyes  downcast, 
onted  buyj;  and  bustle  of  the  court 
far  through  sculptiLrpd  gaUeries  met  her  ear ; 
ifting  up  her  head,  the  evening  sun 
t  a  fresh  Bplendonr  on  her  bumisht  throne : 
,ir  Charoba,  the  youns  qneen,  complied. 
Oebir,  when  he  heard  of  her  approach, 
ly  his  orbed  shield  ;  his  mor-hehn, 
ickler  and  his  corset  he  laid  by, 
ade  that  none  attend  him  :  at  hie  side 
iithf  ul  dogs  that  urge  the  silent  coume,  - 
y,  deepchssted,  croucht ;  the  crocodile, 
;,  oft  made  them  raise  their  flaccid  ears 
ueh  their  heads  within  their  master's  hand, 
wan  a  briehtening  ]>aleness  in  his  face, 
IS  Diana  nsing  o'er  the  rocks 
)r'd  on  the  lonely  Latmiaa ;  on  his  brow 
r  there  was,  yet  nought  waa  there  se%'ere. 
ben  the  royal  damsiJ^  first  he  saw, 
hanging  on  her  handmaid,  and  her  knees 
ing,  as  nrom  the  motion  of  the  car, 
fes  lookt  earnest  on  her,  and  those  eyes 
d,  if  they  had  not,  that  they  might  have,  lov'd, 
lere  was  pity  in  them  at  that  hour, 
genfle  speech,  and  moi-e  with  gentle  looks, 
t>th'd  her ;  but  lest  Pity  go  beyond 
post  Ambition  lose  her  lofty  aim, 
Qg,  he  kist  her  garment,  and  retired, 
mt,  nor  slumber'd  in  the  sultry  noon, 
,  viands,  couches,  generous  wines,  iiersuade, 
lumber  most  refreshes  ;  nor  at  ni^t, 
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WheD  heaT7  dews  are  laden  with  disease ; 
And  blindness  waits  not  there  fur  lingering'  age. 
Ere  morning  dawn'd  behind  him,  he  arrived 
At  those  rich  meadows  where  7oiing  Tam&r  fed 
The  royal  flocks  entrusted  to  his  care. 
"  Now,"  said  he  to  hims^,  "  will  I  lepoee 
At  least  this  burthen  on  a  brother's  breast." 
His  brother  stood  before  him  :  he,  amazed, 
Bear'd  suddenly  his  head,  and  thus  began. 
"  Is  it  thou,  brother !    Tiuuar,  is  it  thou  I 
Why,  standing  on  the  valley's  utmost  Tei^, 
Lookest  thou  on  that  dull  and  dreaiy  shore 
Where  beyond  siKht  Nile  blackens  all  the  sand  ? 
And  why  that  saiiess  'i     When  1  past  our  sheep 
The  dew-drops  were  not  shaken  off  the  bar. 
Therefore  if  one  be  wanting,  'tis  untold." 

"Yes,  one  is  wanting,  nor  b  that  untold," 
Said  Tamar ;  "  and  this  dull  and  dreary  shore 
Is  neither  dnll  nor  dreary  at  all  hours." 
Whereon  the  tear  stole  ^ent  down  his  cheek, 
Silent,  but  not  by  Qebir  unobserv'd : 
Wondering  he  gazed  awhile,  and  pitying  spake. 
"  Let  me  approach  thee  ;  does  the  morning  light 
Scatter  this  van  suffusion  o'er  thy  brow, 
This  fsint  blue  lustre  under  both  thine  eyes  ?  " 

"0  brother,  is  this  pity  or  reproach  P  " 
Cried  Tamar,  "  cruel  if  it  be  reproavh, 
If  pi^i  0  how  vain  !  "     "  Whate'er  it  be 
That  grieves  thee,  I  will  pity,  thou  but  speak, 
And  I  can  tell  thee,  Tamar,  pans-  for  pang." 

"  Qebir  !  then  more  than  brotaers  are  we  now  ! 
Everything  (take  my  hand)  will  I  confess. 
I  neither  fowl  the  flock  nor  watch  the  fold ; 
How  can  I,  lost  in  love  ?     But,  Gebir,  why 
That  anger  which  haa  risen  to  your  cheek  ? 
Can  other  men  ?  could  you  ?  what,  no  reply ! 
And  still  more  anger,  and  still  worse  conceal'd ! 
Are  these  your  promises  ?  your  pity  this  ?  " 

"  Tamar,  I  well  may  pity  what  I  feel  .  . 
Uark  me  aright  ,  .  I  feel  for  thee  .  .  proceed  .  . 
Belate  me  all."     "  Then  will  I  all  relate," 
Sud  the  young  shepherd,  gladdea'd  from  his  heart. 
"  'Twas  evening,  though  not  suna«t,  and  the  tide 
Level  with  these  green  meadows,  aeeui'd  yet  higher  : 
'Twas  pleasant ;  and  I  loosen'd  Irom  my  "f^^^ 
The  pipe  you  gave  mc,  and  be^(^  ^^  ^^y_ 
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0  that  I  ne'er  had  leamt  the  tuneful  art ! 
It  always  brings  us  enemies  or  love. 
Well,  I  was  playing,  when  above  the  waves 
8ome  swimmer's  head  methought  I  saw  ascend  ; 
I,  sitting  still,  survejr'd  it,  with  my  pine 
Awtwardly  held  before  my  lips  hali-dloBed, 
Gebir  !  it  was  a  Nymph !  a  Nymph  divine  ! 

1  can  not  wait  describing  how  she  came, 
How  I  was  sitting,  how  she  first  assum'd 
The  sailoT ;  of  what  happen'd  there  remains 
Enough  to  say,  and  too  much  to  forget. 
The  sweet  deceiver  stept  ujmq  this  baak 
Before  I  waa  aware  ;  for  with  surprise 
Moments  fiy  rapid  as  with  love  itself. 
Btooping  to  tune  afresh  the  hoatsen'd  reed, 
I  heard  a  rustling,  and  where  that  arose 
My  glance  first  lighted  on  her  nimble  feot. 
Her  feet  resembled  those  long  shells  explored 
By  Tiifn  who  to  befriend  his  steed's  dim  sight 
Would  blow  the  pungent  powder  in  the  eye. 
Her  eyes  too  !  0  immortaf  Gods !  her  eyes 
Besembled  .  .  what  could  they  resemble  ?  what 
Ever  resemble  those  ?     Even  her  attire 

Was  not  of  wonted  woof  nor  vulgar  art  : 

Her  mantle  show'd  the  yellow  samphire-pod, 

Her  girdle  the  dove-colour'd  wave  serene. 

'  Shepherd,'  said  she,  '  and  will  you  wrestle  now, 

And  with  the  sailor's  hardier  race  engage  ? ' 

I  was  rejoiced  to  hear  it,  and  contrivM 

How  to  keep  up  contention  :  could  I  fail 

By  presfling  not  too  strongly,  yet  to  prees  ? 

'  Whether  a  shepherd,  as  indeed  you  seem, 

Or  whether  of  the  hardier  race  you  boast, 

I  am  not  daunted ;  no ;  I  will  engage.' 

'But  first,'  said  she,  '  what  wager  will  you  lay?' 

'  A  sheep, '  I  answered :   '  add  whate'er  you  wul.' 

'  I  can  not,'  ehe  replied,  '  make  that  return  : 

Our  hided  vessels  in  their  pitchy  round 

Seldom,  unless  from  rapine,  hold  a  she^. 

But  I  have  sinuous  shells  of  pearly  hue 

Within,  and  they  that  lustre  have  imbibed 

In  the  sun's  palace-porch,  where  when  unyoked 

His  chariot-wheel  stands  midway  in  the  wave : 

Shake  one  and  it  awakens,  then  apply 

Its  polisht  lips  to  your  attentive  ear. 

And  it  remembers  its  august  abodes. 
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And  murmurs  aa  the  ocean  murmnre  there. 

And  I  have  others  giren  me  by  the  nympfaa. 

Of  sweeter  sound  than  any  pipe  you  have; 

But  ve,  by  Neptune !  for  no  pipe  contend, 

This  time  a  eheep  I  win,  a  pipe  the  next.' 

Now  came  she  forward  eager  to  engage, 

But  first  her  drese,  her  boeom  then  surrey'd. 

And  heaVd  it,  doubting  if  she  oould  deceive. 

Her  boflom  seem'd,  indos'd  in  baee  lite  beav'o, 

To  baffle  touch,  and  roee  forth  undefined : 

Above  ber  knee  she  drew  the  robe  succinct, 

Above  her  breast,  and  just  below  her  anuB. 

'  This  will  preserve  my  breath  when  tightly  bound, 

If  struggle  and  equal  strength  should  so  constrain.' 

Thus,  pulling  hard  to  fasten  it,  she  spake. 

And,  rushing  st  me,  closed  :  I  thrill'd  throughout 

And  seem'd  to  lessen  and  shrink  up  with  cold. 

Again  with  violent  impulse  g'UBht  my  blood, 

And  hearing  nought  external,  thus  absorb'd, 

I  heard  it,  rushing  through  each  turbid  vein. 

Shake  my  unsteady  awimming  sight  in  air. 

Yet  with  unyielding  though  uncertain  arms 

I  clung  around  her  neck ;  the  vest  beneath 

Rustled  against  our  slippery  limbs  entwined : 

Often  mine  springing  with  eluded  force 

Started  aside  and  trnnbled  till  replaced  : 

And  when  I  most  succeeded,  as  I  thought. 

My  boeom  and  my  throat  felt  so  compreet 

That  life  was  almost  quivering  on  my  lips. 

Yet  nothing  was  there  painful:  these  are  signs 

Of  secret  arte  and  not  of  human  might ; 

What  arts  I  can  not  tell ;  I  only  know 

My  eyes  grew  dizzy  and  my  strength  decay'd  ; 

I  was  in^ed  o'eroome  .  .  with  what  regret. 

And  more,  with  what  confueion,  when  I  reacht 

The  fold,  and  yielding  up  the  sheep,  she  cried, 

'  This  pays  a  ^epherd  to  a  conquering  maid.' 

She  smiled,  and  more  of  pleasure  than  disdain 

Was  in  her  dimpled  chin  and  hberal  lip. 

And  eyes  that  languisht,  lengthening,  just  like  love. 

She  went  away ;  I  on  the  wicker  gate 

Leant,  and  could  follow  with  my  eyes  alone. 

The  sheep  she  carried  easy  as  a  cloei  ; 

But  when  I  hoard  its  bleating,  aa  I  did, 

And  saw,  she  hastening  on,  its  hinder  feet 

Struggle,  and  from  her  snowy  shoulder  slip, 
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One  Bhouldei  its  poor  efforts  had  tmveil'd, 
Th.en  all  my  pasaionB  mmfflins  fell  in  teara ; 
Bestless  then  ran  I  to  thenigEeBt  ground 
To  iratch  her ;  she  was  gone ;  gone  down  the  tide ; 
And  the  long  moon-beam  on  the  hard  vet  sand 
Lay  like  a  jasper  colunm  half  up-rear'd." 

"  But,  Tamar  !  tell  me,  will  wie  not  return  ?  " 

"  She  will  Mtum,  yet  not  before  the  moon 
Again  is  at  the  full :  ehe  promist  this, 
Tho'  when  she  promiBt  I  could  not  reply." 

"  By  all  the  Gods  I  pity  thee  1  go  on, 
Fear  not  my  anger,  look  not  on  my  ahame. 
For  when  a  lover  only  hears  of  love 
He  finds  his  folly  out,  and  ia  ashamed. 
Away  with  watchful  nights  and  lon^y  days. 
Contempt  of  earth  and  aspect  up  to  heaven, 
With  contemplation,  with  humility, 
A  tatter'd  cloak  that  pride  wears  when  deform'd, 
Away  with  all  that  hides  me  from  myself, 
Parts  me  from  others,  whispers  I  am  wise  : 
From  our  own  wisdom  less  is  to  be  reapt 
Than  from  the  barest  folly  of  our  friend. 
Tamar !  thy  pastures,  large  and  rich,  afford 
Flowers  to  thy  bees  and  herbage  to  thy  sheep,- 
But,  battened  on  too  much,  the  poorest  ci-oft 
Of  thy  poor  neighbour  yields  what  thine  denies." 

They  hasten'd  to  the  camp,  and  Oebir  there 
Resolved  his  native  countrr  to  forego, 
And  order'd  from  those  rums  t«  the  right 
They  forthwith  raise  a  city.     Tamar  heard 
"With  wonder,  tho'  in  passing  'twaa  half-told, 
His  brother's  love,  and  sigh'd  upon  his  own. 

BEOOim  BOOS. 

The  Gadito  nlen  the  royal  charge  obey. 
Now  fragments  weigh'd  up  from  the  uneven  streets 
Leave  the  ground  black  beneath;  again  the  sun 
Shines  into  what  were  pon^hes,  and  on  steps 
Once  warm  with  frequentation ;  clients,  fnends, 
AH  morning,  satchel'd  idlers  aU  mid-day. 
Lying  half-up  and  languid  tho'  at  games. 

Some  raiee  the  painted  pavement,  some  on  wheels 
Draw  slow  its  lammous  length,  some  intersperse 
Salt  water  thro'  the  sordid  heaps,  and  seize 
The  flowers  and  figures  starting  &esh  to  view  ; 
Others  rub  hard  large  masses,  and  essay 
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To  polish  into  vMte  what  they  misdeem 
The  growing  green  of  many  tracklesB  years.* 
Far  off  at  interrals  the  axe  resounds 
With  regular  strong  stroke,  and  nearer  home 
Dull  falls  the  mallet  with  long  labour  fringed. 
Here  arches  are  disoover'd;  there  huge  beams 
Besist  the  hatchet,  but  in  fresher  air 
6oon  drop  away :  there  s])readB  a  marble  squared 
And  stnoothen'd  i  some  high  pillar  for  its  base 
Chose  it,  which  now  lies  niiu'd  in  the  dust. 
Clearing  the  soil  at  bottom',  they  espy 
A  crevice,  and,  intent  on  treasure,  strive 
Strenuous  and  groan  to  move  it ;  one  exclaims, 
"  I  hear  the  rusty  metal  grate  ;  it  moves'" 
Now,  overturning  it,  backward  they  start, 
And  stop  again,  and  see  a  serpent  pant, 
Bee  his  throat  thicken  and  the  crisped  soalee 
Bise  ruffled,  while  upon  the  middle  fold 
He  keeps  his  wary  head  and  blinking  eye 
Curling  more  close,  and  crouching  ere  he  strike. 
Oo,  mighty  men,  invade  far  cities,  go, 
And  be  such  treasure  portions  to  your  heirs. 

Six  days  they  labouPd :  on  the  seventh  day 
Ketnming,  all  their  labours  were  deetroy'd. 
'Twas  not  by  mortal  hand,  or  from  their  tents 
'Twere  visible  ;  for  these  were  now  removed 
Above,  where  neither  noxious  mist  ascends 
Nor  the  way  wearies  ere  the  work  begin. 
There  Gebir,  pieroed  with  sorrow,  spake  these  words : 

"  Ye  men  of  Gades,  arm'd  with  brazen  shields. 
And  ye  of  near  Tartessus,  where  the  shore 
Stoops  to  receive  the  tribute  which  all  owe 
To  Bcetis  and  his  banks  for  their  attire. 
Ye  too  whom  Durius  bore  on  level  meads. 
Inherent  in  your  hearts  is  bravery, 
For  earth  contains  no  nation  where  abounds 
The  generous  horse  and  not  the  warlike  man. 
But  neither  soldier  now  nor  steed  avails. 
Nor  steed  nor  soldier  can  oppose  the  Gods, 
Nor  is  there  aught  above  like  Jove  himself. 
Nor  weighs  against  his  purpose,  when  uncu  fixt, 
Anpiit  but,  with  supplicating  knee,  the  Fruyora. 
Swifter  than  light  are  they,  and  everv  fa<.c, 
The'  different,  glows  with  beauty  ;  ^,  ^^  thi"ono 
Of  Hercy,  when  clouds  shut  it  frorn        „l-iiid< 
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Thej  fall  bare-bosoni'd,  and  indignant  Jore 
Drope  at  the  Boothing  Bweetnesa  of  their  vuico 
llie  thiuider  from  kb  hand.     Zjet  us  arise 
On  these  high  places  daily,  beat  onr  breast, 
Proetrate  ouTBelves  and  deprecate  his  wrath." 

The  people  boVd  their  bodies  and  obey'd. 
Nine  momings  with  white  ashes  on  their  heads 
Lamented  they  their  toil  each  night  o'erthrown, 
And  now  the  largest  orbit  of  the  year, 
Leaning  o'er  bladi  Mocattam's  rubied  brow,* 
Proceeded  slow,  majestic,  and  serene, 
Now  seemed  not  further  than  the  nearest  cUff, 
And  crimson  light  struck  soft  the  phosphor  wave. 
Then  Gebir  sp^e  to  Tamar  in  these  words : 
"  Tamar !  I  am  thy  elder  and  thy  king. 
But  am  thy  brother  too,  nor  ever  said 
Give  me  thy  secret  and  become  my  shire : 
But  haste  thee  not  away ;  I  will  myself 
Await  the  nymph,  disguised  in  thy  attire." 

Then  starting  from  attention,  Tamar  cried, 
"  Brother !  in  sacred  truth  it  con  not  be. 
My  life  is  yours,  my  love  must  be  my  own. 
0  surely  he  who  seeks  a  second  love 
Never  felt  one,  or  'tis  not  one  I  feel." 

But  Gebir  with  complacent  smile  replied, 
"  Go  then,  fond  Tamar,  go  in  happy  hour. 
But,  ere  thou  partest,  ponder  iu  thy  breast 
And  well  bethmk  thee,  lest  thou  part  deceived. 
Will  she  disclose  to  thee  the  mysteries 
Of  our  calamity  ?  and  unconstrain'd  ? 
When  even  her  love  thy  strength  had  to  disclose. 
My  heart  indeed  is  full,  but,  witness  heaven  ! 
My  P^oplsi  lot  my  passion,  fill  my  heart." 

"Then  let  me  kiss  thy  garment,"  said  the  youth, 
"And  heaven  be  with  thee,  and  on  me  thy  grace." 

Him  then  the  monarch  thus  once  more  addrest : 
"  Be  of  good  courage  r  hast  thou  yet  forgot 
What  chaplets  languisht  round  thy  unburnt  hair, 
In  colour  like  some  tall  smooth  beech's  leaves 
Ourl'd  by  autumnal  suns  ?"     How  flattery 
Kscites  a  pleasant,  soothes  a  painful  shame ! 

"  These,"  amid  stifled  bluslios  Tamar  aaid, 
"  Were  of  the  flowering  raspberry  and  vine : 
But  ah !  the  seasons  will  not  wait  for  love, 
Seek  out  some  other  now."    Thoy  parted  here : 
*  Th«  Bummiti  arc  of  a  doep  red. 
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And  Gtebir,  bending  through  the  woodland,  cull'd 
The  creeping  Tine  and  viseous  raspberry, 
Lees  green  and  less  compliant  than  they  were, 
And  twisted  in  thoee  moasy  tofts  that  grow 
On  brakes  of  rosea  when  the  roses  fade : 
And  as  he  passes  on,  the  little  hinds 
That  shake  for  bristly  herds  the  foodful  bough, 
Wonder,  stand  ertdll,  gaie,  and  trip  satisfied ; 
Pleas'd  more  if  chesnut,  out  of  pnckly  husk 
Shot  from  the  sandal,  roll  along  the  glade. 

And  thus  unnoticed  went  he,  and  uatired 
8tept  up  the  acdiTity ;  and  as  he  stept. 
And  as  the  garlands  nodded  o'er  his  brow, 
Sndden  from  under  a  doee  alder  sprang 
Th'  expectant  nymph,  and  eeiz'd  him  unaware. 
He  stagger'd  at  the  shock ;  his  feet  at  first 
8Upt  backward  from  the  withered  grass  short-grazed, 
But  striking  out  one  arm,  tho'  without  aim, 
^ec  graspmg  with  his  other,  he  enclosed 
The  struggler ;  she  gain'd  not  one  step's  retreat. 
Urging  with  open  huids  against  his  throat 
Intense,  now  holding  in  her  breath  constrain'd, 
Nov  pushing  with  quick  impulse  and  by  starts. 
Till  the  dust  blacken'd  upon  every  pore. 
Nearer  he  drew  her  and  yet  nearer,  claspt 
Above  the  knees  midway,  and  now  one  arm 
Fell,  and  her  other  lapsing  o'er  the  neck 
Of  Gebir,  swung  against  Ms  back  incurved. 
The  swoln  veins  glowing,  deep,  and  with  a  groan 
On  his  broad  shoulder  fell  her  face  reclined. 
Sut  ah !  she  knew  not  whom  that  roseate  face 
Cool'd  with  its  breath  ambrosial ;  for  she  stood 
Higher  on  the  bank,  and  often  swept  and  broke 
His  chapletB  mingled  with  her  looeen'd  hair. 

Whemer,  while  Tamar  tarried,  came  deaire, 
And  she,  grown  languid,  loost  the  wings  of  Love 
Which  she  before  held  proudly  at  her  will. 
And,  nought  but  Tamar  in  her  soul,  and  nought 
(Where  Tamar  was)  that  soem'd  or  fear'd  deceit, 
To  fraud  she  yielded  what  no  force  had  gain'd ; 
Or  whether  Jove  in  pity  to  mankind. 
When  from  his  crystal  fount  the  visual  orbs 
He  fill'd  with  piercing  ether,  and  endued 
With  somewhat  of  ommpotonce,  ordain'd 
That  never  two  fair  forms  at  once  totmg^t 
The  human  heart  and  draw  it  differeni  ^a,v^, 
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And  thus,  iu  prowem  tike  a  god,  the  chief 
Hubdued  Ker  strengith  nor  Bufteued  at  her  uliarins, 
The  nymph  diviiie,  the  mtigic  mistreaa,  fuil'd. 
Beoovering,  still  half-resting  on  the  turf, 
She  lookt  up  vildly,  and  could  now  deeciy 
The  kingly  brow  archt  loftr  for  command. 

"Traitor!"  said  she  undaunted,  tho'  amaze 
Threw  o'er  her  varying  cheek  the  air  of  fear, 
"  Thinkest  thon  thus  Uiat  n-ith  impunity 
Thou  hast  forsooth  deceived  me  ?  dar'st  thou  deem 
Those  eye«  not  hateful  that  have  seen  me  fall  ? 

0  heaven  !  soon  may  they  close  on  my  disgrace. 
Merciless  man  1  what !  fur  one  sheep  estranged 
Haat  thou  thrown  into  dungeons  and  of  flay 
Amerced  thy  shepherd  ?  hast  thou,  while  the  iron 
Pierced  thro'  his  tender  limbs  into  his  soul. 

By  threats,  by  tortures,  turn  out  that  offence, 
And  heard  him  (0  could  I)  avow  his  love  1" 
Say,  hast  thou  F  cruel,  hateful !  ah  my  fears ! 

1  feel  thom  true !  speak,  tell  me.  are  they  true  ?" 

She,  blending  thus  eutreaty  with  reproach. 
Bent  forward,  as  tho'  falling  on  her  knee 
Whence  elie  had  hardly  risen,  and  at  this  pause 
Shed  from  her  large  dark  eyes  a  shower  of  tears. 

The  Iberian  King  her  sorrow  tlius  consoled. 
"  Weep  no  more,  heaveidy  maiden,  weep  no  more  : 
Neither  by  force  withheld  nor  clioice  esti'auged, 
Thy  Tamar  lives,  and  only  hves  for  thee. 
Happy,  thrice  happy,  you  !  'tis  m?  alone 
Whom  heaven  and  earth  and  ocean  with  one  hate 
Cooepire  on,  and  throughout  each  path  pursue. 
Whether  in  waves  beneath  or  Hkies  above 
Thou  hast  thy  habitatiou,  'tis  from  heaven, 
From  heaven  alono,  audi  power,  such  charms  descend. 
Then  0  !  discover  whence  that  ruin  comes 
Each  night  upon  our  city ;  whence  ore  heard 
Those  yells  of  nipture  round  our  fallen  walls : 
In  our  afilictiou  can  the  Gods  delight, 
Or  meet  oblation  for  the  Nymphs  are  tears  ?  " 

He  spake,  and  indignation  sank  in  woe. 
Which  she  perceiving,  pride  refresht  her  heart, 
Hope  wreutfi'd  her  mouth  willi  smiles,  and  she  exclaim'd ; 
"  Neither  the  Gods  ntHict  you,  nor  the  Nymphs. 
B«tUTn  me  him  who  won  my  heart,  retuin 
Him  whom  my  bosom  pants  lor,  as  the  uteeda 
In  the  sun's  chariot  for  thp  western  wave. 


.y  Google 


The  Gods  irill  prosper  thee,  and  Tnmar  prove 
How  Nymphs,  the  tonnentn  that  they  caimo,  assuage. 
Fromiae  me  this ;  indeed  I  think  thou  hast, 
But  'tis  BO  pleasing,  promise  it  once  more." 

"  Once  more  I  promise,"  cried  the  gladden'd  king, 
"  By  my  right-hand  and  bj'  myself  I  swear, 
And  ocean's  Gods  and  heaven's  Gods  I  adjure, 
Thou  shalt  be  Tamar's,  Tamar  shall  be  thine." 

Then  she,  regarding  him  long  fixt,  replied  : 
"  1  have  thy  promise,  take  thou  my  adnce. 
Gebir !  this  land  of  Egypt  is  a  land 
Of  incantation,  demons  nde  these  waves  ; 
These  are  against  thee,  tht«e  thy  works  destroy. 
Where  thou  hast  built  thy  imlaw,  and  hast  left 
The  seven  pillars  to  remain  in  front. 
Sacrifice  there,  and  all  these  rites  obsene. 
Go,  but  «)  early,  ere  the  gladsome  Hours 
Strew  sasron  in  the  path  of  rising  Mom, 
Ere  the  bee  buzzing  o'er  flowers  &esh  disclosed 
Examine  where  he  may  the  best  alight 
Nor  scatter  off  the  bloom,  ere  cold-lint  herds 
Crop  the  pale  herbage  round  each  other's  bed. 
Lead  seven  bulls  well  paatur'd  and  well  fonu'd. 
Their  neck  unblemisht  and  their  horn  unring'd. 
And  at  each  pillar  sacrifice  thou  one. 
Around  each  base  rub  thriee  the  blackening  blood. 
And  bum  the  curling  shavings  of  tlie  hoof. 
And  of  the  forehead  locks  thon  also  burn  ; 
The  yellow  galls,  with  equal  care  preserv'd, 
Pour  at  the  seventh  statue  from  tlie  north." 

He  listen'd,  and  go  her  his  eyes  intent 
Ferceiv'd  her  not,  and  ^e  had  disappear'd  j 
So  deep  he  ponder'd  her  important  words. 

And  now  nad  mom  arisen  and  lie  perfonn'd 
Almost  the  whole  enjoined  him  :  he  had.  rea(!ht 
llie  seventh  statue,  ][>our'd  the  yellow  galls. 
The  forelock  from  his  left  he  had  releast, 
And  burnt  the  curling  shavings  of  the  hoof 
Moisten'd  with  myrrh ;  when  suddenly  a  flame 
Spired  from  the  fragrant  smoke,  nor  sooner  spired 
Xh>wn  sank  the  bniEen  &ibric  at  liis  fe<'t. 
He  started  back,  ^azed,  nor  could  aught  but  gaxe. 
And  cold  dread  stiffen'd  up  hie  hair  flower-twmed ; 
Then  with  a  long  and  tacit  step,  one  anu 
Behind,  and  every  finger  wide  outapT^ad, 


He  lookt  and  totter'd  on  a  black  tt^, 
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He  thougfht  he  aometimes  heard  a  distant  Toice 
Breathe  thfo'  the  cavern's  mouth,  and  further  on 
Faint  munnurs  now,  now  hoUow  groans  reply. 
Therefore  suspended  he  his  crook  above, 
Dropt  it,  and  heard  it  rolling  step  by  step  :         ■ 
He  enter' d,  and  a  mingled  sound  arose 
Like  one  (when  shaken  from  some  temple's  roof 
By  zealous  hand,  they  and  tlieir  fretted  nest) 
Of  birds  that  wintering  watch  in  Menmon's  tomb, 
And  tell  the  haloyona  when  spring  first  returns. 

TUUID  BOOR. 

0  FOR  the  spirit  of  that  matchless  men 
"Whom  Nature  led  throughout  her  whole  domain, 
While  he  embodied  breath'd  ethereal  air ! 

Tho'  panting  in  the  play-hour  of  my  youth 
I  drank  of  Avon  too,  a  dangerous  draught, 
That  TOus'd  within  the  feverish  thirst  of  song, 
Yet  never  may  I  trespass  o'er  the  stream 
Of  jealous  Acheron,  nor  alive  descend 
The  silent  and  unsearchable  abodes 
Of  Erebus  and  Night,  nor  unchastised 
Lead  up  long-absent  heroes  into  day. 
When  on  the  pausing  theatre  of  earth 
Eve's  shadowy  curtain  falls,  can  any  man 
Bring  back  the  far-off  intercepted  hills, 
Orasp  the  round  rock-built  turret,  or  arrest 
The  glittering  spires  that  pierce  the  brow  of  Heave 
Kather  can  any  with  outstripping  voice 
The  parting  Sun's  gigantic  strides  recall? 

Twice  sounded  Gehir  !  twice  th'  Iberian  king 
Thought  it  the  strong  vibration  of  the  brain 
That  struck  upon  his  ear ;  but  now  descried 
A  form,  a  man,  come  nearer :  as  he  came 
His  unshorn  hair  (grown  soft  in  these  abodes) 
"Waved  back,  and  scatter'd  thin  and  hoary  light. 
Living  men  called  him  Aroar,  but  no  more 
In  celebration  or  recording  verse 
His  name  is  heard,  no  more  by  Amon's  side 
The  well-waU'd  ci^,  which  he  rear'd,  remains. 
Gebir  was  now  undaunted,  for  the  brave 
When  they  no  longer  donbt,  no  longer  fear. 
And  would  have  spoken,  but  the  shade  began. 

"  Brave  son  of  Hesperus!  no  mortal  hand 
Has  led  thee  hither,  nor  without  the  Oods 


.y  Google 


Penetrate  thy  firm  feet  the  vast  profound. 
Thou  knoweat  not  that  here  thy  fathers  lie, 
The  race  of  Sidad ;  theire  was  loud  acclaim 
Wheti  living,  but  their  pleaaure  was  in  war ; 
Triumpfae  and  hatred  followed ;  I  myself 
Bore,  men  imagin'd,  no  ingloriouB  part ; 
The  Goda  thought  otherwise,  by  whose  decree 
Depriv'd  of  life,  and  more,  of  death  depiiv'd, 
I  still  hear  shrieking  thro'  the  moonless  night 
Their  disooQt«nted  and  deserted  shades. 
Observe  these  horrid  walls,  this  rueful  waste ! 
Here  some  refresh  the  vigour  of  the  mind 
With  contemplation  and  cold  penitence. 
Nor  wonder,  while  thou  hearest,  that  the  aoul, 
Thus  purified,  hereafter  may  ascend 
Surmounting  all  obatruotion,  nor  ascribe 
The  sentence  to  indul^nce ;  each  extreme 
Hath  tortures  for  ambition ;  to  dissolve 
In  everlaetiim;  languor,  to  resist 
Its  impulse,  but  in  vain  ;  to  be  enclosed 
Within  a  limit,  and  that  limit  fire ; 
Sever'd  from  happiness,  from  eminence, 
And  flying,  but  heU  bars  us,  from  ourselves. 

Yet  ratier  all  these  torments  most  endure 
Than  solitary  pain,  and  sad  remorse, 
And  towering  thoughts  on  their  own  breast  o'ertv 
And  piercing  to  the  heart :  such  penitence. 
Such  oontemplatioii  theirs !  thy  ancestors 
Bear  up  against  them,  nor  will  they  submit 
To  conquering  Time  the  asperities  of  Fate  -. 
Tet  could  they  but  revisit  earth  once  more. 
How  gladly  would  they  poverty  embrace, 
How  Ubour,  even  for  their  deadliest  foe ! 
It  little  now  avails  them  to  have  rais'd 
Beyond  the  Syrian  regions,  and  beyond 
Phenicia,  trophies,  tributes,  ODlouies : 
Fdlov  thou  me :  mark  what  it  all  avails." 

Him  Gebir  follow'd,  and  a  roar  confused 
!Bose  from  a  river  rolling  in  its  bed, 
Not  rapid,  that  would  rouse  the  wretched  souls. 
Nor  calmly,  that  might  lull  them  to  repose ; 
But  with  dull  weary  lapses  it  upheaved 
Billows  of  balei,  heard  low,  yet  heard  afar ; 
For  when  hell's  iron  portals  let  out  night, 
Often  men  start  and  shiver  at  the  on     A 
And  lie  so  silent  on  the  restless  c^   ^  ' 
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They  hear  their  own  hearts  beat.     Not  Oebir  breath'd 

Another  air,  anotlier  sky  beheld : 

Twilight  broods  here,  luU'd  by  no  uightingBle 

Nor  waben'd  by  the  ahrill  lark  dewy-winf  d, 

But  gilunring  with  one  nullen  sunless  heat. 

Beneath  bis  foot  nor  aproutod  fiower  nor  herb, 

Nor  chirpt  a  granshopper ;  above  his  bead 

Plilegethou  fomi'd  a  nr>ry  firmament ; 

Part  were  sidpliurous  clouds  involving,  part 

(Shining  like  solid  ribs  of  molten  bra-sn  ; 

For  the  fierce  element,  which  else  as2>ires 

Higher  and  higher  and  lessens  to  tlie  sky, 

Below,  Earth's  adamantine  arch  ii'liiift. 

Gebir,  tho'  now  siicli  languor  held  bis  limbs, 
Scarce  anght  admir'd  he,  yet  he  this  adniir'd  ; 
And  thus  addrest  him  tlien  the  coiiHcious  guide. 
"  Btiyond  that  river  lie  the  happy  fields  ; 
From  them  fly  gentle  breezes,  whioh  when  drawu 
Against  yon  crescent  convex,  but  unite 
Sti-onger  with  what  they  could  not  overcome. 
Thus  Uiey  that  scatter  &et>hueae  thro'  the  groves 
And  meadows  of  the  fortunate,  and  fill 
"With  liquid  light  the  marble  bowl  of  Earth, 
And  give  her  blooming  henltli  and  sprightly  force. 
Their  fire  no  more  diluted,  nor  its  durta 
Blunted  by  passing  thro'  thick  myrtle-bowers. 
Neither  from  odours  rising  half  dissolved. 
Point  forward  Phlegftthon's  eternal  flame ; 
And  this  horizon  is  the  spacious  bow 
Whence  each  ray  reaches  to  the  world  above." 

The  hero  pausing,  Gebir  then  besought 
'^'hat  region  held  his  ancestors,  what  clouds, 
Wliat  waters,  or  what  Gods,  fi-om  his  embrace. 
Aroar  then  sudden,  as  tho'  rous'd,  renew'd. 

"  Come  thou,  if  ardour  urges  thee  and  force 
SufRcea  .  .  mai-k  me,  Gebir,  1  unfold 
No  fable  to  aUure  thee  .  .  on  :  behold 
Thy  ancestors  !  "  and  lo  !  with  horrid  gasp 
Tlie  panting  flame  above  his  head  recoil' d. 
And  thunder  through  his  heart  and  life-blood  throb'd. 
Such  sound  could  human  organs  once  conceive, 
Cold,  speechless,  palsied,  not  the  soothing- I'oice 
Of  frieudsliip  or  almost  of  Deity 
Could  raise  the  wretched  mortal  from  the  dust ; 
Bej-ond  man's  home  condition  they !     With  e3-eit 
Intent,  and  voice  desponding,  and  unheard 
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BvAroar,  tho'  he  tarried  at  hie  side, 
"They  know  me  not,"  cried  Gobir,  "  0  my  sires, 
Te  know  me  not !  they  answer  not,  nor  hear. 
How  distant  are  they  still !  what  sad  extent 
Of  desolation  must  we  overcome  t 
Aroar !  what  wretch  that  nearest  us  ?  what  wretch 
Is  that  with  eyebrows  white  and  slanting  brow  ? 
Idsten  !  him  yonder,  who,  bound  down  supine, 
Shrinks  yelling  from  that  sword  there  engme-hung ; 
He  too  among  my  ancestors?"     "  0  King! 
Iberia  bore  Imn,  but  the  breed  accurst 
Indement  winds  blew  blighting -from  nortJi-east." 
"  He  was  a  warrior  then,  nor  fear'd  the  Gods  ?  " 
"  Qebir !  he  fear'd  the  Demons,  not  the  Gods, 
Tho'  them  indeed  his  daily  face  adored. 
And  was  no  warrior ;  yet  the  thousand  lives 
Squander'd  as  stones  to  exercise  a  sling. 
And  the  tome  cruelty  and  cold  caprice  .  . 
Oh  madness  of  mankind !  addrest,  adored ! 
0  Qebir !  what  are  men  ?  or  where  are  Gods  ? 
Behold  the  giant  next  him,  how  his  feet 
Hunge  floundering  mid  the  marshes  yellow-flower'd, 
TTJH  restless  head  just  reaching  to  the  i-ocks. 
His  boeouL  tossing  with  black  weeds  besmear'd. 
How  writhes  he  'twixt  the  continent  and  isle  ! 
What  tyrant  with  more  insolence  e'er  claim'd 
Dominion  ?  when  from  the  heart  of  Usuiy 
Rose  more  intense  the  pale-flamed  thirst  for  gold  ? 
And  call'd  forsooth  DiUcerer  !  Fa]*e  or  fools 
Who  prois'd  the  dull-ear'd  miscreant,  or  who  hoped 
To  soothe  your  folly  and  disgrace  with  praise  ! 

Hearest  thou  not  the  harp's  gay  simpering  air 
And  merriment  afar  ?  then  come,  advance  \ 
And  now  behold  him !  mark  the  wretch  accurst 
Who  sold  his  people  to  a  rival  king  : 
Self-yoked  they  stood  two  ages  iinredeem'd." 

"  0  horror !  what  pale  visage  rises  there  ! 
Speak,  Aroar !  me  perhaps  mine  eyee  deceive. 
Inured  not,  yet  meuiinks  they  there  descry 
Such  criniBon  haze  as  stHnetimes  drowns  the  moon. 
What  is  yon  awful  sight  ?  why  thus  appears 
That  space  between  the  purjile  and  the  crown  ?  " 

"  I  will  relate  their-stories  when  we  reach 
Our  confines,"  said  the  guide  ;  "  for  thou,  0  king, 
Differing  in  both  from  all  thy  countr\'men, 
Seest  not  their  stories  and  haat  seen  their  fates. 
roL.  VII.  c 
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But  while  wo  tarrj-.  lo  ag'ain  the  flame 

ItiMith,  and  munnuiin^  hoar«e,  poiute  straighter ;  haste, 

'Tis  urgent,  we  must  hence."     "  Then  0  adieu  ! " 

<  'lied  (iobii-  and  groau'd  loud  :  at  last  a  tear 
Burst  fi'om  hia  eyes  tiim'd  back,  and  he  exclaimed : 
"  Am  I  deluded?  0  ye  powers  of  hell ! 

Suffer  me  .  .  0  ray  fathers !  am  I  torn  ,  ." 
He  spake,  and  would  have  spoken  more,  but  flamea 
Enwrapt  him  round  and  round  intense ;  he  tum'd 
And  stood  held  breathlees  in  a  ghost's  embrace. 
"Gebir!  my  son!  deaertmenot!    I  heard 
Thy  calling  voice,  nor  fate  withheld  me  more : 

<  )ne  monieut  yet  remains  ;  enough  to  know 
Soon  will  my  tonnents,  soon  will  thine,  expire. 
0  tliat  I  o'er  exacted  such  a  yow  ! 

When  dipping  in  the  victim's  blood  thy  hand, 
First  ihou  withdrew'st  it.  looking  in  my  face 
Wondering;  but  when  the  priitst  my  will  exptain'd, 
Then  nwarest  thou,  repeating  what  he  said, 
How  agniaat  Kgypt  thou  wouldet  raise  that  hand 
And  bruise  the  seed  first  risen  from  our  line. 
Therefore  in  death  what  pangs  have  I  endured  ! 
Backt  on  tJie  fiery  centre  of  the  nun. 
Twelve  years  I  saw  the  niin'd  world  roll  round. 
Shudder  not ;  I  have  borne  it ;  I  deserved 
My  wretched  fate ;  be  better  ^ine ;  farewell." 

"  0  stay,  my  father !  stay  one  moment  more  .  . 
Let  me  return  thee  that  embrace  .  .  'tis  past  .  . 
Aroar !  how  could  I  quit  it  uiiretuni'd ! 
And  now  the  gulf  divides  us,  and  the  waves 
Of  sulphur  b^ow  thro'  the  blue  abyss. 
And  is  lie  gone  for  ever !  and  1  oome 
In  vain  ?  "  Then  sternly  said  the  guide :  "  In  vain  ! 
Baynt  tilou  ?  what  wouldst  thou  more  ?  alas,  0  prince, 
None  oome  for  pastime  here  !  but  is  it  nought 
To  turn  thy  feet  from  evil  ?  is  it  nought 
Of  pleasure  to  that  shade  if  they  are  tum'd  f 
For  this  tliou  earnest  hither :  he  who  dares 
To  penetrate  this  darkness,  nor  regards 
The  dangers  of  the  way,  shall  reaecend 
In  glory,  nor  the  gates  of  hell  retard 
His  steps,  nor  demon's  nor  man's  art  prevail. 
Once  in  eauh  hundred  years,  and  only  once, 
AVhether  by  some  rotation  of  the  world. 
Or  whether  will'd  so  by  some  pow'r  above. 
This  flaming  arch  starts  back,  each  realm  descriea 
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Itfl  oppoRtte,  and  Bliss  from  her  repose 
Freahens  and  feels  her  own  security." 

"  Security !  "  cried  out  the  Gadite  kioKi 
"And  feel  thoy  not  compassion  ?  "     "  C%ild  of  Earth," 
Culmly  said  Aroar  at  his  guest'a  surprise, 
"  Some  so  disfigur'd  by  habitual  crimes, 
Others  ore  bo  exalted,  so  refined, 
So  permeated  by  heaven,  no  trace  remains 
Graven  on  earth:  here  Justice  is  supreme  ; 
Compassion  can  be  but  where  passions  are. 
Here  are  discover'd  those  who  tortured  Law 
To  sUence  or  to  speech,  as  pleas'd  themselves  ; 
Here  also  those  who  boasted  of  their  zeal 
And  lov'd  their  eountrv  for  the  spoils  it  gave. 
Hundreds,  whose  glitt'ring  merchandise  the  lyre 
Dazzled  vain  wretches  drimi  with  flattery. 
And  wafted  them  in  softest  aira  to  Heaven, 
Doom'd  to  be  still  deceiv'd,  here  still  attune 
The  wonted  strings  and  fondly  woo  applause : 
Their  wish  half  granted,  they  retain  their  own; 
But  madden  at  the  mockery  of  the  ahades. 
Upon  the  river's  other  side  there  grow 
Deep  ohve  groves  ;  there  other  ghosts  abide, 
Blest  indeed  they,  hut  not  supremely  blest. 
We  can  not  see  beyond,  we  vi»\  not  see 
Aug^t  but  our  opposite  ;  and  here  are  fates 
How  opposite  to  ours  !  here  some  observ'd 
KeligiouB  rites,  some  hospitality  ; 
Strangers,  who  from  the  good  old  men  retired, 
Closed  Hie  gate  gently,  lest  from  generous  use 
Shutting  and  opening  of  its  own  accord, 
It  shake  unsettled  slumbers  oif  their  couch  : 
Borne  stopt  revenge  athirst  for  slaughter,  some 
Sow'd  the  slow  ohve  for  a  race  imbom. 
These  had  no  wishes,  therefoi'e  none  are  crown'd  : 
But  theirs  are  tufted  banks,  theirs  umbrage,  theirs 
Enough  of  sunshine  to  enjoy  the  shade, 
And  bree?*  enough  to  lidl  thpm  to  repose." 

Then  Gebir  cried  :   "  Illustrious  host,  pi-oceed. 
Bring  me  among  the  wonders  of  a  realm. 
Admired  by  alt,  hut  like  a  tsle  admjred. 
We  take  our  children  from  their  cradjg^  Blee\), 
And  on  their  faney  trom  our  own  im».     -o 
Ethereal  forms  and  adulating  fates  ' 
But,  ere  departing  for  such  seene.i    " 
We  seize  the  hand,  we  hang  njion  ?Hv9f  1^  ■  '     , 
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Our  beds  eliug  heavj-  round  us  with  our  team, 
Agony  etrivea  with  agony.    Juat  Qodfl ! 
Wherpfore  should  wretched  mortals  thus  believe, 
lOr  wherefore  ehovdd  they  hesitate  to  die  ?  " 

Thua  while  he  question'd,  all  hia  atreneth  dissolv'd 
Within  him,  thunder  shook  his  troubled  brain. 
He  started,  and  the  caTem's  mouth  survey'd 
Near,  and  beyond  his  people ;  he  arose, 
And  bent  toward  diem  his  bewilder' d  way. 

FODETH  BOOK. 

The  king's  lone  road,  his  visit,  his  return, 
'Were  not  unknown  to  Daliea,  nor  long 
The  wondrous  tale  from  royal  ears  delay'd. 
"When  the  youn^  queen  had  heard  who  taught  the  rites. 
Her  mind  was  shaken,  and  what  first  she  astct 
"Was,  whether  the  sea-maids  were  veiy  fair, 
And  was  it  true  that  even  gods  were  moved 
By  female  charms  beneath  the  waves  profound, 
Axd  join'd  to  them  in  marria^,  and  had  sons. 
Wlio  knows  but  0«bir  sprang  tjien  from  the  Oods ! 
He  that  could  pity,  he  that  oould  obey, 
Hatter'd  both  female  youth  and  princely  pride, 
The  same  ascending  from  amid  the  shades 
Show'd  Power  in  frightful  attitude  ;  the  queen 
Marks  the  surpassing  prodigy,  and  strives 
To  shake  off  terror  in  her  crowded  court. 
And  wonders  why  she  trembles,  nor  suspects 
How  Fear  and  Love  assume  each  otber's  form, 
By  birth  and  secret  compact  how  allied. 
Vfliuly  (to  conscious  virgins  I  appeal) 
Vainly  with  crouching  tigew,  prowling  wolves, 
Bocks,  precipices,  waves,  storms,  thunderbolts, 
All  his  immense  inheritance,  would  Fear 
The  simplest  heart,  should  Love  refuse,  aasaU  : 
Consent,  the  maiden's  pillowed  ear  imbibes 
Constancy,  honour,  truth,  fidelity, 
Beau^  and  ardent  lips  and  longing  arms  ; 
Then  fades  in  glimmering  distance  half  the  scene. 
Then  her  heart  quails  and  flutters  and  would  fly ; 
'Tis  her  beloved  !  not  to  her!  ye  Powers! 
What  doubting  maid  exad«  the  vow  ?  behold 
Above  the  myrtles  his  protesting  hand  ! 
Such  ebbs  of  doiibt  and  swells  of  jealousy 
Toss  the  fond  bosom  in  its  hour  of  sleeo 
And  float  around  the  eyelids  and  sink  thro'. 
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Lo  !  mirror  of  delight  id  cloudless  days, 
Lo  !  thy  reflection  :  'twas  when  I  esclaun'd. 
With  MsBea  hurried  as  if  each  foresaw 
Their  end,  and  reckon'd  on  our  broken  bonds, 
And  could  at  such  a  price  such  loss  endure,  *" 

"  O  what  to  faithful  lovera  met  at  mom. 
What  hall  so  pleasant  as  imparted  fears  !  " 
Looking  recumbent  how  Ijore's  ccdimm  rose 
Marmoreal,  trophied  round  with  golden  hair. 
How  in  the  valley  of  one  lip  unseen 
He  dimiber'd,  one  his  uoBtning  bow  imprest. 
Sweet  wildemesB  of  eoul-entaiigling  charms ! 
Led  back  by  Memory,  and  each  blissful  maze 
Betracing,  me  with  magic  power  detain  * 

ThoBO  dimpled  cheeks,  those  temples  Tiolet-tinged,  '^ 

Those  lips  of  nectar  and  those  eyes  of  heaven ! 

Charoba,  tho'  indeed  she  never  drank  * 
The  liquid  pearl,  or  twined  the  nodding  crown. 
Or,  when  she  wanted  cool  and  calm  repose. 
Dreamt  of  the  cmwiisg  aep  and  grated  tomb, 
Wafl  wretched  up  to  royalty  :  the  jibe 
Struck  her,  most  piercing  where  love  pierced  before. 
From  those  whose  freedom  centres  in  their  tongue, 
Handmaidens,  pages,  courtiers,  prieete,  buffoons. 
Congratulations  here,  there  propheciee,  ^ 

Here  children,  not  repining  at  neglect 
While  tumult  sweeps  them  ample  room  for  play ; 
Eveiy-where  questions  anawer'd  ere  b^^nn, 
Every-where  crowds,  for  every-where  alarm. 
Thus  winter  gone,  nor  ^ring  (tho'  near)  arriv'd. 
Urged  slanting  onward  by  the  bickering  breeze 
Th^  issues  from  beneath  Aurora's  car, 
Shudder  the  sombrous  waves ;  at  every  beam 
More  vivid,  more  by  every  breath  impell'd, 
Higher  and  higher  up  the  frett«d  rocks,  ^" 

Their  turbulent  reful^nce  they  display. 
Madness,  which  like  tiie  spiral  element 
The  more  it  seizes  on  the  nercer  bums, 
Hurried  them  blindly  forward,  and  involved 
In  flame  the  senses  and  in  gloom  the  soul. 

Determin'd  to  protect  the  country's  gods. 
And  asking  their  protection,  they  adjure 

*  Antonini  whs  afrmid  of  puison ;  Cleapfttra,  to  prove  the  iqjuHtico  of  )iii 
fni[Hcian«,  uid  Uie  eawe  witfa  which  ■'poiMm  might  be  tdministerod,  Blimik  it 
from  her  crown  ol  Bowers  into  hi*  goblet :  before  he  had  rwwd  it  to  hia  lips,  ahe 
told  him,  and  eattblishiid  hi<  conMeoco. 
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Each  otlier  tu  stand  fonrard.  and  iniiist 

Willi  zeal,  and  trample  under  foot  the  tiluw ; 

And  disregardf  ul  of  the  Sympathies 

DiFtne,  those  8jmpathi(»  whone  delicate  hand 

Touehing  the  very  ej-eball  of  the  heart, 

Awakens  it,  not  wounds  it  nor  iuflameB, 

Blind  wretches  !  thej  with  desperate  embrace 

Hang  on  the  pillar  till  the  tenijile  fall. 

Oft  the  grave  judge  alarms  rehgious  wealth 

And  rouses  anger  under  gentle  words. 

Woe  to  the  wiser  few  who  dare  to  ray 

"  People  !  these  men  are  not  your  enemies. 

Inquire  their  errand,  and  resist  when  wrone'd." 

Together  childhood,  prieBthood,  womanhood. 

The  scribee  and  elders  of  the  land,  exclaim 

"  Seek  they  not  hidden  treasure  in  the  tombii  ? 

Baieing  the  ruins,  levelling  the  ^ust, 

Who  can  declare  whose  ashes  they  disturb  ? 

Build  they  not  fairer  cities  than  our  own. 

Extravagant  enormous  apertures 

For  light,  end  portals  larger,  open  courts 

Where  all  ascending  all  are  unconfin'd. 

And  wider  streets  in  purer  air  than  ours  ? 

Temples  quite  plain  with  equal  architraves 

They  build,  nor  bearing  gods  like  ours  imbost. 

0  profanation  !    0  our  ancestors  !  " 

Tho'  all  the  vulgar  hate  a  foreign  face, 
It  more  offends  weak  eres  and  homely  age, 
Calica  most,  who  thus  her  aim  pursued. 
"  My  promise,  0  Choroba,  I  p^orm. 
Proclaim  to  gods  and  men  a  festival 
Throughout  the  land,  and  bid  the  strangers  eat ! 
Their  anger  thus  we  haply  may  disarm." 

"  0  Dalica,"  the  grateful  queen  replied, 
"  Nurse  of  my  childhood,  soother  of  my  cares. 
Preventer  of  my  wishes,  of  my  thoughts, 
0  pardon  yftnth,  0  pardon  royalty ! 
If  aastily  to  Dalica  I  sued. 
Pear  might  impell  me,  never  could  distrust. 
Go  then,  for  wisdom  guides  thee,  take  my  name, 
Issue  what  most  imports  and  best  beseems, 
And  sovranty  shall  sanction  the  decree." 

Aad  now  Charoba  was  alone,  her  heart 
Grew  lighter  ;  she  sat  down,  and  she  arose, 
She  felt  voluptuous  tenderness,  but  felt 
That  tenderness  for  Dalica  ;  she  pruis'd 
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Her  kind  attentioa,  vann  solicitude, 
Her  wisdom ;  for  what  wisdom  pleas'd  like  hera ! 
She  was  delighted ;  ehould  she  not  behold 
Gobir?  ehe  filusht ;  but  she  had  words  to  epeak, 
Hhe  form'd  them  aad  reform'd  them,  with  r^ret 
That  there  was  somewhat  lost  with  every  change  ; 
She  430iild  replace  them ;  what  would  that  avail? 
Moved  from  their  order  they  have  lost  their  charm. 
WMle  thus  she  strew'd  her  way  with  8ofcet»t  words. 
Others  grew  up  before  her,  but  appear'd 
A  plenteous  rather  than  perplexing  choii«  : 
She  rubb'd  her  palms  n-ith  pleasure,  heav'd  a  sigh, 
Grew  calm  again,  and  thus  her  thoughts  rerolv'd. 

"  But  he  descended  to  the  tombs !  the  thought 
Thrills  me,  I  must  avow  it,  with  affright. 
And  wherefore  ?  shows  he  not  the  more  belov'd 
Of  heav'n  f  or  how  ascends  he  back  to-day  ? 
Then  has  he  wrong'd  me  ?  could  he  want  a  cause 
Who  has  an  army  and  was  bred  to  reign  ? 
And  yet  no  reasons  against  rights  he  urged. 
He  threaten'd  not,  proclaim'd  not ;  I  appToacht, 
He  hasten'd  on ;  I  spake,  he  listeu'd ;  wept, 
He  pity'd  me  ;  he  lov'd  me,  he  obey'd ; 
He  was  a  conqueror,  still  am  I  a  queen." 

She  thus  indulged  fond  fancies,  when  the  sound 
Of  timbrels  and  of  cymbals  struck  her  ear. 
And  horns  and  howling*  of  wild  jubilee. 
She  fear'd,  and  listened  to  confirm  her  feara ; 
One  breath  sufficed,  and  shook  her  refluent  soul. 
Smiting,  with  simulated  smile  constrein'd, 
Her  beauteous  bosom,  ' '  0  perfidious  man, 
0  cruel  foe  !  "  she  twice  and  thrice  exclaim'd, 
"  0  my  companions,  equal-aged  !  my  throne  1 
Uy  people  !    0  how  wretched  to  presage 
This  day !  bow  tenfold  wretched  to  endure !  " 

She  ceast,  and  instantly  the  palace  rang 
With  gtatulation  roaring  into  rage ; 
'Twas  her  own  people.     "  Health  to  Oebb !  health 
To  our  compatriot  subjects  1  to  our  queen 
Health  and  nnfaded  youth  ten  thousand  years !  " 
Then  went  the  victims  forward  crown'd  with  flowers, 
Crown'd  were  tame  crocodiles,  and  boys  white-robed 
Guided  their  creaking  create  across  tl^e  streaBi- 
In  gilded  barges  went  the  female  thi: 
And,  hearing  others  ripple  near,  u-  ^^' 
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'n^om  they  desired,  how  ])leaBai)t  was  the  breeze ! 
If  uot,  tlie  frightful  water  forced  a  siffh. 
Sweet  airs  of  mueio  ruled  the  rowing  palme. 
Now  rose  they  glistening  and  aslant  reclined, 
Now  they  descended  and  with  one  consent 
Plunging,  seem'd  swift  each  other,  to  pursue. 
And  now  to  tremble  wearied  o'er  the  iraTc. 
Beyond  and  in  the  suburbs  might  be  seen 
OowdH  of  all  ages :  here  in  triumph  past 
Not  without  pomp,  tho'  rais'd  with  rude  device. 
The  monarch  and  Charoba ;  there  a  throng 
Shone  out  in  sunny  whiteness  o'er  the  reeds : 
Nor  could  luxuriant  youth,  or  la^ising  age 
Propt  by  the  uomer  of  the  nearest  street, 
Witu  a^ing  eyes  and  tottering  knees  intent, 
Loose  leatheiT  neck  and  wom^e  lip  outstretcht. 
Fix  long  the  ken  upon  one  form,  so  swift 
Thro'  the  gay  vestures  fluttering  on  the  bank. 
And  thro'  the  bright-eyed  waters  dancing  round, 
Wove  tliey  their  wanton  wiles  and  disappear'd. 

Meantime,  with  pomp  august  and  solemn,  borne 
On  four  white  camels  tinkling  plates  of  gold, 
Heralds  before  and  Ethiop  ehiTes  behind. 
Each  with  the  sign  of  ofBce  ui  bis  baud, 
Each  on  his  brow  the  sacred  stamp  of  years. 
The  four  ambassadors  of  peace  proceed. 
Eidi  carpets  bear  they,  com  and  generous  wine. 
The  Syrian  olive's  cheerful  gift  they  bear. 
With  stubborn  goats  that  eye  the  mountain-top 
Askance,  and  riot  with  reluctant  horn, 
And  steeds  and  stately  camels  in  their  train. 
The  ting,  who  sat  before  his  tent,  descried 
The  dust  rise  redden'd  from  the  setting  sun  : 
Thro'  all  the  plains  below  the  Oadite  men 
Were  resting  from  their  labour  :  some  surveyed 
The  spacious  site  ere  yet  obstructed ;  walls 
Already,  soon  will  roofs  have  interposed ; 
Some  ate  their  frugal  viands  on  the  steps 
-  Contented  ;  some,  remembering  home,  prefer 
The  cot's  bare  rafters  o'er  the  gilded  dome. 
And  sing  (for  often  sighs  too  end  in  song) 
' '  In  smuing  meads  how  sweet  the  broolrs  repose 
To  the  rough  ocean  and  red  restless  sands  !  " 
Where  are  the  woodland  voices  that  increast 
Along  the  unseen  path  on  festal  days, 
When  lay  the  dry  itiH  outcast  arbutue 
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On  the  fane-etep,  and  the  first  privet-flowers 
Threw  their  white  light  upon  tne  vernal  ahrine  ? 
Some  heedless  trip  alorig  with  haety  step 
Whistling,  and  fix  too  soon  on  thf  ir  abodes  ; 
Haply  and  one  among  them  with  his  spear 
Heosures  the  lintel,  if  bo  ^reat  ita  highth 
As  will  reoeiTe  him  with  his  helm  uiJoweF'd. 

But  silence  went  throughout,  e'en  thoughts  were  husht, 
"When  to  full  view  of  uavy  and  of  camp 
Now  first  expanded  the  bare-headed  train. 
Uajestic  unprosuming,  unappnll'd. 
Onward  they  marcht,  and  neither  to  the  right 
Nor  to  the  left,  tho'  there  the  eity  stood, 
Tum'd  they  their  sober  eyes ;  and  now  they  rea«ht 
Within  a  few  steep  paces  of  ascent 
The  lone  pavilion  of^the  Iberian  king : 
He  saw  them,  he  awaited  them,  he  rose, 
He  haO'd  them,  "  Peace  be  with  you  :  "  they  replied 
"  King  of  the  weetera  world,  be  with  you  peace." 

FISTH   BOOK. 

OXCB  a  fair  city,  courted  then  by  kings, 
Uistress  of  nationa,  throng'd  by  palaces, 
Saising  her  head  o'er  destiny,  her  face 
Glowing  with  pleasure  and  with  palms  refreaht. 
Now  pointed  at  by  Wisdom  or  by  Wealth, 
Bereft  of  beauty,  baw  of  ornament, 
Stood  in  the  wilderness  of  woe,  Masar. 
Ere  far  advancing,  all  appeared  a  plain. 
Treacherous  and  tearful  mountains,  far  advanced. 
Her  glory  so  gone  down,  at  human  step 
The  fierce  hyena  frighted  from  the  walls 
Bristled  his  rising  back,  his  teeth  unsheathed, 
Drew  the  long  growl  and  with  alow  foot  retired. 
Tet  were  remaining  some  of  ancient  race. 
And  ancient  arts  were  now  their  sole  delight. 
With  Time's  first  sickle  they  had  markt  the  hour 
When  at  their  incantation  would  the  Moon 
Start  back,  and  shuddering  shed  blue  blasted  light. 
The  rifted  rays  they  gath^d,  and  irnme]^ 
In  potent  portion  of  fliat  wondrous  wave 
Which,  hearing  rescued  Israel,  stood  et-o-. 
And  led  hor  anniee  thro'  bis  crystal  ga.-t_     ' 

Hither  (none  shared  her  wny,  her  (xj,^,  -, 

Hied  the  SXasarian  Ualica  :  'twas  nigJj^>\uj\llOft*J 


.y  Google 


WORKS  OF  LANDOR. 

.\iid  tlie  titill  brei'ze  foU  languid  on  the  waste. 

She,  tired  with  jouruuy  long  and  ardent  thoughts, 

titxivt ;  and  before  the  <!ity  wie  descried 

A  female  form  emerge  above  the  sands  : 

Intent  she  list  her  eyes,  and  on  herself 

Beijing',  with  freeh  rigour  bent  her  way ; 

Nor  disappear'd  the  woman ;  but  exdaim'd, 

(One  hand  retaining  tight  her  folded  vest) 

"  Stranger !  who  loathest  life,  there  lies  Mosar. 

Begone,  nor  tarry  longer,  or  ere  mom 

The  cormorant  in  his  solitary  haunt 

Of  insulated  rock  or  sounding  cove 

Stands  on  thy  bleached  bones  and  sci-eaius  for  prey. 

My  lips  can  scatter  them  o'it  every  sea 

Under  the  rising  and  the  netting  sun. 

So  shrivel'd  in  one  breath  us  all  the  sandn 

We  tread  on,  could  not  in  a  hundred  years. 

Wretched  who  die  nor  raise  their  sepulchre  ! 

Therefore  begone."    But  Itelica  unaw'd, 

(Tho'  in  her  witlier'd  but  still  firm  right-hand, 

Held  up  with  imprecations  hoarse  and  deep, 

Glimmer'd  her  brazen  aickle,  and  oudosed 

Within  its  figured  curve  the  fading  moon) 

Spake  thus  aloud.     "  By  yon  bright  orb  of  Heaven, 

In  that  most  sacrttd  moment  when  her  beam 

((Juided  first  thither  by  the  forked  shaft,) 

Strikes  thro'  the  crevice  of  Arishtah's  tower  .  .  ." 

"  Sayst  thou  ?  "  aHtouisht  cried  the  sorceress, 
"  Woman  of  outer  darkness,  fiend  of  death. 
From  what  iuliuman  cuve,  what  dire  abyss, 
Hast  thou  invisible  that  spell  o'erheard  ? 
What  potent  hand  hath  toncht  thy  quicken'd  corse. 
What  song  diesolv'd  thy  cerements  r  who  unclosed 
Those  faded  eyes  and  fill'd  them  from  the  stars  ? 
But  if  with  in  extinguish' d  light  of  life 
Thou  breathest,  soul  and  body  unamerst, 
Then  whence  that  invocation  ?  who  hath  dared 
Those  hallow'd  words,  divulging,  to  profane  ?  " 

Ualica  cried,  "  To  heaven  not  earth  addrest 
Prayers  for  protection  can  not  be  profane." 

Here  the  pale  sorceress  tum'd  her  face  aside 
Wildly,  and  mutter'd  to  her^elf  amazed, 
"  I  dread  her  who,  alone  Ht  such  an  hour, 
Can  speak  so  strangely,  who  can  thus  combine 
The  words  of  resfion  with  our  gifted  rites, 
Yet  will  I  speak  once  more.     If  thou  hast  seen 
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The  city  of  Cliarolia,  luiet  thou  markt 
Tlie  steps  of  Dalica  ?  " 

"  WTiat  then  V  " 

"  The  tougiie 
Of  Dalioa  has  thmi  our  rites  divulg;ed." 

"  AVTiose  rites  ?  " 

"  H*r  uiother's." 

"Never." 
"  One  would  tliinlt, 
Prosuiuptuous,  thou  wtirt  Dalic-a," 

"  I  am  J 
Womau  I  and  who  art  thou  V  " 

With  close  ctuhnKV, 
Clung  the  Masarian  round  her  neck,  and  cried, 
"  Art  thou  then  not  my  uister  ?  ah  !  I  feAr 
The  ^Iden  Um^ta  and  jeirels  of  a  court 
Deprive  thine  eyes  of  strength  and  purity  :  ^ 

O  Dalica !  mine  n'atch  the  waning  moon, 
For  ever  patient  in  our  mother's  art, 
And  rest  on  Heaven  auspeuded,  where  the  founts 
Of  Wisdom  rise,  where  sound  the  wingn  of  I'owor ; 
Studies  intense  of  strong  and  stem  delight ! 
And  thou  too,  Dalica,  so  many  years 
Wean'd  from  the  bosom  of  thy  native  land, 
Hetumest  back  and  seebest  true  rejiow. 
0  what  more  pleasant  than  the  short-breuth'd  sigh 
When,  laying  down  your  burthen  at  the  gate 
And  dizzy  with  long  wandering,  you  embrace  ^ 

The  coed  and  quiet  of  a  homespun  bed." 

"  Alas  ! "  aaid  Dalica,  "  tho'  all  commend 
This  choice,  and  many  meet  with  no  controid, 
Tet  none  pursue  it  I     Age  by  care  opprest 
Feels  for  tbe  couch  and  drops  into  the  grave. 
The  tranquil  scene  lies  further  still  from  Youth  : 
Frenzied  Ambition  and  desponding  Lore 
Consume  Youth's  fairest  flowers  ;  compared  with  Youlh 
Age  has  a  something  like  repoite. 

Ihrthyr,  I  seek  not  here  a  boundary  '* 

Like  the  horizon,  which,  aa  you  advance. 
Keeping  its  form  and  colour,  yet  recedes  : 
But  mind  my  emmd,  and  my  suit  perform. 

"  Twelve  years  ago  Charoba  firflt  oould  speak : 
If  her  indulgent  father  askt  her  name, 
She  would  indulge  him  too.  and  would  rciJv 
What  ?  ichg,  Charoia  .'  ruis'd  with  awppt  surprisei 
And  pi-oud  to  shine  a  teacher  in  her  ttjv^ 
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Show  her  the  graven  aceptre ;  what  its  use  ? 
'Twas  to  beat  doga  with,  and  to  gather  fiiea. 
She  thought  the  crown  a  plaything  to  amuse 
Heraelf,  and  not  the  people,  for  ehe  thought 
Who  minuck  infant  words  might  infant  to}-a : 
But  while  she  watcht  grave  elders  look  w^th.awe 
On  such  a  bauble,  she  withheld  her  breath  ; 
She  was  afraid  her  jiarents  should  su8i)evt 
They  had  caught  childhood  from  her  in  a  kiss  ; 
She  blusht  for  shame,  and  fear'd ;  for  she  beher'd. 
Yet  was  not  courage  wanting  in  the  child. 
No  ;  I  have  often  seen  her  with  both  hands 
Shake  a  dry  crocodile  of  equal  highth, 
And  listen  to  the  shells  wiUiin  the  scales, 
And  fancy  there  was  hfe,  and  yet  apply 
The  jagged  jaws  wide-open  to  her  ear. 
Past  are  three  summers  since  she  first  beheld 
The  ocean  ;  all  around  the  child  await 
Some  e.xclamation  of  amazement  here  : 
She  coldly  said,  her  long-lasht  eyes  abased, 
T»  thit  the  mighty  ocean  f  U  ihit  all  ! 
That  wondrous  soul  Charoba  once  poaeestr 
Capacious  then  as  earth  or  heaven  could  hold, 
Soul  discontented  with  capacity, 
la  gone,  (I  fear)  for  ever.     Need  I  say 
She  was  enchanted  by  the  wicked  speUs 
Of  Gebir,  whom  with  lust  of  power  inflamed 
The  western  winds  have  landed  on  our  coast. 
I  since  have  wateht  her  in  each  lone  retreat, 
Have  heard  her  dgh  and  soften  out  the  name. 
Then  would  she  change  it  for  Egyptian  sounds 
!Uore  sweet,  and  seem  to  taste  them  on  her  lips, 
Then  loathe  them  ;  ffrftV,  Gebir  still  retum'd. 
Who  would  repine,  of  reason  not  bereft ! 
For  soon  the  sunny  stream  of  Youth  rune  down, 
And  not  a  gadfly  streaks  the  lake  beyond. 
Lone  in  the  gardens,  on  her  ^ther*!!  vest 
How  gently  would  her  languid  arm  recline ! 
How  often  have  I  seen  her  kiss  a  flower. 
And  on  cool  mosses  press  her  glowing  cheek ! 
Nor  was  the  stronger  free  from  pangs  himself. 
'Whether  by  spell  imperfect,  or,  while  brew'd. 
The  swelling  herbs  infected  him  with  foam, 
Oft  have  the  shepherds  met  him  wandering 
Thro'  unfrequented  paths,  oft  overheard 
Deep  groans,  oft  started  ^m  soliloquies. 
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"Which  they  believe  asmuredly  n-ere  meant 

For  Hpirita  who  atteadfd  him  unspen. 

But  when  from  his  illuded  byee  retired 

That  figure  Fancy  fondly  chose  to  raise, 

He  claapt  the  vacant  air  and  stood  and  gazed ; 

Then  owning  it  was  folly,  strange  to  teU,  '** 

Burst  into  peala  of  laughter  at  hie  woes  ; 

Next,  when  his  paaeioa  had  subsided,  went 

Where  from  a  ci8t«m,  green  and  ruin'd,  007'd 

A  little  rill,  soon  tost ;  there  gather'd  he 

Tiolete,  and  harebells  of  a  sister  bloom. 

Twining  complacently  their  tender  stoma 

With  plantB  of  kindest  pliabihty. 

These  for  a.  garland  woven,  for  a  crown 

He  platted  pithy  rushes,  and  ere  dusk 

The  grass  was  whiteu'd  with  their  roots  nipt  off.  '^<> 

These  threw  he,  finieht,  in  the  httle  rill 

And  stood  surveying  them  with  steady  smile  : 

But  such  a  smile  as  that  of  Oebir  bids 

To  Comfort  a  defiance,  to  Despair 

A  welcome,  at  whatever  hour  she  please. 

Had  I  observ'd  him  I  had  pitied  bi-m, 

I  have  observed  Charoba  ;  I  have  asht 

If  she  loved  Oebir.    Zovt  him  !  she  exclaim'd 

With  such  a  start  of  terror,  such  a  flush 

Of  anger,  /  fow  Gehir  f  I  in  lore  ?  '*> 

And  lookt  BO  piteous,  so  impatient  lookt  .  . 

And  burst,  before  I  anstrered,  into  tears. 

Then  saw  I,  plainly  saw  I,  'twas  not  love  ; 

For  such  her  natural  temper,  what  she  likes 

She  speaks  it  out,  or  rather  she  commands  : 

And  could  Charoba  say  with  greater  eaee 

Bring  m«  a  watfr-mtltm  from  toe  A'ite, 

Than,  if  she  lov'd  him.  Bring  me  him  I  love. 

Therefore  the  death  of  Qebir  is  resolv'd." 

"Besolv'd  indeed,"  cried  MyrthjT,  nought  surprised,  •*" 
'il^^ous  my  arts !  I  could  without  remorse 
Kill,  tho'  I  hold  thee  dearer  than  the  day, 
E'en  thee  thyself,  to  exercise  my  arts. 
Look  yonder !  mark  yon  pomp  of  funeral ! 
Is  this  from  fortune  or  from  favouring  stars  ? 
Dalica,  look  thou  yonder,  what  a  train! 
What  weeping !  O  what  lusury  !  come,  haste, 
Gather  me  quickly  up  these  herbs  I  dropt, 
And  then  away  .  .  hush  !  I  must  unobserv'd 
From  those  two  maiden  sisters  pull  the  spleen  :  *"' 
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IHsspinltlcra  '.  how  iitvLdiouH  thpy  Biirroiuid 
The  vii^n's  tomb,  where  all  but  vii^ins  weep." 

"  Nay,  hear  me  first,"  cried  Dalica,  "  'tie  hard 
To  perish  to  attend  a  foreimi  kin^." 

"  Perish  !  and  may  not  then  mine  eye  alone 
Draw  out  the  venom-drop,  and  yet  remain 
Enough  ?  the  portion  can  not  be  perceiT'd." 
Away  she  hasten'd  with  it  to  her  home, 
And,  sprinkling  thrice  fresh  sulphur  o'er  the  hearth, 
Took  up  a  spindle  with  malignant  smile, 
And  pointed  to  a  woof,  nor  fpake  a  woid ; 
'Twas  a  dark  purple,  and  its  dye  was  dread. 

Plunged  in  a  lonely  bouse,  to  her  unknown. 
Now  Dalica  firet  trembled  :  o'er  the  roof 
Wander'd  her  haggard  eyes  .  .  'twas  some  relief  .  . 
The  massy  stones,  tho'  hewn  most  roughly,  show'd 
The  hand  of  man  had  oncf  at  least  beeu  there  : 
But  from  this  object  sinking  back  amazed. 
Her  bosom  lost  (ul  consciousness,  and  shook 
As  if  siiHpendod  in  unbounded  apace. 
Her  thus  entmnced  the  sister's  voice  recall'd, 
"  Behold  it  here  I  dyed  once  again,  'tis  done." 
Dalica  stept,  and  felt  beneath  her  feet. 
The  slipper)"  floor,  with  moidder'd  dust  bestrewn  : 
But  Mj-rth,>T  seiz'd  witli  bare  bold-sinew'd  arm 
The  grey  eerflstes,  writhing  from  her  grasp, 
And  twisted  off  his  horn,  nor  fear'd  hi  squeeze 
The  viscous  {Hfison  from  his  gloiring  gums. 
Nor  wanted  there  the  root  of  stunted  shrub 
AVliich  he  lays  ranged,  hanginf;  o'er  the  sands. 
And  whence  the  nenpona  of  his  wrath  are  death ; 
Nor  the  blue  urchin  that  with  idammy  fin 
Tlolds  down  the  toasing  vessel  for  the  tides. 

Together  these  her  scient  hand  combined. 
And  more  she  added,  dared  I  mention  more. 
"Which  done,  with  words  most  potent,  thrice  she  dipt 
The  reeking  garb  ;  thrice  waved  it  through  the  air  : 
She  eeast ;  and  suddenly  the  creeping  wool 
Shrunk  up  with  crisped  dryness  in  her  hands: 
"  Take  this,"  she  cried,  "and  Gehir  is  no  more." 

SIXTH  BOOK. 

Now  to  Aurora  borne  by  dappled  stesds 
Tlie  sacred  gate  of  orient  pearl  and  gold. 
Smitten  wif  n  Lucifer'B  light  silver  wiind. 
Expanded  slow  to  strains  of  haratony  ; 
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The  iraTes  beneath  in  purpUng  rows,  like  doves 
Ghujciug  with  wanton  tcj-ness  tow'rd  thoir  queea, 
Hear'd  softly;  thus  the  damsera  boHoni  heaves 
"WTien  from  her  aleeping  lover's  downy  cheek, 
To  which  so  warily  her  own  she  brings 
Each  moment  nearer,  she  peiveives  the  warmth  " 

Of  coming  kisaes  fonn'd  by  playful  Dreams. 
Ocean  and  earth  and  heaven  was  jubilee, 
For  'twas  the  morning  pointed  out  by  Fate 
"When  an  immortal  maid  and  mortal  man 
Should  share  each  other's  nature  knit  in  bliss. 
The  brave  Iberians  far  tlie  beach  o'erspread 
Ei-e  dawn,  with  .distant  awe ;  none  hear  the  mew, . 
None  mark  the  curlew  flapping  o'er  the  field  ; 
Silence  held  sU,  and  fond  espectaui^'. 
Now  suddenly  the  conch  above  the  sea  * 

Sounds,  and  goes  sounding  through  the  woods  profound. 
They,  where  they  hear  the  echo,  tuni  their  eyes. 
But  nothing  see  they,  save  a  purple  mist 
Holl  from  the  distant  moimtain  down  the  shore  : 
It  ;olls,  it  sails,  it  settles,  it  cUssolves  : 
Now  shines  the  Nymph  to  human  eye  reveni'd. 
And  leads  her  Tamar  timorous  o'er  the  waves. 
Immortals  crowding  roiuid  congratulate 
The  shepherd  ;  he  shrinks  back,  of  breath  bei-eft : 
His  vesture  (flinging  closely  round  his  linihs  * 

TJnfelt,  while  they  the  whole  fair  form  admire, 
He  fears  that  he  has  lost  it,  then  he  final's 
The  wave  has  mov'd  it,  most  to  look  lie  fears. 
Scarce  the  sireet-flowing  music  he  imbibes. 
Or  sees  the  peopled  ocean  ;  scarce  ht!  sees 
Spio  with  sparkling  eyes,  and  Berue 
Demure,  and  young  lone,  less  renown'd, 
Not  less  di^dne  ;  mild-naturod,  Beaiity  form'd 
Her  face,  her  heart.  Fidelity  ;  for  (lods 
Design'd,  a  mortal  too  lone  lov'd. 

These  were  the  Nj-mphs  elected  for  the  hour  * 

Of  Hesperus  and  Hymen ;  these  hod  strown 
The  bridal  bed,  these  tuned  afresh  the  shells. 
Wiping  the  green  that  hoarsen'd  them  within  ; 
These  wove  the  chaplets,  and  at  night  iiisolv'd 
To  drive  the  dolphins  from  the  wresthed  door. 
Gebir  surveyed  the  concourse  from  the  tents, 
The  Egyptian  men  around  him  ;  'twas  observ'd 
By  those  below  how  wistfully  ho  lookt, 
From  what  attention  with  what  ^""leathMs 
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Now  to  his  city,  now  to  theirs,  he  waved 

His  hand,  and  held  it,  while  they  epake,  outspread. 

They  tarried  with  him  and  they  shared  the  feast ; 

They  atoopt  with  trembling  hand  from  heavy  jars 

The  wines  of  Gades  g:uM;liiig  in  the  bowl ; 

Nor  bent  they  homeward  till  the  moon  appear'd 

To  hano'  midway  betwixt  the  earth  and  skies. 

'Twas  then  that  leaninp  o'er  the  boy  betov'd, 

In  Ocean's  gTot  where  Ocean  wax  unheard, 

"  Tamar  !"  the  Nymph  said  gently,  ''come,  awake! 

Enong^  to  lore,  enough  to  sleep,  is  given, 

Haste  we  away."     Ttus  Tamar  deem'd  deceit, 

Spoken  so  fondly,  and  he  kJKt  her  lips, 

Nor  blusht  he  then,  for  he  was  then  unseen. 

But  she  arising  bade  the  youth  arise. 

"  What  cause  to  fly  ?  "  said  Tamar ;  she  replied 

"Ask  none  for  flight,  and  feign  none  for  delay." 

"  0  am  I  then  deceived !  or  am  I  east 
From  dreams  of  pleasure  to  eternal  sleep. 
And,  when  I  cease  to  shudder,  cease  to  be ! ". 
She  held  the  downcast  bridegroom  to  her  brea>it, 
Lookt  in  his  face  and  charm'd  away  his  fears. 
She  said  not  "  wherefore  have  I  then  embraced 
You  a  \iOor  shepherd,  or  at  most  a  man, 
Myself  a  Nj-mph,  that  now  I  should  deceive  ?  " 
She  said  not  .  .  Tamar  did,  and  was  ashamed. 
Him  overcome  her  serious  voice  beapake, 
"  Grief  favours  all  who  bring  the  gift  of  tears  : 
Mild  at  first  sight  he  meets  his  votaiios 
And  casts  no  shadow  as  be  comes  along ; 
But,  after  his  embrace,  the  marble  chills 
The  pausing  foot,  the  closing  door  sounds  Icnid, 
The  fiend  in  triumph  strikes  the  roof,  then  faHs 
The  eye  uplifted  from  his  lurid  shade. 
Tamar,  depress  thyself,  and  miseries 
I>arken  and  widen :  yes,  proud-hearted  man  ! 
The  sea-bird  rises  an  the  billows  rise  ; 
Nor  othem-ise  whon  mountain  floods  descend 
Smiles  the  unsuUied  lotus  gloasy-hair'd ; 
Thou,  claiming  all  things,  leanest  on  thy  claim 
Till  overwhelmed  through  incompliancy. 
Tamar,  some  silent  tempest  gathers  round  ! 

"  Itound  whom?"  retorted  Tamar,  "thoii  describe 
The  danger,  I  wilt  dai-e  it." 

"  "WTio  will  dare 
TF^Tiat  is  unseen  ?  " 
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"  The  man  that  is  unblest." 
"  But  wherefore  thou  ?  It  threatens  not  thyself. 
Nor  me,  but  Oebir  and  the  Oadite  host." 

"  The  more  I  know,  the  more  a  vret«h  am  I," 
Groan'd  deep  the  troubled  youth,  "  «till  thou  prooeed." 

"  Oh  seek  not  deetin'd  evils  to  divine. 
Found  out  at  last  too  soon  \  ceaae  here  the  search, 
'Tis  vain,  'tis  impious,  'tis  no  gift  of  mine  : 
I  will  impart  far  better,  will  impart 
What  makes,  when  Winter  comes,  the  Son  to  rest 
So  aoon  on  Ocean's  bed  his  paler  brow. 
And  Night  to  tarry  so  at  Spring's  return. 
And  I  will  tell  sometimes  ihe  fate  of  men 
Who  loost  from  drooping  neck  the  restless  arm 
Adventurous,  ere  long  nights  had  satisfied 
The  Bweet  and  honest  avarice  of  love  ! 
How  whirlpools  hare  absorb'd  them,  Btorms  o'erwhelm'd, 
And  how  amid  their  struggles  and  their  prayers 
The  big  wave  blacken'd  o'er  the  mouth  supine : 
Then,  when  m;  Tamar  trembles  at  the  tale, 
Kissing  hie  lips  half-open  with  surprise, 
Olancfl  from  tne  gloomy  story,  and  with  glee 
light  on  the  fairer  fables  of  the  Oods. 

"  Thus  we  may  sport  at  leisure  when  we  go 
Where,  lov'd  by  Neptune  and  the  Naiad,  lov'd 
By  pensive  Dryad  pale,  and  Oread, 
The  sprightly  Nymph  whom  constant  Zeplm'  woos, 
Ehine  ndla  his  beryl-colour' d  wave ;  than  Rhine 
What  river  from  the  mountains  ever  came 
More  stately?  most  the  simple  crown  adorns 
Of  rushes  and  of  willows  intertwined 
With  here  and  there  a  flower :  hia  lofty  brow 
Shaded  with  vines  and  mistletoe  and  oak 
He  rears,  and  mystic  bards  his  fame  resound. 
Or  gliding  opposite,  th'  Ulyrian  gulf 
Will  harbour  us  from  ill."     While  thus  she  spake 
She  toucht  his  eyelashes  with  libant  lip 
And  breath'd  ambrosial  odours,  o'er  his  cheek 
Celestial  warmth  sufiusing  :  grief  disperst. 
And  strength  and  pleasure  beam'd  upon,  liia  brow. 
Then  pointed  she  before  him  :  first  arogg 
To  his  aatonisht  and  delighted  view 
The  sacred  isle  that  shrines  the  queej^     ,  .^-g 
It  stood  so  near  him,  so  acute  each  Boj, 
That  not  the  symphony  of  lutes  alon^,   **e. 
Or  coo  serene  or  billing  strife  of  dov«. 
VOL.  vn.  '  i>  ^^ 
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But  munmiTB,  wfaiiipeFe,  say  the  tait  aghn 

Which  he  himself  had  utter'd  once,  he  heai-d. 

Next,  but  long  after  and  for  off,  appear 

The  cloudlike  diffa  and  thousand  towers  of  Crete, 

And  further  to  the  right  the  Oyclados  ; 

FhfBbuB  had  raia'd  and  fixt  them,  to  surround 

His  native  Doioa  and  aerial  fane. 

He  saw  the  land  of  Felops,  hout  of  Gods, 

Saw  the  at«ep  ridge  where  Corinth  nfter  stood 

Beckoning  the  serious  with  the  smiling  Arts 

Into  her  sunbright  baj  ;  uubom  the  maid 

That  to  asHure  the  bent-up  hand  unt^kiU'd 

Lookt  oft,  but  oftener  fearing  who  might  woke. 

He  heard  the  voice  of  rivers  ;  he  descried 

rindan  Feneiia  and  the  slender  Nymphs 

That  tread  his  banks  but  fear  the  thundering  tide  ; 

These,  and  Amphrj-sos  and  Apidanos 

And  poplar-crown 'd  Speivhins,  and,  reclineil 

On  restless  rocks,  Enijieus,  nhere  the  winds 

Scatter'd  above  the  weeds  his  hoary  hair. 

llien,  with  Pirenc  and  with  Panopi, 

ErenoB,  troubled  from  paternal  tears. 

And  last  was  Acheluos,  king  of  isles. 

Zacynthos  here,  above  rose  Ithaca, 

Like  a  blue  bubble  fioating  in  the  bav. 

Far  onward  to  the  left  a  giimmering  light 

Glanced  out  oblique,  nor  vanisht ;  he  inquired 

Whence  that  arose  ;  his  consort  thus  replied. 

"  Behold  the  vast  Kridanus !  ere  long 

We  may  a^in  behold  him  and  rejoice. 

Of  noble  rivers  none  with  mightier  force 

KoUa  his  unwearied  torrent  to  the  main." 

And  now  Sicaniau  .^tna  rose  to  view  : 

Darkness  with  liglit  more  horrid  she  confounds, 

Baffles  the  breath  and  dims  the  eight  of  day. 

Tamar  grew  giddy  with  astonishment 

And,  looking  up,  held  fast  the  bridal  vest ; 

He  heard  the  roar  above  him,  heard  the  roar 

Beneath,  and  fait  it  too,  as  ho  Itolield,  , 

Hurl,  from  Earth's  base,  rocks,  mountains,  to  the  sides. 

Meanwhile  the  Nymph  had  fixt  her  eyes  beyond. 
As  seeing  somewhat,  not  intent  on  aught : 
He,  more  amazed  than  ever,  then  exdoim'd 
' '  Is  there  another  flaming  isle  7  or  this 
niusion,  thus  past  over  unobserved  ?  " 

"  Look  yonder,"  cried  the  Nymph,  without  reply. 
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"  Look  yonder !  "     Tamar  lookt,  and  saw  afar 
Where  the  waTes  whitened  on  the  desert  shore. 
When  from  amid  ere;  ocean  first  he  caught 
The  bighths  of  Caipe,  saddeu'd  he  exdaim'd, 
' '  Sock  of  Iberia !  fixt  by  Jore,  and  hung 
With  all  hiB  thunder-bearing  clouds,  I  hail 
Thy  ridges  rough  and  cheerless !  what  tho'  Spring 
Nor  MsB  thy  brow  nor  cool  it  with  a  flower, 
Tet  will  I  hail  thee,  hail  thy  flinty  couob 
Where  Talour  and  where  Virtue  hflve  reposed." 

The  Nymph  said,  sweetly  smiling,  "  Fickle  Man 
Would  not  be  happy  could  he  not  regret ; 
And  I  confess  bow,  looking  back,  a  thought 
Has  toucht  and  tuned  or  rather  thrill'd  my  heart. 
Too  soft  for  sorrow  and  too  strong  for  joy  ; 
Fond  foohah  maid  !  'twas  with  mine  own  accord 
It  sooth'd  me,  shook  me,  melted,  drown'd,  in  tears. 
But  weep  not  thou  ;  what  cause  ha;;t  thou  to  weep  ? 
Would'st  thou  thy  country  ?  would'st  those  caves  abhorr'd. 
Dungeons  and  portals  that  exclude  the  day  ? 
Qebir,  though  generous,  just,  humane,  inhaled 
Bank  venom  from  these  mansions.     Rest,  0  king, 
In  Egypt  thou !  nor,  Tamar !  pant  for  sway. 
With  horrid  chorus,  Fain,  Diseases,  Death, 
Stamp  on  the  slippery  pavement  of  the  proud. 
And  ring  their  sountHng  emptiness  through  earth. 
Foesess  tlie  ocean,  me,  thyself,  and  peace." 

And  now  the  chariot  of  the  Sun  descends. 
The  wares  rush  hurried  from  his  foaming  steeds, 
Smoke  issues  from  their  nostrils  at  the  gate. 
Which,  when  they  enter,  with  huge  golden  bar 
Atlas  and  Oalp4  dose  across  the  sea. 


What  mortal  first  by  adverse  fate  assail'd, 
Sampled  by  tyranny  or  seofft  by  scorn. 
Stung  by  remorse  or  wrung  by  poverty. 
Bade  with  fond  sigh  his  native  land  farewell  f 
Wretched !  but  t^old  wretched  who  resolr'd 
Against  the  wares  to  plunge  the  expatriate  keel 
Deep  with  Hie  richest  narvest  of  his  land ! 

Driven  with  that  weak  blast  which  Winter  leaves 
Closing  his  palace-gates  on  Caucasus 
Oft  hath  a  berry  risen  forth  a  shado  .' 
From  the  same  parent  plant  anot)vet\< 
D  2  *ies 
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Deaf  to  the  daily  call  of  weary  bind ; 

Zephyrs  paxs  by  and  laugh  at  his  distreM. 

By  every  lake's  and  eveiy  river's  side 

The  Nymphs  and  Naiads  teach  equality  ; 

In  voices  gently  querulous  they  ask, 

"  Who  would  with  aching  head  and  tailing  arms 

Bear  the  full  pit<;her  to  the  stream  far  off  ? 

Who  would,  of  power  intent  on  high  emprise, 

Deem  less  the  praise  to  fill  the  vacant  gidf 

Than  raise  Chaiybdis  upon  Etna's  brow  ?  " 

Amid  her  darkest  careme  mont  retired. 

Nature  calls  forth  her  filial  elements 

To  close  around  and  crush  that  monster  Foid : 

Fire,  spring^g -fierce  from  his  resplendent  throne. 

And  Water,  dashing  the  devoted  wretch 

Woundless  and  whole  with  iron-colour' d  raace. 

Or  whirling  headlong  in  his  war-belt's  fold. 

Mark  well  the  lesson,  man  !  and  spare  thy  kind. 

Oo,  from  their  midnight  darkuHse  wake  the  woods. 

Woo  the  lone  forest  in  her  last  retreat ; 

Many  still  bend  their  beauteous  heads  unblest 

And  sigh  aloud  for  elemental  man. 

Thro'  palaces  and  porches  evil  eyes 

Light  upon  e'en  the  wretched,  who  have  fled 

The  bouse  of  bondage  or  the  house  of  birth  ; 

Suspicions,  murmurs,  treacheries,  taimts,  retorts. 

Attend  the  brighter  banners  that  invade. 

And  the  first  horn  of  hunter,  pale  with  want, 

Sounds  to  the  chase,  the  second  sounds  to  war. 

The  long-awaited  day  at  last  arrived 
When,  lintt  together  by  the  seven-armed  Nile, 
^ypt  with  proud  Iberia  should  unite. 
Here  the  Tartessian,  there  the  Gadite  tents 
Bang  with  impatient  pleasure  :  here  engtiged 
Woody  Nebrissa's  quiver-bearing  crew, 
Contending  wann  with  amicable  skill, 
While  they  of  Durius  raced  along  the  beach 
And  ecatter'd  mud  and  jeers  on  all  behind. 
The  strength  of  Bmtis  too  removed  the  helm 
And  stript  the  corslet  off,  and  stauncht  the  foot 
Against  the  mossy  maple,  while  they  tore 
Their  quivering  lances  from  the  hissing  wound. 
Others  push  forth  the  prows  of  their  compeers, 
And  the  wave,  parted  by  the  pouncing  beak, 
Swells  up  the  sides  and  doses  far  astern  : 
The  silent  oars  now  dip  their  level  wings, 
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And  weuT  wiUi  strong  stroke  the  vhiteuing  waves. 

Others,  abaid  of  tardiness,  return  -. 

Now,  entering'  the  still  harbour,  every  surge 

Suns  ^th  a  louder  murmur  up  their  keel. 

And  the  slack  cordage  rattles  round  the  maat. 

"      '  ■■'      >     gyj^  gjj^  expiring  feai 

e  the  break  af  dawn, 
And  o'er  the  plains  appointed  for  the  feast 
Hurried  with  ardent  step :  the  swains  admired 
What  so  transversely  could  have  swept  the  dews. 
For  never  long  one  path  had  Oebir  tn>d, 
Nor  long,  unheeding  man,  one  pace  preserv'd. 
Not  thus  Charoba :  she  deapair'd  the  day ; 
The  day  was  present ;  true  ;  yet  she  despair'd. 
In  the  too  tender  and  once  tortured  heart 
Doubts  gather  strength  from  habit,  like  disease  ; 
Fears,  luce  the  needle  verging  to  the  pole, 
Tremble  and  tremble  into  certainty. 
How  often,  when  her  maids  with  merry  voice 
Call'd  her,  and  told  the  sleepless  queen  'twas  mom, 
How  often  would  she  feign  some  fresh  delay, 
And  tell  'em  (though  they  saw)  that  she  arose. 
Nest  to  her  chamber,  closed  by  cedar  doors, 
A  bath  of  purest  marble,  purest  wave. 
On  its  fair  surface  bore  its  pavement  high  ; 
Arabian  gold  enchased  the  crystal  roof, 
With  fluttering  boys  adom'd  and  girls  unrobed ; 
These,  when  you  touch  the  quiet  water,  start 
From  their  aerial  aunny  arch,  and  pant 
^tangled  mid  each  other's  flowery  wreaths, 
And  each  pursuing  is  in  turn  pursued. 

H^re  came  at  last,  as  ever  wont  at  mom, 
Charoba :  long  she  lingered  at  the  brink, 
Often  she  sigh'd,  and,  naked  as  she  was. 
Sate  down,  and  leaning  on  the  coudi's  edge. 
On  the  soft  inward  pillow  of  her  arm 
Bested  her  burning  cheek :  she  moved  her  eyes  ; 
She  blusht ;  and  bTushing  plunged  into  the  wave. 

Now  brazen  chariots  thunder  through  each  street, 
And  neighing  steeds  paw  proudly  from  delay. 
While  o  er  the  palace  breathes  the  dulcimer. 
Lute,  and  aspiring  harp,  and  lisping  reed, 
Loud  rush  the  trumpets  bursting  through,  the  throng 
And  urge  the  high-shoidder'd  vulgar ;  now  are  heard 
Curses  and  quarrels  and  constricted  blowH 
Threats  and  defiance  and  suburban  ^        ' 
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Hark !  the  reiterated  dongour  BoundB  ! 

Now  murmura,  like  the  sea  or  like  the  storm 

Or  Uke  the  flames  on  for^ts,  move  and  mount 

From  rank  to  rank,  and  loud  and  louder  roll, 

Till  all  the  people  is  one  vast  applause. 

Yee,  'tis  herself,  Charoba.     Now  the  strife 

To  see  again  a  form  so  often  seen. 

Feel  they  some  partial  pang,  some  secret  void, 

Some  doubt  of  feasting  those  fond  eyes  again  ? 

Panting  imbibe  they  titat  refreshing  sight 

To  reproduce  in  hour  of  bitterness  ? 

She  goes,  the  king  awaita  her  from  the  camp  : 

Him  she  descried,  and  trembled  ere  he  reaobt 

Her  car,  but  shuddered  paler  at  his  voice. 

So  the  pale  silver  at  the  festive  board 

Grows  paler  fill'd  afresh  and  dew'd  with  wine  ; 

So  seems  the  t«nderest  herbage  of  the  spring 

To  whiten,  bending  from  a  balmy  gale. 

The  beauteous  queen  alightiug  he  received, 

And  sigh'd  to  loose  her  from  his  arms  ;  she  hung 

A  little  longer  on  them  through  her  fears. 

Her  maidens  follow'd  her  ;  and  one  that  watcht, 

One  that  had  call'd  her  in  the  mom,  observ'd 

How  virgin  passion  with  unfuei'd  flame 

Bums  into  whiteness,  while  the  blushing  cheek 

Imagination  heats  and  shame  imbues. 

Between  both  nations  drawn  in  ranks  they  pass  : 
The  priests,  with  linen  ephods,  linen  robes. 
Attend  their  steps,  some  foUow,  some  precede. 
Where  chrthed  with  purple  intertwined  with  gold 
Two  lofty  thrones  commanded  land  and  main. 
Behind  and  near  them  numerous  were  the  tents 
As  freckled  clouds  o'erfloat  our  vernal  ^kies, 
Numerous  as  wander  in  warm  moonlight  nights 
Along  Meander's  or  Caf  Bier's  marsh 
Swans  pliant-neckt  and  village  storks  revered. 
Throughout  eaeh  nation  moved  the  hum  confused. 
Like  that  from  myriad  wings  o'er  St^thian  cups 
Of  &othy  milk,  concreted  eoon  with  blood. 
Throughout  the  fields  the  savoury  smoke  ascends. 
And  boughs  and  branches  shade  the  hides  unbroacht. 
Some  roll  the  flowery  turf  into  a  seat, 
And  others  press  the  helmet.     Now  resounds 
The  signal !  queen  and  monarch  mount  the  thrones. 
The  brazen  clarion  hoars^ie :  many  leagues 
Above  them,  many  to  the  south,  the  heron 
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HiBinff  with  hurried  crook  and  throat  outetretefat, 
Ploughs  up  the  Bilvering  surface  of  her  plain. 

Tottering  with  age's  zeal  and  mischief's  haste 
Now  was  discover'a  Dalica ;  she  reacht 
The  throne,  she  lean'd  against  the  pedestal, 
And  now  asoendinK  stood  before  the  king. 
FniTerB  for  his  health  and  safety  she  preferr'd, 
And  o'er  Ms  head  and  o'er  his  feet  she  threw 
Myzrh,  nard,  and  cassia,  from  three  golden  urns ; 
Hie  robe  of  native  woof  she  next  removed, 
And  round  Ms  shotJders  drew  the  garb  accurst. 
And  bow'd  her  head,  departing :  soon  the  queen 
Saw  the  blood  mantle  in  his  manly  cheek, 
And  fear'd,  and  faultering  sought  her  lost  replies, 
And  blest  the  silence  that  she  wisbt  were  brolce. 
Alas,  unconscious  maiden  !  night  shall  close. 
And  lore  and  sovranty  and  life  disBolve, 
And  Egypt  be  one  desert  drencht  in  blood. 

When  thunder  overhangs  the  fountain-head. 
Losing  its  wcmted  freshness  every  stream 
Grows  turbid,  Sfrows  with  sickly  warmth  suffused  : 
Thus  were  the  orave  Iberians  when  they  saw 
The  king  of  nations  from  his  throne  descend. 
Scarcely,  with  paoe  uneven,  knees  unnerv'd, 
Beacht  he  the  waters :  in  his  troubled  ear 
They  sounded  murmuring  drearily  ;  the^  rose 
Wild,  in  strange  colours,  to  his  parohinff  eyes  ; 
They  seem'd  to  rush  around  him,  seem'd  to  lift 
From  the  receding  earth  his  helpless  feet. 
He  fell :  Gharoba  shriekt  aloud ;  she  ran  ; 
Frantic  with  fears  and  fondness,  mazed  with  woe, 
Nothing  but  Qebir  dying  she  beheld. 
The  toAian  that  betray'd  its  golden  charge 
Within,  Uie  veil  that  down  her  shoulder  hung, 
AH  fallen  at  her  feet !  the  furthest  wave 
Creeping  with  silent  progress  up  the  sand, 
Glided  Uirough  all,  and  nus'd  their  hollow  folds. 
In  vain  they  bore  him  to  the  sea,  in  vain 
Bubb'd  they  his  temples  with  the  briny  warmth ; 
He  struggled  from  them,  strong  with  agony. 
He  rose^lf-up,  he  fell  again,  he  cried 
"  Ckaroha  !  0  Charoba!"  She  embraced 
His  neck,  and  raising  on  her  knee  one  arm, 
Sigh'd  when  it  movM  not,  when  it  fell  she  shriekt. 
And  clasping  loud  both  hands  above  her  head, 
She  call'd  on  Gebir,  catl'd  on  earth,  qq  heavea- 
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"  Who  will  beliere  me  ?  vhat  shall  I  protest  ? 
How  umocent,  thus  wretched  ?  Ood  of  Ctode, 
Strike  me  .  .  who  most  offend  thee  most  defy  .  . 
Charoba  most  offends  thee :  strike  me,  hurl 
From  this  accursed  laud,  this  faithless  throne. 
0  Dalica !  see  here  the  Toyal  feast ! 
See  here  the  gorgeous  robe !  you  little  thought 
How  have  the  demons  dved  that  robe  with  death. 
Where  are  ye,  dear  fond  parents  !  when  ye  heard 
Hy  feet  in  childhood  pat  the  palace-floor, 
Te  Btart«d  forUi  and  kist  away  surprise : 
WUI  ye  now  meet  me  ?  how,  and  where,  and  when  ? 
And  must  I  fill  your  bosom  with  my  tears, 
And,  what  I  never  have  done,  with  your  own  ? 
Why  have  the  Gods  thus  punisht  me  f  what  harm 
Have  ever  I  done  them  ?  have  I  profaned 
Their  temples,  aekt  too  little,  or  too  much  ? 
Prond  if  they  granted,  griev'd  if  they  withheld  ? 
0  mother  !  stand  between  your  child  and  them  1 
Appease  them,  soothe  them,  soften  their  revenge. 
Melt  them  to  pity  with  maternal  tears. 
Alas,  but  if  you  can  not !  they  themselves 
Will  then  want  pity  rather  than  your  child. 
0  Gebir !  best  of  monarchs,  best  of  men. 
What  realm  hath  ever  thy  firm  even  hand 
Or  lost  by  feebleness  or  held  by  force  ? 
Behold  thy  cares  and  perils  how  repaid ! 
Behold  the  festive  day,  the  nuptial  liour !  " 

Thus  raved  Charoba ;  horror,  grief,  amaze, 
Pervaded  all  the  host ;  all  eyes  were  fiit ; 
All  stricken  motionless  and  mute :  the  feast 
Was  like  the  feast  of  Cepheua,  when  the  sword 
Of  Phineus,  white  with  wonder,  shook  reetrain'd. 
And  the  lult  rattled  in  hie  marble  hand. 
She  heard  Dot,  saw  not,  eveiy  sense  was  gone ; 
One  passion  banisht  all )  dominion,  praise, 
The  world  itself,  was  nothing.    Senseless  man ! 
What  would  thy  fancy  figure  now  from  worlds  ? 
There  is  no  world  to  ikoae  that  grieve  and  love. 
She  hung  upon  his  bosom,  prest  his  lips, 
Breath'd,  and  would  feign  it  his  that  she  resorb'd. 
She  chafed  the  feathery  softness  of  his  veins. 
That  sweU'd  out  black,  Uke  tendrils  round  their  vaso 
After  libation  -.  lo !  he  moves !  he  groans  ! 
He  seems  to  struggle  from  the  grasp  of  death  '. 
Charoba  ehriekt  and  feU  away,  her  hand 
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Still  da^iliig  his,  a  sudden  blush  o'eTBpreB4 

Her  pallid  humid  cheek,  and  disappear'd. 

'Twas  not  the  blush  of  shame ;  Trhat  shame  has  vo«  ? 

'Twas  not  the  genuine  ray  of  hope ;  it  flasht 

With  shnddering  glimmer  through  unscatter'd  clouds, 

It  flasht  from  passions  rapidly  opposed. 

Never  so  eager,  when  the  world  was  waves, 
Stood  the  leea  daughter  of  the  ark,  and  tried 
(Innocent  this  temptation  !)  to  recall 
With  folded  vest  and  casting  arm  the  dove ; 
Never  so  fearful,  when  amid  the  vines 
Battled  the  hail,  and  when  the  light  of  heaven 
Closed,  sinoe  the  wreck  of  Nature,  first  edipst, 
As  she  was  eager  for  his  life's  return, 
As  she  was  te^rhH  how  bis  groans  might  end. 
They  ended  :  cold  and  languid  calm  succeeds ; 
His  eyes  have  lost  their  lustre,  but  his  voice 
Is  not  unheard,  though  short :  he  spake  these  words. 

"  And  weepest  thou,  Oharoba !  shedding  tears 
Uore  precious  than  the  jewels  that  surround 
The  neck  of  kings  entomb'd  !  then  weep,  fair  queen. 
At  once  thy  pity  and  my  pangs  assuage. 
Ah !  what  is  grandeur  ?  g'lory  ?  they  are  [laat ! 
When  nothing  else,  not  life  itself,  remains, 
Still  the  fond  mourner  may  be  call'd  our  own. 
Should  I  complain  of  Fortune  ?  how  she  errs. 
Scattering  her  bounty  upon  barren  ground. 
Slow  to  allay  the  lingering  thirst  of  t«I  ? 
Fortune,  'tis  true,  may  err,  may  hesitate. 
Death  follows  close,  nor  hesitates,  nor  errs. 
I  feel  the  stroke !  I  die  !  "     He  would  extend 
His  dying  arm  :  it  feU  upon  his  breast ; 
Cold  sweat  and  shivering  ran  o'er  every  limb, 
His  eyes  grew  stiff,  he  struggled,  and  expired. 
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CHARACriEBS. 

C)i::xT  Julia:!.  Bodbbioo,  Xvuj  of  Speiu.  Ofu,  Xelnptlitan  ef  SaviUe.  Siax- 
RRBT,  hitntKai  te  Cotilla.  Muza,  Priatt  af  l£aurita»ia.  AbcU/AZIS,  (oh  of 
MVEA.  Tuux,  Moariih  Chitflais.  CotillAi*  daughter  of  Jvlian.  Eoilona, 
wi/V  o/'BoDBBiao.     Hbuta-ndo,  Osma,  Rahiko,  &c.,  t^jiwrt. 

FIBST  ACT :  FIRST  SCENE. 
Camp  of  Julian, 
Opas.  Jni.iAS. 
OpM.  See  her.  Count  Julian :  if  thou  lorest  God, 
See  thy  lost  child. 

Julian.  I  have  avenged  me,  Opas, 

More  than  enough :  I  only  sought  to  hurl 
The  brand  of  war  on  <me  detested  head, 
And  die  upon  his  ruin.     O  my  country  ! 
0  lost  to  honour,  to  thyself,  to  me. 

*  The  daughter  of  Count  Julinn  ia  luiully  called  Flnrinds.  The  citjr  of 
CdtiIIa,  it  IB  rrportod,  was  nmned  Rtler  her.  Hare  in  no  impTobability :  Utere 
woald  be  a  i^tdbb  one  in  deriving  the  word,  as  ifl  also  pretended,  ftoro  La  V,a,y». 
Cities,  in  adopting  a  nnme.  bear  it  uiually  m  a  teetiiaony  of  victories  or  as  an 
nuTTuy  of  virtues.  Sm-ill  iind  obscure  places  occasioimUy  reoeive  what  their 
neighbours  throw  against  tbem  ;  hs  Puirto  de  la  mnla  mw^er  in  Miircia  :  but  a 
g^neroos  people  would  affix  iio  eiit^n  ta  innocence  and  miiForttiTiB.  It  is 
romatkablo  uiat  the  most  importsnt  era  in  Spanish  hisiory  should  ha  the  most 
obBcnre.  This  is  propitinus  to  the  poet,  and  above  all  to  the  tragedian.  Fev 
characters  of  soch  an  era  can  be  glaringly  ""Wreptejentod,  fe*  ^*"^''  oBonsiiely 
perverted. 
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Wh^  on  barbarian  hands  devolvee  ihj  caum, 
tSi>oilere,  blaaphcmers ! 

Opat.  Ib  it  thus,  Don  Julian, 

When  thy  own  offspring,  that  beloved  child 
For  whom  alone  these  very  acts  were  done 
By  them  and  thee,  when  thy  Covilla  stands 
An  outt-ttst  and  a  suppliant  at  thy  gate, 
'Why  that  BtUl  stubbum  ac^ny  of  soul, 
Those  strug^ee  with  the  bars  thyself  imposed  ? 
Is  she  not  uuue  ?  not  dear  to  thee  as  ever  ? 

Julian.  Father  of  mercies  I  show  me  none,  whene'er 
The  wrongs  she  suffers  cease  to  wring  my  heart, 
()r  I  seek  solace  ever,  but  in  death. 

Opa».  MTiat  wilt  thou  do  then,  too  unhappy  man? 

Julian.  AVhat  have  I  done  already  ?     All  my  jieat-f 
Has  vanisht ;  my  fair  fame  in  aftertime 
"Will  wear  an  alien  and  uncomely  form, 
•Seen  o'er  the  cities  I  have  laid  in  dust, 
Couutiymen  slanghtered,  friends  abjurt^l ' 

OfiM.  And  faitlt  ? 

Julian.  Alone  now  left  me,  filling  up  in  part 
The  narrow  and  waste  interval  of  grief : 
It  promises  that  I  shall  see  again 
Uy  own  lost  child. 

0pm.  Yes,  at  this  veiy  hour. 

Julian.  Till  I  have  met  the  tyrant  face  to  face. 
And  gain'd  a  conquest  greater  than  the  last. 
Till  he  no  longer  rules  one  rood  of  Spain, 
Ajid  not  one  Spaniard,  not  one  enemy, 
The  least  relenting,  flags  upon  his  flight, 
Till  we  are  equal  in  the  eyes  of  men, 
Tlie  humblest  and  moat  wretched  of  our  kind. 
Ko  peace  for  me,  no  comfort,  no  .  .  no  child ! 

OfiOi.  No  pity  for  the  thousands  fatherless. 
The  thousands  childless  like  thyself,  nay  more, 
ITie  thousands  friendless,  helpless,  comfortless  .  . 
Such  thou  wilt  make  them,  httle  thinking  so, 
Who  now  perhaps,  round  their  first  winter  tiro, 
Baniuh,  to  talk  of  thee,  the  tales  of  old, 
.Shedding  true  honest  tears  for  thee  unknown  : 
Precious  be  those  and  sacred  in  thy  sight. 
Mingle  them  not  with  blood  from  hearts  tlius  kind. 
If  only  warlike  spirits  were  evoked 
By  the  war-demon,  I  would  not  complain. 
Or  dissolute  and  discontented  men ; 
But  wherefore  hurry  down  into  the  square 
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The  neighbourly,  saluting,  warm-clad  race, 
Who  would  not  injure  us,  and  can  not  serve ; 
Who,  from  their  short  and  nteasured  slumber  risen, 
In  the  faint  sunshine  of  their  balconies. 
With  a  half-legend  of  a  martyrdom 
And  Bome  we^  vine  and  widiered  grapes  before  them. 
Note  by  their  foot  the  wheel  of  melody 
That  catahes  and  rolls  on  the  Sabbath  dance. 
To  drag  the  steady  prop  from  failing  age. 
Break  uie  yomtg  Btem  that  fondness  twines  around, 
Widen  the  solitude  of  lonely  sighs, 
And  scatter  to  the  broad  bleak  wastes  of  day 
The  rains  and  the  phantoms  that  replied. 
Ne'er  be  it  thine. 
Julian.  Arise,  and  save  me,  SjMiu ; 


FIE8T  ACT;  SECOND  SCENE. 
UuzA  mUrt. 

Mva.  Infidel  chief,  thou  tanieet  here  too  long, 
And  art  perhaps  repining  at  the  days 
Of  nine  continued  victories  o'er  men 
Dear  to  thy  soul,  tho'  reprobate  and  base. 
Away !  [Jle  rtiirt*. 

JtUian.  I  follow.     Could  my  bitterest  foes 
Hear  this !  ye  Spaniards,  this  !  which  I  foreknew 
And  yet  encounter'd ;  could  they  see  your  Julian 
Beceiving  orders  from  and  answering 
These  desperate  and  heaven-abandoned  slaves, 
They  might  perceive  some  few  external  pangn, 
Some  glunpses  of  the  hell  wherein  I  move. 
Who  never  have  been  fathers. 

Opat.  These  are  they 

To  whom  brave  Spaniards  must  refer  their  wrongs ! 

JtUimt.  Uuza,  tiiat  cruel  and  suspicious  cluef, 
IKstmsts  his  friends  more  than  his  enemies, 
Me  more  than  either ;  fraud  he  loyeis  and  fears, 
And  watches  her  still  footfall  day  and  night. 

Opas.  O  Julian  !  such  a  refuge  !  such  a  race  1 

Julian.  .  .  Calamities  like  mine  alone  implore. 
No  virtues  have  redeem'd  them  from  their  bonds " 
Wily  ferocity,  keen  idleness, 
And  the  close  cringes  of  iD-whispering  ^ 
Educate  them  to  plunder  and  obey  :  ^t, 

Active  to  serve  hun  best  whom  most  tl^ 

''^^  tear, 
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They  ehcrw  no  mercy  to  the  merciful, 
And  racks  alone  remind  them  of  the  name. 

Opai.  0  everlastmK  curee  for  Spain  and  thee ! 

Julian.  Spain  should  hare  vindicated  then  her  wrongs 
In  mine,  a  Spaniard's  and  a  soldier's  wrongs. 

OpiH.  Julian,  are  thine  the  only  wrongs  on  earth  ? 
And  shall  each  Spaniard  rather  vindicate 
Thine  than  his  own  ?  is  there  no  Judge  of  all  ? 
Shall  mortal  hand  seize  with  impunity 
The  sword  of  vengeance  from  the  armoury 
Of  the  Most  High  ?  easy  to  wield,  and  starred 
With  gloiT  it  appears ;  but  all  the  host 
Of  the  armangels,  should  thej  etrive  at  once. 
Would  never  close  again  its  widening  blade. 

Julian.  He  who  provokes  it  hath  so  much  to  rue. 
Where'er  he  turn,  whether  to  earth  or  heaven, 
He  finds  an  enemy,  or  raises  one. 

£bfu.  I  never  yet  have  seen  where  long  success 
Ham  followed  hun  who  warred  upon  hie  king. 

Julian.  Because  the  virtue  that  inflicts  the  stroke 
Dies  with  him,  and  the  rank  ignoble  heads 
Of  plundering  faction  soon  unite  again. 
And  prince-protected  share  the  spoil  at  rest. 

FIBST  ACT:  THIRD  SCENE. 
Ouard  amtounett  a  Htrald.     Op  as  deporiit. 

Guard.  A  mesnager  of  peace  is  at  the  gate. 
My  lord,  safe  access,  private  audience. 
And  free  return,  he  claims. 

Julian.  Conduct  him  in. 

EoDBBioo  enter*  at  a  herald. 
A  messager  of  peace !  audadous  man ! 
In  what  attire  appeerest  thou  1  a  herald's  ? 
Under  no  garb  can  such  a  wretch  be  safe. 

SoderigB.  Thy  violence  and  fancied  wrongs  I  know. 
And  what  thy  sacrilegious  hands  would  do, 
0  traitor  and  apostate ! 

Julian.  Wh&t  they  would 

They  can  not :  thee  of  kingdom  and  of  life 
'Tis  easy  to  despoil,  thyself  the  traitor. 
Thyself  the  violator  of  allegiance. 
0  would  all-righteous  Heaven  they  could  resfiire 
The  joy  of  innocence,  the  calm  of  age. 
The  probity  of  manhood,  pride  of  arms. 
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Aud  confidence  of  honour !  the  aurnat 
And  holy  Livra  trampled  beneath  thy  feet. 
And  Spain !  0  parent,  I  have  lost  tlkee  too ! 
Tea,  thou  wilt  curse  me  in  thy  latter  days, 
Ue,  thine  avenger.    I  have  fought  her  foe, 
Boderigo,  I  have  gloried  in  her  sons, 
8ublim.e  in  hardihood  and  piety : 
Her  strength  was  mine :  I,  saUing  by  her  diffa, 
By  promontory  after  promontory, 
^>ening  like  nags  along  some  castle-tower, 
Have  sworn  before  the  cross  upon  our  mast 
Ne'er  shall  invader  wave  hia  standard  there. 

Soderigo.  Yet  there  thou  plantest  it,  false  man,  thyself. 

Julum.  Accnned  he  who  makes  me  this  reproach. 
And  made  it  just !    Had  I  been  happy  etill, 
I  had  been  blameless :  I  had  died  wiUi  glory 
Upon  the  walls  of  Geuta. 

Sodmgo.  Which  thy  treason 

Surrendered  to  the  lufideL 

Jvlian.  'Tis  hard 

And  base  to  live  beneath  a  conqueror ; 
Yet,  amid  all  this  grief  Eind  infamy, 
'Twere  something  to  have  rusht  upon  the  ranks 
In  their  advance ;  'twere  something  to  have  stood 
Defeat,  discomfitnre,  and,  when  around 
No  beacon  blazes,  no  far  axle  groans 
Thro'  the  wide  plain,  no  sound  of  suatenance 
Or  ancoour  aoothea  the  atill-believing  ear, 
To  fight  upon  the  last  dismantled  tower, 
And  yield  to  valour,  if  we  yield  at  alL 
But  rather  should  my  neck  lie  trampled  down 
Bv  every  SeiWMU  and  Moor  on  earth, 
Than  my  own  country  see  her  laws  o'ertum'd 
By  those  who  should  protect  them.     Sir,  no  prince 
Shall  ruin  Spain,  and,  least  of  all,  her  own. 
Is  any  just  or  glorious  act  in  view. 
Tour  oaths  forbid  it :  is  your  avarice, 
Or,  if  there  be  such,  any  viler  passion 
To  have  its  giddy  range  and  to  be  gorged, 
It  riaee  over  all  your  sacramenta, 
A  hooded  mystery,  holier  than  they  alL 

£oderigo.  Hear  me,  Don  Julian ;  I  have  heard  thy  wrath 
"Who  am  thy  king,  nor  heard  man's  wrath  before. 

Julian.  Thau  £alt  hear  mine,  for  thou  art  not  my  king. 

Moder^o.  Knoweet  thou  not  the  altered  face  of  varf 
Xeres  ia  ours ;  from  every  region  round 
TDL.  vn.  s 
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True  loyal  Spaniarda  throny  into  our  camp : 
Nay,  thy  own  friends  and  tny  own  family. 
From  the  remotest  prorinces,  advance 
To  crueh  rebellion :  Sisabert  ia  oome, 
DiBclaiming  thee  and  thine ;  the  Asturiau  hills 
Oppose  to  him  their  icy  chains  in  vain  ; 
But  never  wilt  thou  see  him,  never  more. 
Unless  in  adverse  war  and  deadly  hate. 

Julian.  So  lost  to  me !  so  generous,  so  de<«ived !  I  grieve  to 
hear  it 

Eoderigo.  Come,  I  offer  grace. 

Honour,  dominion :  send  away  these  slaves, 
Or  leave  them  to  our  sword,  (md  all  beyond 
The  distant  Ebro  to  the  towns  of  France 
Shall  bless  thy  name  and  bend  before  thy  throne. 
I  will  myself  accompany  thee,  I, 
The  king,  will  hail  thee  brother. 

Julian.  Ne'er  ehalt  thou 

Henceforth  be  king :  the  nation  in  thy  name 
Hay  iseae  edicts,  diampiona  may  command 
The  vassal  multitudes  of  marshal'd  war. 
And  the  fierce  charger  shrink  before  the  shouts, 
Lower'd  as  if  eari^  had  open'd  at  his  feet, 
While  thy  mail'd  semblance  rises  tow'rd  the  ranks. 
But  God  alone  sees  thee. 

£od«rigo.  What  hopest  thou  f 

To  conquer  Spain,  and  rule  a  ravaged  lana  ? 
To  compass  me  around  ?  to  murder  me  ? 

JtUian.  No,  Don  Boderigo :  swear  thou,  in  the  fig^t 
That  thou  wilt  meet  me,  hand  to  hand,  alone, 
That,  if  I  ever  save  thee  from  a  foe  .  . 

Soderigo.  I  swear  what  honour  asks.     First,  to  OoviUa 
Do  thou  present  my  crown  and  dignity. 

Julian.  Darest  thou  offer  any  price  for  shame  ? 

Boderigo,  Love  and  repentanoe. 

Julian.  E^ona  lives ; 

And  were  she  buried  with  her  ancestors, 
Covilla  should  not  be  the  gaze  of  men, 
Should  not,  deepoil'd  of  honour,  rule  the  free. 

Roderigo.  Stem  nian !  her  viitnee  well  deserve  the  throne. 

JuUan.  And  Egilona,  what  hath  she  deserv'd. 
The  good,  the  lovely? 

Jiodtrigo.  But  the  realm  in  vain 

Hoped  a  Buoceemon. 

Julian.  l^ou  hast  torn  away 

The  roots  of  royalfy. 
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JMerigo.  For  her,  for  thee, 

Julian.  Blind  insoleace !  base  inainoerity  I 
Power  ftnd  renown  no  mortal  ever  shared 
Who  could  retain  or  grasp  them  to  himself : 
And,  for  Covilla  ?  patienoe !  peace !  for  her  ? 
She  call  upon  her  Ood,  and  outrage  him 
At  hie  own  altar !  the  r^»«at  the  towb 
She  violates  in  repeating !  who  abhors 
Thee  and  ih;  crimes,  and  wants  no  crown  of  thine. 
Force  may  compell  the  abhorrent  soul,  or  want 
Lash  and  pursue  it  to  the  public  ways ; 
Virtue  looks  back  and  weeps,  and  may  return 
To  these,  but  never  near  the  abandon'd  one 
Who  drags  relision  to  adultery's  feet, 
And  rears  the  altar  higher  for  her  sake. 

Soderigo.  Have  then  the  Saracens  possest  thee  quite  ? 
And  wilt  thou  -never  yield  me  thy  consent  ? 

JtiliaM.  Never. 

Soi»ngo.        So  deep  in  guilt,  in  treachery ! 
Forced  to  acknowledge  it !  forced  to  avow 
Thetrmtor! 

JidioH.         Not  to  thee,  who  reignest  not. 
But  to  a  country  ever  dear  to  me. 
And  dearer  now  than  over !    What  we  love 
Is  loveliest  in  departttre !     One  I  thought, 
A«  every  father  Chinks,  the  beet  of  all, 
Graceful  and  mild  and  sensible  and  chaste : 
Now  all  these  qualities  of  form  and  soul 
Fade  from  before  me,  nor  on  any  one 
Can  I  repose,  or  be  consoled  by  any. 
And  yet  in  this  torn  heart  I  love  her  more 
Than  I  could  love  her  when  I  dwelt  on  each. 
Or  daspt  them  all  united,  and  thankt  Ood, 
Without  a  wish  beyond.    Away,  thou  fiend ! 

0  ignominy,  last  and  worst  of  all ! 

1  weep  before  thee  .  .  like  a  child  .  .  like  mine  .  . 
And  tell  my  woes,  fount  of  them  all !  to  thee ! 

FIB8T  ACT:  FOUETH  SCENE. 
ABDAI.AZI8  mttn. 
Aidalatit.  Julian,  to  thee,  the  terror  of  the  faithless, 
I  bring  my  father's  order  to  prepare 
For  the  bright  dav  that  crowns  thy  brave  exploits. 
Our  enemy  is  at  me  very  gate. 
And  art  tbou  here,  with  women  in  thy  train. 
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OoQchmg  to  gain  admittance  to  theb  lord. 
And  mooming  the  unkindnesa  of  delay ! 

Julian  (agitated,  gee*  toward  the  door,  and  return*).    I  am  pre- 
pared :  Prince,  judge  not  hastily. 

Ahdalaw.  Whether  I  shonld  not  promise  all  they  ask, 
I  too  could  hesitate,  though  earlier  taught 
The  duty  to  obey,  and  should  rejoice 
To  shelter  in  the  tuuTeraal  storm 
A  frame  so  delicate,  so  full  of  fears, 
60  little  used  to  outrage  and  to  arms. 
As  one  of  these,  so  hiunble,  so  uncheer'd 
At  the  gay  pomp  that  smooths  the  track  of  war, 
"When  she  beheld  me  from  afar  dismount, 
And  heard  my  trumpet,  she  alone  drew  back, 
And,  ae  though  doubtful  of  the  help  she  seeks, 
Shudder'd  to  see  the  jewels  on  my  brow. 
And  tum'd  her  eyes  away,  and  wept  aloud.- 
The  other  stood  awhile,  and  then  advanced : 
I  would  have  spoken ;  but  she  waved  her  hand 
And  said,  "  Proceed,  protect  us,  and  avenge, 
And  be  tbou  worthier  of  the  crown  thou  wearest." 
Hopeful  and  happy  ia  indeed  our  cause. 
When  the  most  tmiid  of  the  lovely  haU 
Stranger  and  foe. 

RMerigo  {unnotictd  hy  Aldalasii).  And  shrink  but  to  advance. 

Abdalatit.  Thou  tremblest?  whence,  0  Julian!  whence  this 
change? 
Thou  lovest  still  thy  country. 

JuUan.  Abdalazis  I 

All  men  with  human  feelings  lore  their  country. 
Not  the  highborn  or  wealthy  man  alone. 
Who  looks  upon  his  children,  each  one  led 
By  its  gay  handmaid  from  the  high  alcove, 
And  hears  them  once  a-day ;  not  only  he 
Who  hatt  forgotten,  when  his  guest  inquires 
The  name  of  some  far  village  all  his  own ; 
Whose  rivers  bound  the  province,  and  whose  hills 
Touch  the  last  cloud  upon  the  level  sky : 
No  ;  better  men  still  bettor  love  their  country. 
'Tis  the  old  mansion  of  their  earliest  friends, 
The  chapel  of  their  first  and  best  devotions. 
When  violence  or  perfidy  invades, 
Or  when  unworthy  lords  hold  wassail  there, 
And  wiser  heads  are  drooping  round  Its  moata, 
At  laet  they  fix  their  steady  and  atifi  eye 
Xhare,  there  alone,  stand  while  the  tnunpet  blows, 
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And  view  the  hostile  flames  above  its  toiren 
Spire,  with  a  bitter  and  serere  delight. 

Ahddmu  {toting  hit  hand).  Thou  feelest  vhat  thou  spealceBt, 
and  thy  Spain 
Wifl  ne'er  be  shelter'd  from  her  fate  by  thee. 
"We,  whom  the  Prophet  sends  o'er  many  lands, 
Love  none  above  another ;  Heaven  assigns 
Their  fields  and  harvests  to  our  valiant  swords, 
And  'tis  enough :  we  love  while  we  enjoy. 
Whence  is  the  man  in  that  fantastic  guise  ? 
6um>1iant  ?  or  herald  ?  he  who  stalks  about, 
And  once  was  even  seated  while  we  spoke : 
For  never  came  he  with  us  o'er  the  sea. 

JiUicM.  He  oomes  as  herald. 

Sodarigo.  Thou  ehalt  know  full  soon, 

LiBulting  Moor ! 

AMaiUmu.        He  ill  endures  the  ^ef 
TTJH  ix>untiy  suffers :  I  will  pardon  him. 
He  loet  his  oouroge  first,  and  then  his  mind  ; 
His  oouzage  rushes  bafik,  bis  mind  yet  wanders. 
The  guest  of  heaven  was  piteous  to  these  men, 
And  prinoes  stoop  to  feed  them  in  their  courts. 


FIBST  ACT:  FEETH  SCENE. 


Mma  (iternly  to  Eoilona).  Enter,  since  'tis  the  custom  u 


land. 


I^ilona  {patnng  UuzA,  points  to  Abdalazis.)     Is  this  our 
future  monarch,  or  art  thou  ? 

Jvliait.  'Tis  Abdala^is,  son  of  Muza,  prince 
Commanding  Africa,  from  Abjla 
To  where  Tunisian  pilots  bend  the  eye 
O'er  ruin'd  temples  in  the  glassy  wave. 
Till  quiet  times  and  ancient  laws  return 
He  comes  to  govern  here. 

Jtodtrigo.  To-morrow's  dawn 

Proves  that. 

Muia.        What  art  thou  f 

Eederigo  (drawing  hit  tteord).  King. 

Ahdalmii- 


Sffilona.  0  horror!  H\ 

Miaa.  Seize  him. 
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^tbna.  Spare  him !  fly  to  me ! 

Julian.  Urge  me  not  to  protect  a  guest,  a  herald, 
The  blasts  of  war  roar  orer  him  unfelt. 

^ilotta.  Ah  &j,  unhapOT ! 

Rederigo.  My!  no,  Egilona! 

DoBt  thou  forgive  me  ?  dost  thou  lova  me  f  still  ? 

EgiUma.  I  Hate,  abominate,  abhor  thee  .  .  go, 
Or  my  own  vengeance  .  . 

BoDZBioo  (toUu  JuuAn's  hand;  invitt*  Mm  to  attaek  Muza  aitd 
AsDAiiAZie.)  Julian! 

JuUan.  Hence,  or  die. 


SECOND  ACT:  FIEST  SCENE. 

Camp  of  Julian. 

JtrUAH  and  Covilia. 

Juiion.  Obdurate  ?  I  am  not  as  I  appear. 
"Weep,  my  beloved  child !  CoviUa,  weep 
Into  my  bosom ;  every  drop  be  mine 
Of  this  moet  bitter  soul -empoisoning  cup : 
Into  no  other  lx>som  than  tky  father's 
Canst  thou  or  wouldst  thou  pour  it. 

CoviUa.  Cease,  my  lord, 

Uy  father,  angel  of  my  youth,  when  all 
Was  innocence  and  peace. 

Julian.  Arise,  my  love. 

Look  up  to  heaven  .  .  where  ebe  are  souls  like  thine ! 
Mingle  in  sweet  communion  with  its  children. 
Trust  in  its  providence,  its  retribution. 
And  I  will  oease  to  mourn ;  for,  0  my  child. 
These  tears  corrode,  but  thine  assuage,  the  heart. 

CoviUa.  And  never  sbaU  I  see  my  mother  too. 
My  own,  my  blessed  mother  ? 

Julian.  Thou  shalt  see 

Her  and  thy  brothers. 

Covilla.  No !  I  can  not  look 

On  them,  I  can  not  meet  their  lovely  eyes, 
I  can  not  lift  mine  up  from  und^  theirs. 
We  all  were  children  when  they  went  away; 
They  now  have  fought  hard  battles,  and  are  men, 
And  camps  and  tings  they  know,  and  woes  and  crimes. 
Sir,  will  they  never  venture  from  the  walls 
Into  the  plain  P    Kemember,  they  are  young, 
Hardy  and  emulous  and  hazardous. 
And  who  is  left  to  guard  them  in  the  town  ? 
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Juiitm.  Peace  U  throughout  the  land :  the  yarioae  tribes 
Of  that  vast  region  eiuk  at  once  to  rest, 
like  one  wide  wood  when  every  wind  lies  hueht. 

GmBa.  And  war,  in  all  ita  fury,  roams  o'er  Spain ! 

Juium.  Alas  !  and  will  for  ages  :  crimee  are  looea 
At  which,  ensanguined  War  stands  shuddering. 
And  calls  for  vengeance  from  the  powers  above, 
Impatient  of  inflioting  it  himself. 
Nature  in  these  new  horrors  is  aghast 
At  her  own  progeoiy,  and  knows  them  not. 
I  am  the  minister  of  wrath ;  the  hands 
That  tremble  at  me,  shall  applaud  me  too. 
And  seal  tiieir  condemnation. 

CoviOa.  0  kind  father. 

Pursue  the  guilty,  but  remember  Spain. 

Julian.  Ctuld,  liiou  wert  in  thy  nursery  short  time  sinc^ 
And  latterly  hast  past  the  vacant  hour 
Where  the  familiar  voice  of  history 
Is  hardly  known,  however  nigh,  attuned 
In  softer  accents  to  the  sickened  ear ; 
But  thou  hast  heard,  for  nurses  tell  theee  tales. 
Whether  I  drew  my  sword  for  Witiza 
Abandoned  by  the  people  he  betrayed, 
Tho'  brother  to  the  woman  who  of  all 
Was  ever  dearest  to  this  broken  heart, 
Till  thoo,  my  daughter,  wert  a  prey  to  grief, 
And  a  brave  country  brookt  the  wrongs  I  bore. 
For  I  had  seen  Bmolla  guide  the  steps 
Of  her  Theodofred,  when  burning  brass 
Plunged  its  fierce  fang  into  the  fount  of  lig^t. 
And  Witiza's  the  guilt !  when,  bent  with  age, 
He  knew  the  voioe  again,  and  told  the  name 
Of  those  whose  proffer'd  fortunes  had  been  laid 
Before  his  throne,  while  happiness  was  there, 
And  strain'd  the  sightless  nerve  tow'rd  whore  they  stood. 
At  the  forced  memory  of  the  veiy  oaths 
He  heard  renew'd  from  each,  but  heard  afar. 
For  they  were  loud,  and  him  the  throng  spiim'd  off- 

CovUla.  Who  were  all  these  ? 

Julian.  AH  who  are  seei^  tn-da? 

On  prandng  steeds  richly  caparisoned 
In  loyal  acclamation  round  Boderigo  ; 
Their  sons  beside  them,  loving  one  anoth^ 
Unfeignedly,  thro'  joy,  while  they  thema^\ 
In  mutual  homage  mutual  scorn  suppre^^    "V. 
Their  very  walls  and  roofs  are  welcominj^'      ^ 
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The  king's  approaeh,  their  storied  tapestry 
Svella  ita  rich  arch  for  him  triumphfuitl; 
At  evei7  clarion  blowing  from  below. 

CoviUa.  Such  wicked  men  wHI  never  leave  hia  dde. 

Julian.  For  they  are  inBocts  which  see  nought  beyond 
Where  they  now  crawl ;  whose  changes  are  complete, 
Unlees  of  habitatloii. 

CoviOa.  Whithar  go 

Creatures  un£t  for  better  or  for  worse  f 

Julian.  Some  to  the  grave,  where  peace  be  with  them!  some 
Across  the  Fyrenean  mountains  far, 
Into  the  plains  of  France  ;  suspicion  there 
Will  hang  on  every  step  from  rich  and  poor, 
Grey  qui^y-glancing  eyes  will  wrinkle  round 
And  courtesy  will  watch  them,  day  and  night. 
Shameless  they  are,  yet  will  they  blush  amid 
A  nation  that  ne'er  bluahee :  some  will  drag 
The  captive's  chain,  repair  the  shatter'd  bark. 
Or  heave  it  from  a  quicksand  to  the  shore 
Among  the  marbles  of  the  Lybian  coast, 
Teach  patience  to  the  hon  in  hia  cage. 
And,  by  the  order  of  a  higher  slave. 
Hold  to  the  elephant  their  scanty  fare 
To  please  the  children  while  the  parent  sleeps. 

Ct/villa.  Spaniards  ?  must  they,  dear  father,  load  such  lives  ? 

Julian.  AD  are  not  Spaniards  who  draw  breath  in  Spain, 
Those  are,  who  live  for  her,  who  die  for  her. 
Who  love  her  glory,  and  lament  her  falL 
0  may  I  too  .  . 

Covilla.  But  peacefully,  and  late. 

Live  and  die  here ! 

Julian.  I  have,  alas !  myself 

Laid  waste  the  hopee  where  my  fond  tejicy  stray'd, 
And  view  their  ruins  with  unalter'd  eyes. 

Ctmlla.  My  mother  will  at  last  return  to  you. 
Mig;ht  I  once  more,  but .  .  could  I  now  ?  behold  her. 
Tell  her  .  .  ah  me !  what  waa  my  rash  desire  ? 
No,  never  tell  her  these  inhuman  things. 
For  they  would  waste  her  tender  heart  away 
Aa  they  waste  mine ;  or  tell  when  I  have  died. 


That  she  herself,  clasping  me  once  again 
To  her  sad  breast,  had  sud,  CoviUa !  go. 
Go,  hide  them  in  the  bosom  of  thy  God  I 
Sweet  mother  1  that  far-distant  voice  I  hear, 
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And,  paesiiig  out  of  youth  and  out  of  life, 
I  irould  not  turn  at  last,  and  disobey. 


SECOND  ACT:  SECOND  8CBNB. 
SiSABEKT  mtert. 

SUabfrt.  TJnde,  and  is  it  true,  say,  can  it  be, 
That  thou  art  leader  of  these  faithless  Moon  ? 
That  thou  impeacheet  thy  own  daughter's  fame 
Thro'  the  whole  land,  to  seize  upon  the  throne 
By  the  permission  of  these  recreant  slaves  ? 
What  shall  I  call  thee  ?  art  thou,  speak  Count  Julian, 
A  father,  or  a  soldier,  or  a  man  ? 

Jviian.  All,  or  this  day  had  never  seen  me  here. 

Sitaiert.  O  falsehood !  worse  than  woman's ! 

Cocilla.  Oace,  my  cousin, 

Far  gentler  words  were  utter'd  from  your  lips. 
If  you  loved  me,  you  loved  my  father  first. 
More  justly  and  more  steadily,  ere  love 
Was  passion,  and  illusion  and  deceit. 

Sitaberl.  I  boast  not  that  I  never  was  deceived, 
CoviUo,  which  beyond  aU  boasts  were  base. 
Nor  that  I  never  loved ;  let  this  be  thine. 
niosionB !  just  to  stop  us,  not  delay. 
Amuse,  not  occupy  !     Too  true  !  when  love 
Scatters  its  brilliant  foam,  and  passes  on 
To  some  fresh  object  in  its  natural  course. 
Widely  and  openly  and  wanderingly, 
'TIS  better  :  narrow  it,  and  it  pours  its  abloom 
In  one  fierce  cataract  that  stuns  the  souT 
Te  hate  the  wretch  ye  make  so,  while  ye  choose 
Whoever  knows  you  best  and  shuns  you  most. 

Covilla.  8hun  me  then  :  bo  beloved  more  and  more. 
Honour  the  hand  that  show'd  you  honour  first, 
Love  .  .  0  my  father !  speak,  proceed,  persuade 
Tout  voice  alone  con  utter  it  .  .  another. 

Sitabert.  Ah  lost  Covilla !  can  a  thirst  of  po\r» 
Alter  thy  heart  thus  to  abandon  mine, 
And  ch^ige  mj  veiy  nature  at  one  blow  ? 

Covilla.  I  told  you,  dearest  Sisabert,  'twaa  ^ 
To  urge  me  more,  to  question  or  confute.         ^ja 

Sitabert.  I  know  it,  for  another  wears  th.^ 
Of  Witiza  my  father ;  who  succeeds  ^iv. 

To  king  Eoderigo  will  succeed  to  me.  ^Q^ 

Yet  thy  cold  pwfidy  still  calls  me  dear. 
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And  o'er  my  aching  temjdes  breathes  one  gale 
Of  days  departed  to  retuiu  no  more. 

JuUan.  Young  man,  Bvenge  our  canae. 

Siiaiert.  What  cause  avenge  ? 

Covilla.  li  I  was  ever  dear  to  yon,  hear  me, 
Not  Tengeonce ;  heaven  will  give  that  signal  soon. 

0  Sisabert,  the  pangs  I  have  endtired 
On  your  long  aosOTtce  .  . 

Si»abert.  Will  be  nov  consoled. 

Thy  father  comes  to  mount  my  fatiter's  throne ; 
But  though  I  would  not  a  usurer  king, 

1  prize  his  valour  and  defend  faie  crown : 
No  stranger  and  no  traitor  rules  o'er  me, 
Or  onchastised  inveigles  humble  ^>ain. 
Covilla,  gaveat  thou  no  promises  f 

Nor  thou,  Don  Julian  f    Seek  not  to  r^ly. 
Too  wcJl  I  know,  too  justly  I  despise. 
Thy  false  excuse,  thy  coward  efeontery  ; 
Yes,  when  thou  g&vest  them  across  the  sea, 
An  enemy  wert  tnou  to  Mahomet, 
And  no  appellant  to  his  faith  or  leagues. 

Julian.  'Tis  well:  a  soldier  hears  throughout  in  silence. 
I  urge  no  answer :  to  those  words,  I  fear, 
Thy  heart  with  sharp  compunctioii  will  reply. 

SMofort(toCovnj.A).  Thanldemandoftnee,  before  thou  reign, 
.AjiBwer  me  .  .  while  I  fought  against  the  Frank 
Who  dared  to  sue  thee  ?  biaeotfd  in  the  court, 
Not  trailed  thro'  darkness,  were  our  nuptial  bands ; 
No;  Eg^ona  joined  our  l^ds  herself. 
The  peers  applauded  and  the  king  approved. 

Jiuiaa.  Hast  thou  yet  seen  that  king  since  thy  return  ? 

Covilla.  Father !  0  Fa&er ! 

Sitaiert.  I  will  not  implore 

Of  him  or  thee  what  I  have  lost  for  ever. 
These  were  not,  when  we  parted,  thy  alarms ; 
Far  other,  and  far  worthier  of  thy  heart 
Were  they,  which  Sisabert  could  banish  then. 
Fear  me  not  now,  Covilla  !  thou  hast  changed, 
I  am  changed  too.     I  lived  but  where  thou  livedst, 
My  very  life  was  portion'd  off  from  thine  : 
Upon  tlie  snrfaoe  of  thy  happiness 
Day  after  day  I  gaeed,  I  doted,  there 
Was  all  I  had,  was  all  I  coveted  ; 
So  pure,  serene,  and  boundless  it  appear'd  : 
Yet,  for  we  told  each  other  every  t£oaght, 
Thou  knowest  well,  if  thou  rememberest, 
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At  times  I  teea'A ;  as  tho'  aome  demon  sent 

Suspidon  without  foim  into  the  worhl, 

To  whisper  imimagiiiable  things. 

Then  thy  fond  arguing  banisht  all  bnt  hope. 

Each  wish  and  ctvety  feeling  was  with  thine, 

Till  I  partook  thy  nature,  and  became 

(>eduh)us  and  incredulona  like  thee. 

"We,  who  have  met  so  alter'd,  meet  no  more. 

Vountains  and  seas  !  ye  are  not  separation : 

Death !  thou  divideet,  bnt  uniteet  too 

In  ererlavting  peace  end  faith  sinoere. 

Confiding  love  T  where  is  thj  resting-place  ? 

Where  is  thy  truth,  Covilla  ?  where  P  .  .  Go,  go  . . 

I  should  bebeve  thee  and  adore  thee  stilL  [  Goet. 

CoviUa.  0  Heaven  !  support  me,  or  desert  me  quite. 
And  leave  me  lifeleM  this  too  tiding  hour ! 
He  thinks  me  faithlees. 

Jutian.  Be  must  think  thee  so. 

Covilla.  0  tell  him,  tell  him  all,  when  I  am  dead  .  . 
He  will  die  too,  and  we  sball  meet  again. 
He  will  know  all  when  these  sad  eyes  are  oloeed. 
Ah  can  not  he  before  ?  must  I  appear 
The  vilest . .  0  just  Heaven !  can  it  be  thus  ? 
I  am  .  .  all  earth  resounds  it .  .  lost,  despised, 
Anguish  snd  shame  unutterable  seize  me. 
Tis  palpable,  no  phantom,  no  delusion, 
No  dream  that  wakens  with  o'erwhelnung  horror  ; 
Spaniard  and  Moor  fi^t  on  this  ground  alone, 
And  tear  the  arrow  from  my  bleeding  breast 
To  pierce  my  father's,  for  alike  they  fear. 

lAiUan.  Invulnerable,  unassailable 
Are  we,  alone  perhaps  of  human  kind, 
Kor  life  allures  us  more  nor  death  alarms. 

CoptUa.  Fallen,  onpitied,  unbelieved,  unheard  I 
I  should  have  died  long  earlier.     Gracioaa  God ! 
Desert  roe  to  my  suffennge,  but  sustain 
Mj  faith  in  thee  !     0  hide  me  from  the  world, 
AxlA  from  yourself,  my  father,  from  your  fon^esa. 
That  opened  in  this  wilderness  of  woe 
A  source  of  tears  .  .  it  else  had  burst  my  heart. 
Setting  me  free  for  ever  :  thon  perhaps 
A  cruel  war  had  not  divided  Spain, 
Had  not  o'ertum'd  her  cities  and  her  altars. 
Had  not  endanger'd  yon !  0  haste  afar 
Ere  the  last  drmdf  ul  conflict  that  decides 
Whether  we  live  beneath  a  foreign  sway  .  . 
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Julian.  Or  under  turn  whose  tyranny  broiuj^t  down 
The  corse  upon  his  people.     0  child !  child  T 
Urge  me  no  further,  talk  not  of  the  war, 
Bemember  not  our  oountry. 

CoviUa.  Not  rmnember  I 

What  have  the  wretched  else  for  consolatioii  F 
What  else  have  they  who  pining  feed  their  woeP 
Can  I,  or  should  I,  drive  fcom  memory 
All  that  was  dear  and  sacred  ?  all  the  joys 
Of  innocence  and  peace  f  when  no  debate 
Was  in  the  convent,  but  what  hymn,  whose  voice, 
To  whom  among  the  blessed  it  arose, 
Swelling  so  sweet ;  when  rang  the  vesper-bell 
And  every  fingeo*  ceast  from  me  guitar. 
And  eveiy  tongue  was  silent  through  our  land ; 
"When,  fnnn  remotest  earth,  friends  met  again, 
Hung  on  each  other's  neck,  and  but  embraced. 
So  sacred,  etill,  and  peaceful  was  the  hour. 
Now,  in  what  climate  of  the  wasted  world, 
Not  unmolested  long  by  the  profane. 
Can  I  pour  forth  in  secrecy  to  God 
My  prayers  and  my  repentance  ?  where  beside 
Is  the  last  solace  of  the  parting  soul  ? 
Friends,  brethren,  parents,  dear  indeed,  too  dear 
Are  they,  but  somewhat  yet  the  heort  requires. 
That  it  may  leave  them  lighter  and  more  blest. 

Julian.  Wide  are  the  regions  of  our  far-famed  land : 
Thou  shalt  arrive  at  her  remotest  bounds, 
See  her  best  people,  choose  some  holiest  house  ; 
Whether  where  Castro  from  surrounding  vines 
Hears  the  hoarse  ocean  roar  among  his  caves, 
And,  thro'  the  fissure  in  the  green  churchyard. 
The  wind  waU  loud  the  calmest  summer  day ; 
Or  where  Santona  leans  against  the  hill, 
Hidden  from  sea  and  land  by  groves  and  bowera. 

CoviUa.  0  !  for  one  moment  in  those  pleasant  scenes 
Thou  placest  mo,  and  lighter  air  I  breathe : 
Why  could  I  not  have  rested,  and  heard  on ! 
My  voice  dissolves  the  vision  quite  away. 
Outcast  from  virtue,  and  from  nature  too ! 

Julian.  Nature  and  virtue  I  they  shall  perish  first. 
Ood  destined  them  for  thee,  and  thee  for  them, 
Inseparably  and  eternally ! 
The  wisest  and  the  best  will  prize  thee  most, 
And  solitudes  and  cities  will  contend 
Which  shall  receive  thee  kindliest.    Sigt  not  so  i 
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Violenoe  and  fraud  will  never  penetrate 

Whore  piety  and  poverty  retire, 

Intxact^le  to  them  and  valueless, 

And  lookt  at  idly  Uke  the  face  of  heaven. 

If  Btrength  be  wanted  for  security, 

Vauntains  the  guard,  forbidding  all  approach 

"With  iron-pointed  and  upHfted  gates. 

Thou  wilt  he  welcome  too  in  Aguilar, 

Impenetrable,  marble~turreted. 

Surveying  from  aloft  the  limpid  ford. 

The  massive  fane,  the  sylvan  avenue  ; 

Whose  hospitality  I  proved  myself, 

A  willing  leader  in  no  impious  war 

When  fame  and  freedom  urged  me  ;  or  mayst  dwell 

In  Keynosa's  dry  and  thriftless  dale, 
TTnharvested  beneath  October  moons. 
Among  those  frank  and  cordial  villagers. 

They  never  saw  us,  and,  poor  simple  souls  ! 

Bo  htUe  know  they  whom  they  call  the  great. 

Would  pity  one  another  less  than  us. 

Id  injury,  disaster,  or  distress. 

CetriUa.  But  they  would  ask  each  other  whence  our  g^ief, 

That  they  might  pity. 

Jiilian.  Best  then  just  beyond, 

In  the  secluded  scenes  where  Ebro  springs 

And  drives  not  &om  his  fount  the  failen  leaf. 

Bo  motionless  and  tranquil  its  repose. 

CoviUa.  Thither  let  us  depart,  and  speedily. 
Julian.  1  can  not  go :  I  live  not  in  the  land 

I  have  reduced  beneath  such  wretchedness : 

And  who  could  leave  the  bravo  whose  lives  and  fortunes 

Hang  on  his  sword? 

Coiilia.  Me  thou  canst  leave,  my  father; 

Ah  yes,  for  it  is  past ;  too  well  thou  seest 

My  life  and  fortunes  rest  not  upon  thee. 

Long,  happily . .  oould  it  he  gloriously ! 

Still  mayst  thou  live,  and  save  thy  country  still ! 
JutioH.  Unconquerable  land !  unrival'd  race ! 

Whose  bravCTT,  too  enduring,  rues  oJike 

The  power  and  weakness  of  accursed  kings, 

How  crueUy  hast  thou  neglected  me ! 

Fordng  me  from  thee,  never  to  return. 

Nor  in  thy  pangs  and  struggles  to  partake ! 

I  hear  a  voice !  'tis  Egilona :  oome, 

BecaQ  thy  courage,  dear  unhappy  girl, 

liet  ua  away. 
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SECOND  ACT:  THIRD  SCENE. 

EoiLO^TA  mUr*.  I 

Egilona.  Bemaiu  ;  I  order  thee. 

Attend,  and  do  thy  duty :  I  &m  qneen,  ! 

Unbent  to  degradEtion. 

Covilla.  I  attend 

Erer  most  humbly  and  moat  gratefully,  I 

My  too  kind  Bovran,  cousin  now  no  mora. 
Could  I  perform  but  half  the  eervicee 

I  owe  her,  I  were  happy  for  a  time,  ' 

Or  dared  I  show  her  half  my  love,  'twOTe  bliss. 

Egilona.  Oh !  I  sink  under  Kentlenees  like  thine. 
Thy  sight  ia  death  to  me  ;  and  yet  'tis  dear. 
The  gaudy  trappings  of  assumptive  state 
Drop  at  the  voice  of  nature  to  the  eartlk, 
Befora  thy  feet.     I  can  not  foroe  myself 
To  hate  thee,  to  renounce  thee ;  yet .  .  Covilla ! 
Tet .  .  0  distraoting  thought !  'tis  hard  to  see, 

Hard  to  converse  with,  to  admiret  to  love,  i 

Ais  from  my  soul  I  do,  and  must  do,  thee. 
One  who  hJath  robb'd  me  of  all  pride  and  joy. 

All  dignity,  all  fondness.     I  adored  . 

Bodengo.    He  was  brave,  and  in  diacouTse 
Most  voluble ;  the  masses  of  his  mind 
Were  vast,  but  varied  ;  now  absorb'd  in  gloom. 
Majestic,  not  austere  ;  now  their  eztont 
Opening  and  waving  in  bright  levity  .  . 

Julian.  Depart,  my  daughter.    'Twere  as  well  to  bear 
His  presence  as  his  praise.    Go ;  she  will  dream 
This  phantasm  out,  nor  notice  thee  depart 

[COTILLA^OM. 

I^lona.  What  pliancy !  what  tenderness  !  what  life  ! 
0  for  the  smiles  of  those  who  smile  so  seldom. 
The  lore  of  those  who  know  no  other  love ! 
Such  he  was,  Kgilona,  who  was  thine. 

Julian.  While  he  was  worthy  of  the  realm  and  thee. 

Egilona.  Can  it  be  true  then,  Julian,  that  thy  aim 
Is  soTTonty  ?  not  virtue  nor  revenge  ? 

Julian.  I  swear  to  heaven,  nor  I  nor  child  of  mine 
Ever  shall  mount  to  this  poUuted  throne. 

Egilona.  Then  am  I  yet  a  queen.     The  savage  Moor 
Who  could  not  conquer  Ceuta  from  thy  sword 
In  his  own  ooimtry,  not  with  every  wile 
Of  his  whole  race,  not  with  his  myriad  crests 
Of  cavoliy,  seen  from  the  Calpian  hi^ths 
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Lilce  locusts  on  the  parcht  and  ^leamy  oowt, 
Will  never  conquer  Spain. 

Jvlian.  Spain  then  was  conquer'd 

When  fell  her  laws  before  the  traitor  king. 


SECOND  ACT:  FOUBTH  SCENV. 
Ofeer  atmotmoM  Ofas. 

0  queen,  the  metropolitan  attends 
On  matter  of  hi^  import  to  the  state, 
And  wiahee  to  confer  m  prtvacy. 

Egilona  (to  JuUmt).  Aaieu  then;    and  whate'er  betide  the 
oonntnf. 
Sustain  at  least  the  honours  of  our  house. 

f  JoiJAif  go«t  be/on  Opab  tnter*. 
Opa».  I  can  not  but  oommeod,  0  Egilona, 
Such  resignation  and  such  dignity. 
Indeed  he  is  unworthy ;  yet  a  queen 
Bather  to  loot  for  peaoe,  and  live  remote 
From  cities,  and  from  courts,  and  from  her  lord, 

1  h&rdly  could  expect  in  one  bo  young, 
So  early,  widely,  'wondrously,  admired. 

^ijona.  I  am  reBolv'd :  religious  men,  good  Opae, 
In  uiiB  resemble  the  vain  libertine ; 
They  find  in  woman  no  oonsistenoy, 
No  Tirtae  but  devotion,  such  as  comee 
To  infancy  or  age  or  fear  or  love. 
Seeking  a  place  of  rest,  and  finding  none 
Until  it  soar  to  heaven. 

Optt».  A  spring  of  mind 

That  rises  when  all  preasnre  is  removed, 
Firnmees  in  pious  and  in  chaste  resolves. 
But  weakness  in  much  fondness ;  these,  0  queen, 
I  did  expect,  I  own. 

^^ona.  The  better  part 

Be  mine ;  the  worse  hath  been,  and  is  no  more. 

Opat.  But  if  Boderigo  have  at  length  prevail'd 
That  Egilona  willingly  resigns 
All  claim  to  royalty,  and  casts  away. 
Indifferent  or  estranged,  the  marriage-bond 
His  perjuiy  tore  asunder,  still  the  ohurch 
Hardly  can  sanction  his  new  nuptial  rites. 

.^ruoiM.  What  art  thou  saying  ?  what  new  nuTjtial  rites  ? 

Opat.  Thou  knowest  not  ? 

£giltma.  Am  I  a  wife  F  %  n 
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Abandon  it !  my  claim  to  roj'alty ! 

Whose  hand  was  on  my  head  when  I  arose 

Queen  of  this  land  ?  whoso  benediction  sealed 

My  marriage-TOW  ?  who  broke  it  ?  was  it  I  ? 

And  wouldst  thou,  virtuous  Opas,  would^  thou  dim 

The  eloriouB  li^ht  of  thy  declming  days  ? 

Wouldat  thou  admiiiisteT  the  sacred  vows 

And  sanction  them,  and  bless  them,  for  another. 

And  bid  her  live  in  peace  while  I  am  living  ? 

Oo  then  ?  I  execrate  and  banish  him 

For  ever  from  my  sight :  we  were  not  bom 

For  happiness  together  ;  none  on  earth 

Were  ever  so  dissimilar  as  we. 

He  is  not  worth  a  tear,  a  wish,  a  thought ; 

Never  was  I  deceived  in  him  ;  I  found 

No  tenderness,  no  fondness,  from  the  firat. 

A  love  of  power,  a  love  of  perfidy, 

Such  is  the  love  that  is  retum'd  for  mine. 

Ungrateful  man !  'twas  not  the  pageantry 

Of  regal  state,  the  clarions,  nor  the  guard, 

Nor  loyal  valour,  nor  submissive  beauty. 

Silence  at  my  approach,  awe  at  my  voice, 

Happiness  at  my  smile,  that  led  my  youth 

Toward  Boderigo.    I  had  lived  obscure. 

In  humbleness,  in  poverty,  in  want, 

Blest,  0  supremely  blest,  with  hiin  alone  ; 

And  he  abandons  me,  rejects  me,  sooms  me. 

Insensible !  inhuman !  for  another ! 

Thou  shalt  repent  thy  wretched  choice,  false  man ! 

CrimeB  such  as  thine  call  loudly  for  perdition ; 

Heaven  will  inflict  it,  and  not  I ;  but  I 

Neither  will  fall  alone  nor  live  despised. 

{^A  tmnytft  toundt. 

Opai.  Peace,  £gilona  !  he  arrives  :  compose 
Thy  turbid  thoughts,  meet  him  with  dignity. 

^ihna.  He  !  m  the  camp  of  Juhan  1  trust  me,  sir, 
He  comes  not  hither,  dares  no  longer  use 
The  signs  of  state,  and  flies  from  eveiy  foe. 

iSetim  vmt  dittanee. 

SECOND  ACT :  FIFTH  SCENE. 
Enter  Muza  Mtd  Amht.>7T(i, 

Mtaa  to  Aid»Umi».  I  saw  him  but  an  instant,  and  disguised, 
Tet  this  is  not  the  traitor ;  on  his  brow 
Observe  the  cahn  of  wisdom  and  of  years. 
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Opae.  Whom  seekeet  thou  ? 

J^na.  Him  who  was  king  I  seek. 

He  came  arr^d  as  herald  to  Qae  tent. 

AbdaUaU.  Thy  daughter !  was  she  ni^  7  periutpB  for  her 
Was  this  disguise. 

JfttM.  Here,  Abdala^,  kings 

Disguise  from  other  causes ;  thej  obtain 
Beauly  by  Tiolenoe,  and  power  by  fraud. 
Treason  was  his  intent :  we  must  admit 
'Whoever  oome ;  our  numbers  are  too  small 
For  question  or  selection,  and  the  blood 
Of  Spaniards  shall  win  Spain  for  us  to-day. 

Atdalaai*.  The  wicked  can  not  move  from  underneath 
Thy  ruling  eye. 

JfwM.  Bight!  Julian  and  Hoderigo 

Are  lettfued  against  us,  on  these  terms  alone, 
That  Jmian's  daughter  weds  the  christian  king. 

S^Hona  {nukitig  forward).  'Tis  true  .  .  and  I  proclaim  it. 
AidtUmif.  Heaven  and  earth ! 

Was  it  not  thou,  moat  lovely,  moat  high-souled. 
Who  wishedst  us  suocesa,  and  me  a  crown? 

[Opas  poM  ahrvptly. 
JEjfiUma.  I  give  it . .  Z  am  E^lona,  queen 
Of  fJ^t  detested  man. 

Abdalaut.  I  touch  the  hand 

That  chains  down  fortune  to  the  throne  of  fate, 
And  will  avenge  thee ;  for  'twas  thy  command, 
'Tis  Heaven's.    Uy  father !  what  retards  our  bliss  ? 
Why  art  thou  sOent  ? 

Mtaa.  Inexperienced  years 

Bather  would  rest  on  the  soft  lap,  I  see, 
Of  pleasure,  after  the  fierce  gusts  of  war. 
O  deetiny !  that  callest  me  alone, 
Haplees,  to  keep  the  toilsome  watch  of  state, 
Painful  to  age,  unnatural  to  youth. 
Adverse  to  all  society  of  friends, 
Equality,  t^*}  liberty,  and  ease. 
The  w^come  cheer  of  the  unbidden  feast, 
llie  gay  reply,  light,  sudden,  like  the  leap 
Of  the  young  forester's  unbended  bow. 
But,  above  aJl,  to  tenderness  at  home, 
And  sweet  security  of  kind  concern 
Even  from  those  who  seem  most  truly  ours. 
Who  would  resign  all  this,  to  be  approacht, 
Like  a  sick  infant  by  a  canting  nurse, 
To  spread  his  arms  in  darknean,  and  to  find 
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One  universal  holloinieaB  around  ? 
Forego  a  little  while  that  bane  of  peaee : 
Love  may  be  cheriRht. 

Aidaiati*.  'Tie  enough ;  I  ask 

Xo  other  boon. 

JftOd.  Not  victory  ? 

AHalazi*.  Faxewell, 

0  queen !  I  will  deeerve  thee  ;  why  do  tears 
8Uently  drop,  and  slowly,  down  thy  veil  ? 

1  ahaU  return  to  worship  thee,  and  soon  ; 
"Why  this  affliction  ?     O,  that  I  alone 
Could  raise  or  cxtuld  r«>preB8  it ! 

Ilj/Hona.  We  depart. 

Nor  interrupt  your  counsels,  nor  impede ; 
0  may  they  prosper,  whatsoe'er  they  be. 
And  perfidy  soon  meet  its  juBt  rewwd  ! 
The  infirm  and  peaceful  Opas  .  .  whither  gone  7 

Miaa.  Stay,  daughter ;  not  for  counsel  are  we  met. 
But  to  secure  our  arms  from  treachery, 
O'erthrow  and  stifle  base  conspiracies, 
Involve  in  his  own  toils  our  false  ally  .  . 

EgiloMt.  Author  of  every  woe  I  have  endur«d ! 
Ah  8acrile|^ou8  man !  he  vowed  to  heaven 
None  of  his  blood  should  ever  mount  the  throne. 

Mma.  Herein  his  vow  indeed  is  ratified ; 
Tet  faithful  ears  have  heard  this  offer  made, 
And  weighty  was  the  conference  that  ensued, 
And  long,  not  dubious ;  for  what  mortal  e'er 
B«fufied  alliance  with  illustrious  power, 
Though  some  have  given  its  enjoyments  up. 
Tired  and  enfeebled  by  satiety  r 
Hie  friends  and  partiBons.  'twas  his  pretence, 
Should  pass  unintemiptod  ;  hence  hie  <amp 
Is  open  eveiy  day  to  enemies. 
You  look  around,  0  queen,  as  though  you  fear'd 
Their  entrance.     Julian  I  pursue  no  more ; 
You  conquer  him.    Betum  wo.    I  bequeath 
Buin,  extermination,  not  reproacli. 
How  we  may  beat  attain  your  peace  and  will 
We  must  oonmder  in  some  other  place, 
Not,  lady,  in  the  midst  of  snares  and  wiles 
How  to  supplant  your  charms  and  seize  your  crown- 
I  rescue  it ;  fear  not.     Yes,  we  retire. 
"Whatever  ia  your  wish  becomes  my  own. 
Nor  b  there  in  tbiw  land  but  who  obeys. 

[Si  ImuU  htr  atmi/. 
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THIRD  ACT !   FIRST  BCBHE. 

Palace  in  XerM. 

BosEBioo  mid  Opas. 

Sod»rigo.  ImpoBBible !  ehe  oould  not  thus  resign 
life,  for  a  miscreant  of  Barboiy, 
A  mere  advrakturer ;  but  that  citron  face 
Bhall  bleach  and  Bhrivel  the  irhole  winter  lon^, 
There  on  70U  cork-tree  by  the  sallyport. 
She  shall  return. 

Opat.  To  fondneea  and  to  faith  f 

Dost  thou  retain  them,  if  she  could  return  F 

RoAerigo.  Retain  them  ?  she  has  forfeited  by  this 
All  right  to  fondness,  all  to  royalty- 

Opa».  Consider  and  speak  calmly :  she  defierven 
Some  pity,  some  reproof. 

Rodtrigo.  To  speak  then  calmly, 

Since  thme  eyes  open  and  can  see  her  guilt .  . 
Infamous  and  atrocious !  let  her  go  .  . 
Chains  ■  ■ 

Opat.        What !  in  Uuza's  camp  ? 

Sodmgo.  My  scorn  supreme ! 

Opa*.  Say  pity. 

Bodmrigo.  Ay,  ay,  pity  :  that  snita  best. 

I  loved  her,  but  had  loved  her ;  three  whole  years 
Of  pleasure,  and  of  varied  pleasure  too, 
H^  worn  Uie  soft  impression  half  away. 
What  I  once  felt,  I  would  recall ;  the  faint 
Besponsive  voice  grew  fainter  each  reply : 
Imagination  sank  amid  the  scenes 
It  labour'd  to  create  :  the  vivid  joy 
Of  fleeting  youth  I  follow'd  and  possest. 
'Tis  the  first  moment  of  the  tenderest  hour, 
Tis  the  first  mien  on  entering  new  delights, 
We  give  our  peace,  our  power,  our  souls,  for  these. 

Opai.  Thou  hast ;  and  what  remains  ? 

Badarigo.  Boderigo :  one 

Whtmi  hatred  can  not  reach  nor  love  cast  down. 

Opai.  Nor  gratitude  nor  pity  nor  remorse 
Call  back,  nor  vows  nor  earth  nor  heaven  controul. 
But  art  thon  free  and  happy  P  art  thou  safe  ? 
By  shrewd  contempt  the  humblest  may  chastise 
Whom  scarlet  and  its  ermine  can  not  scare, 
And  the  sword  skulks  for  everywhere  in  vain. 
Thee  the  poor  victim  of  thy  outrages, 
Woman,  with  all  her  weakness,  may  despise. 
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Rodtrigo.  But  first  let  quiet  s^  have  mtervened. 
Opa».  Ne'er  will  the  peace  or  apathy  of  agQ 
Be  thine,  or  twilight  steal  upon  thy  day. 
The  violent  choose,  but  can  not  change,  their  end ; 
Violraice,  by  man  or  nature,  must  be  theirs ; 
Thine  it  must  be ;  and  who  to  pity  thee  ? 

Roderiga.  Behold  my  solace !  none.     I  want  no  pity, 
Opa*.  Proclaim  we  those  the  happiest  of  numldnd 
"Who  never  knew  a  wont  ?     0  what  a  curse 
To  thee  this  utt«r  ignorance  of  thine  ! 
Julian,  whom  all  the  good  commiserate, 
Sees  thee  below  him  far  in  happineHs, 
A  state  indeed  of  no  quick  restlessness. 
No  glancing  agitation,  one  vast  swell 
Of  melancholy,  deep,  impassable. 
Interminable,  where  his  spirit  alone 
Broods  and  o'ershadowe  all,  bears  him  from  earth, 
And  puii£es  his  chastenM  itoul  for  heaven. 
Both  oearen  and  earth  shall  from  thy  grasp  reoede. 
Whether  on  death  or  life  thou  arguest, 
Untutor'd  savage  or  corrupted  heathen 
Avows  no  sentiment  so  vile  as  thine. 
Soderiffo.  Nor  feels  f 

Opat.  O  human  nature !  I  have  heard 

The  secrete  of  the  soul,  and  pitied  tJiee. 
Bad  and  accursed  things  have  men  confess'd 
Before  me,  but  have  left  them  unarrayed. 
Naked,  and  shivering  with  deformity. 
The  troubled  dreams  and  deafening  gush  of  youth 
ITing  o'er  the  fiuiuy,  struggling  to  be  free, 
Discordant  and  impracticable  uings  : 
If  the  good  shudder  at  their  past  escapes. 
Shall  not  the  wicked  shudder  at  tbeir  crimeB  ? 
They  shall :  and  I  denounce  upon  thy  head 
God's  v«igeance :  thou  shalt  rule  this  land  no  more. 

Eod«rig«.  What!  my  own  kindred  leave  me  and  renonnce  me! 
OpoM.  Kindred  ?  and  is  there  any  in  our  worid 
So  near  us  as  those  sources  of  all  joy, 
Those  on  whose  bosom  every  gale  of  life 
Blown  softly,  who  reflect  our  images 
In  loveliness  through  sorrows  and  through  age, 
And  bear  them  onward  far  beyond  the  grave  t 

Roderigt.  Hetblnks,  most  revereud  Opas,  not  inapt 
Are  these  fair  views ;  arise  they  from  Seville  ? 

Opd*.  He  who  can  scoff  at  them,  may  scoff  at  me. 
Such  are  we,  that  the  Giver  of  all  Good 
Shall,  in  the  heart  he  purifies,  possess 
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The  latest  love ;  the  earlieet,  no,  not  there ! 

Pve  known  the  firm  and  faithful :  eren  from  them 

Life's  eddying  spring  ahed  the  first  bloom  on  earth. 

I  pity  them,  out  ask  their  pity  too  : 

I  We  Uie  happiness  of  men,  and  praise 

And  sanctify  me  bleeeings  I  renounce. 

Roderigo.  Yet  would  thy  baleful  influence  undermine 
The  heaven-appouited  throne. 

OpM.  The  throne  of  guilt 

Obdurate,  without  plea,  without  remorse. 

Jtoderigo.  What  power  hast  thou  ?  perhaps  thou  soon  wilt  w  11  nt 
A  place  of  refuge. 

Optu.  Bather  say,  perhaps 

lly  place  of  refuge  will  receive  me  soon. 
Could  I  extend  it  even  to  thy  crimes, 
It  should  be  open  ;  but  the  wrath  of  heaven 
Turns  them  against  thee  and  subverts  thy  sway  : 
It  leaves  thee  not,  what  wickedness  and  woe 
Oft  in  their  drear  communion  taste  together, 
Hope  and  repentance. 

Roderigo.  But  it  leaves  me  arms, 

Vigour  of  soul  and  body,  and  a  race 
Subject  by  law  and  dutiful  by  choice, 
WhosB  bond  is  never  to  be  holden  fast 
Within  the  closing  cleft  of  gnarled  creeds ; 
No  easy  prey  for  ttiese  vile  mitred  Moore. 
I,  who  received  thy  homage,  may  retort 
Thy  threats,  vain  prelate,  and  abase  thy  pride. 

Open.  Low  must  be  those  whom  mortol  can  sink  lower. 
Nor  high  are  they  whom  human  power  may  raise. 

Soderigo.  Judge  now :  for  hear  the  signal. 

Opaa.  And  derides 

Thy  buoyant  heart  the  dubious  gulphs  of  war? 
Trumpets  nw  sound,  aud  not  to  victoiy. 

Roderigo.  'the  traitor  and  his  daughter  feel  my  power. 

Opat.  Just  Ood !  avert  it ! 

Sodehgo.  Seize  this  reb^  priest, 

I  will  atone  subdue  my  enemies.  [  Goci  oui. 


THIBD  ACT:  SECOND  SCENE. 
RuuBO  and  Osha  enter  from  oppottU  tides. 
Ramiro.  Where  is  the  king?  his  car  is  at  the  g^^g 
His  minwters  attend  faim,  but  his  foes 
Are  yet  more  prompt,  nor  will  await  delay. 

Oma.  Nor  need  they,  for  he  meets  them  as  T  , 


..Google 


WORKS  OF  LANDOR.  [Dulooue; 

Samiro.  With  aU  his  forces  ?  or  our  cause  is  lost. 
Julian  and  Sisabert  surround  the  walls. 

Qmm.  Surroniid,  sayst  thou?  enter  they  not  the  gates  ? 

Samiro.  Perhaps  ere  now  they  enter. 

Otma.  Sisabert 

Brings  him  our  prisoner. 

Smniro.  They  are  friends  !  they  held 

A  parley ;  and  the  soldiers,  when  they  saw 
Count  Julian,  tower'd  their  arms  and  hail'd  him  kin^. 

Oima.  How  ?  and  ha  leads  them  in  the  name  of  king  ? 

Ramro,  He  leads  them  ;  but  amid  that  acclaniation 
He  tum'd  away  hie  head,  and  call'd  for  vengeance. 

Oama.  In  Sisabert,  and  in  the  caTalry 
He  led,  were  all  our  hopes. 

Opat.  Woe,  woe  is  theln 

Who  have  no  other. 

Otma.  What  are  thine  ?  obey 

The  just  oonunands  of  our  offended  king : 
Conduct  him  to  the  tower  .  .  off  .  .  instantly. 

[Guard  hMitattt :  Op  as  ffoti. 
Bamiro,  let  us  haete  to  reinforce  .  . 

Ramiro.  Hark!  is  the  king  defeated  7  hark! 

Otma.  I  hear 

Such  acclamation  as  from  victory 
Arises  not,  but  rather  from  revolt. 
Keiterated,  interrupted,  lost. 
Favour  like  thie  his  genius  will  retrieve 
By  time  or  promises  or  chastisement, 
Whiche'er  he  choose ;  the  speediest  is  the  best. 
His  danger  and  his  gloiy  let  us  share ; 
'Tis  ours  to  serve  him. 

Ramiro.  While  he  rules  'tis  ours. 

What  chariot-wheels  are  thundering  o'er  the  bridge  ? 

0*ma.  Boderigo's ;  I  well  know  them. 

Samiro.  Now,  the  burst 

Of  acclamation !  now !  again,  again. 

Otma.  I  know  the  voices ;  they  are  for  Boderigo. 

Samiro.  Stay,  I  entreat  thee.     One  hath  now  prevail'd. 
So  far  is  certam. 

Otma.  Ay,  the  right  prevails. 

Ramiro.  Transient  and  vain  their  joyance  who  rejoice 
Precipitately  and  intemperately. 
And  bitter  thoughts  grow  up  where'er  it  fell. 

Oftna.  Nor  vain  and  transient  theirs  who  idly  float 
Down  popularity's  unfertile  stream. 
And  fancy  all  their  own  that  rises  round. 
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Ramiro.  If  thou  yet  lovest,  ae  I  know  thou  dost. 
Thy  king  .  . 

0*ma.  I  lore  him  ;  for  he  owes  me  much, 

Brave  bouI  !  sad  can  not,  though  he  wouM,  repay. 
Service  and  faith,  pure  faith  and  service  hard, 
Thronrhout  fais  reign,  if  these  things  be  desert. 
These  nave  I  borne  toward  him,  and  still  bear. 

Bffiniro.  Come,  from  thy  solitary  eytie  come. 
And  share  the  prey,  bo  plenteous  and  profuse, 
Which  a  less  valorous  brood  will  else  consume. 
Huch  fruit  is  shaken  down  in  civil  storms : 
And  shall  not  orderly  and  loyal  hands 
Gatheritup?  {Loud  »houU.)    Again!  and  yet  refuse  ? 
How  different  are  those  citizens  without 
From  thee !  from  thy  serenity  !  thy  arch, 
Thy  firmament,  of  intrepidity ! 
For  their  new  lord,  whom  they  have  never  served. 
Afraid  were  they  to  shout,  and  only  struck 
Th.e  pavement  with  their  ferrels  and  their  feet : 
Now  they  are  certain  of  the  great  event 
Voices  and  hands  they  raise,  and  all  contend 
Who  shall  be  bravest  in  applauding  most. 
Knowest  thou  these  f 

Osma.  Their  voices  I  know  well  .  . 

And  can  they  shout  for  him  they  would  have  slain  ? 
A  prince  untried  they  welcome ;  soon  their  doubto 
Are  blown  afar. 

Ramiro.  Yes,  brighter  scenes  arise. 

The  disunited  he  alone  unites, 

The  weak  with  hope  he  strengthens,  and  the  strong 
With  justioe. 

Ouita.  Wait :  praise  him  when  time  hath  given 

A  soundness  and  consistency  to  praise : 
He  shares  it  amply  who  bestows  it  right. 

Ramiro.  Boubtest  thou  "i 

Oima.  Be  it  so :  let  us  away ; 

New  4x>urtiers  come. 

Ramiro.  And  why  not  join  the  new  ? 

Let  us  attend  him  and  congratulate ; 
Come  on ;  they  enter. 

0»ma.  This  is  now  my  post 

Now  longer :  I  could  face  theqj  in  the  field, 
I  can  not  here. 

Ramiro.  To-morrow  all  may  change ; 

Be  comforted. 

Otma.  I  want  nor  change  nor  comfort. 
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Samwo.  The  priaoner'a  voice ! 

Oima.  The  metropolitaa'a  ? 

Triumph  he  mar  .  .  not  over  me  forgiveii. 
This  way,  and  Uiro'  the  chapel :  none  are  there. 

XHIBDACT:    THIRD  SCEKG. 
Oei&  and  SlBABEET. 

Opa$.  The  rojal  threat  etiH  sounds  along  these  hoi 
Haidly  hie  foot  hath  past  them,  and  he  fleea 
From  nie  ovn  treachery ;  all  his  pride,  his  hopes, 
Are  scattered  at  a  breadi ;  even  courage  fails 
Now  falsehood  sinks  from  under  him.     Behold, 
Araiu  art  thou  where  reign'd  thy  ancestors ; 
Buiold  the  chapel  of  thy  earliest  prayers. 
Where  I,  whose  chains  are  sunder'd  at  thy  sight 
Ere  they  could  close  around  these  aged  limbs, 
Received  and  blest  thee,  when  thy  mother's  arm 
"Was  doubtful  if  it  looat  thee  !  with  dehght 
Have  I  obserred  the  promises  we  made 
Seeply  imprest  and  manfully  perform' d. 
Now,  to  thyself  beneficent,  0  prince, 
Never  henceforth  renew  those  weak  complaints 
Aeiainst  GoviUa's  vows  and  Julian's  faith, 
^s  honour  broken,  and  her  heart  estranged. 
0,  if  thou  boldest  peace  or  glory  dear, 
Away  with  jealousy  ;  brave  Bisabert, 
Smite  from  thy  bosom,  smite  that  scorpion  down  : 
It  swells  and  hardens  amid  mildeVd  hopes, 
O'erspreads  and  blackens  whate'er  most  d 
And  rendere  ns,  haters  of  loveliness, 
The  lowest  of  the  fiends ;  ambition  led 
The  higher  on,  furious  to  dispossess, 
From  admiration  sprung  and  frenzied  lore. 
This  disingenuous  soul-debasing  passion, 
Rising  from  abject  and  most  sordid  fear, 
Consumes  the  vitals,  pines,  and  never  dies. 
For  Julian's  truth  hare  I  not  pledged  my  own? 
Hare  I  not  sworn  Corilla  weds  no  other  ? 

Suabert.  Her  perseoutor  have  not  I  chastised  ? 
Hare  not  I  foue^t  for  Julian,  von  the  town. 
And  liberated  t£ee  ? 

Opa».  But  left  for  him 

The  dangers  of  punuit,  of  ambuscade. 
Of  absence  from  thy  high  and  splendid  name. 
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Sisaitrt.  Do  pTobity  and  tra&  want  such  supports  ? 

Opat.  QiTpheos  and  eagles,  iTorr  and  gold. 
Can  odd  no  cleameea  to  tbe  lamp  above. 
But  many  look  for  them  in  palaces 
Wbo  bare  them  not,  and  vant  tbem  not,  at  home. 
Virtue  and  valour  and  experience 
Are  never  truBted  by  themeelvee  alone 
Further  than  infancy  and  idiocy  : 
The  men  around  him,  not  the  man  himself, 
Are  lookt  at,  and  by  these  is  he  preferr'd. 
Tis  the  green  mantle  of  the  warrener 
And  his  loud  vhistle  that  alone  attraot 
The  lofty  gazes  of  the  noble  herd : 
And  thua,  without  thy  ooimtenanee  and  help 
Feeble  and  faint  is  yet  our  oonfidenoe, 
Brief  perhaps  our  succees. 

8i»abert.  Should  I  resign 

To  Abdalazis  her  I  once  adored  F 
He  truly,  he  must  wed  a  Spanish  queen ! 
He  rule  in  Spain !  ah !  whom  oould  any  land 
Obey  so  gla^y  as  the  meek,  the  humble. 
The  friend  of  all  who  have  no  friend  beside, 
Covilla !  oould  he  choose  or  could  he  find 
Another  who  might  so  oon£rm  his  power  ? 
And  now  indeed  from  long  domestic  wars 
Who  else  suTTivea  of  all  our  ancient  house  ? 

Opai.  But  I^ilona. 

Sitdbtrt.  Tainly  she  upbraids 


Opat.      She  divorces  him,  abjures, 
And  carries  vengeance  to  that  hideous  bighth 
Which  piety  and  chastity  would  shrink 
To  look  from,  on  the  world  or  on  themselves. 

Sitabert.  She  may  forgive  him  yet. 

Optu.  Ah,  Sisabert! 

Wretched  are  those  a  woman  has  foi^veai : 
With  her  forgiveness  ne'er  hath  love  return' d. 
7e  know  not  till  too  late  the  filmy  tie 
That  holds  heavrai's  precious  boon  eternally 
To  such  as  fondly  cherish  her ;  once  go 
Driven  by  mad  passion,  strike  but  at  her  peace. 
And,  though  she  step  aside  from  broad  reproach, 
Yet  every  softer  virtue  dies  away. 
Beaming  with  virtue  inaccessible 
Stood  I%ilona ;  for  her  lord  she  lived, 
And  for  the  heavens  that  raised  her  sj^ere  so  high : 
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All  thoug^hte  were  on  her,  all,  beside  her  own. 

Ne^li^ent  as  the  bloesoms  of  the  field, 

Array  d  ia  candour  and  simplicity, 

Before  her  path  she  heard  me  etreamB  of  joy 

Uuxmur  her  name  in  all  their  cadences, 

Saw  them  in  every  scene,  in  light,  in  shade, 

Beflect  her  inuwe,  but  acknowled^  them 

Hers  most  complete  when  flowing  from  her  most. 

All  things  in  want  of  her,  herself  of  none, 

Pomp  and  dominion  1^  beneath  her  feet 

IJnfelt  and  unregarded.    Now  behold 

The  earthly  passions  war  against  the  heavenly ! 

Pride  against  love,  ambition  and  revenge 

Against  devotion  and  compliancy : 

Her  glorious  beams  adversity  hath  blunted ; 

And  coming  nearer  to  our  quiet  view. 

The  original  clay  of  coarse  mortality 

Hardens  and  flaws  around  her. 

8i»ah«rt.  Eveiy  geim 

Of  virtue  perishes  when  love  recedes 
From  those  hot  shifting  sands,  the  female  heart. 

Opat.  His  was  the  fault ;  he  his  the  punishment. 
'Tis  not  their  own  crimes  only,  men  commit, 
They  barrow  them  into  another's  breast, 
And  they  shall  reap  the  bitter  growth  with  pain. 

Sitabtrt.  Yes,  blooming  roytQty  will  flrst  attract 
These  creatures  of  the  desert.    Now  I  breathe 
More  freely.     She  is  theirs  if  I  pursue 
The  fugitive  a»un.    He  weU  deserves 
The  death  he  flies  from.    Stay !    Don  Julian  twice 
CalI'd  him  aloud,  and  he,  methints,  replied. 
Could  not  I  have  remain'd  a  moment  more 
And  seen  the  end  ?  although  with  hurried  voice 
He  bade  me  intercept  the  scattered  foes, 
And  hold  the  city  barr'd  to  their  return. 
May  Egilona  be  another's  wife 
Whether  he  die  or  live  !  but  oh  I  Covilla ! 
She  never  can  be  mine !  yet  she  may  be 
Still  happy  .  .  no,  Oovilla,  no  .  .  not  happy, 
But  more  deserving  happiness  without  it. 
Mine  never!  nor  another's.     'Tis  enough. 
The  tears  I  shed  no  rival  can  deride ; 
In  the  fond  intercourse  a  name  once  c! 
Will  never  be  defended  by  faint  smiles, 
Nor  given  up  with  vows  of  alter'd  love. 
And  IS  the  passion  of  my  soul  at  last 
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Beduofld  to  this  ?  is  this  my  happineas  ? 
This  Toy  sole  comfort  ?  thiB  the  doee  of  bQ 
Thoae  promiees,  those  tears,  those  last  adieus, 
And  thoee  long  vigils  for  the  morrow's  dawn  ? 

Opat.  Arouse  thee  l  be  thyself.     O  Sisabert, 
Avake  to  glory  from  these  feverish  dreams : 
The  enemy  is  in  our  land ;  two  enemies  ; 
We  miist  quell  both :  shame  on  us  if  we  fail. 

SittAart.  Incredible !  a  nation  be  subdued 
Peopled  aa  ours. 

(^aa.  Corruption  may  subvert 

What  force  could  never. 

Sitabert.  Traitors  may. 

Opat.  Alas ! 

If  traitors  can,  the  basis  is  bat  fraiL 
I  mean  snch  traitors  as  the  vacant  world 
Echoes  most  stunningly :  not  fur-robed  knaves 
Whose  wlii^)ers  raise  the  dreaming  bloodhound's  ear 
J^iuafit  benighted  famieht  wanderers, 
Wliile  with  remorseless  guilt  they  undermine 
Palace  and  shed,  their  very  father's  house. 
0  blind !  their  own,  their  children's  heritage. 
To  leave  more  ample  space  for  fearful  wealth. 
Plunder  in  some  most  harmless  guise  they  swathe. 
Call  it  some  very  meek  and  hallow'd  name, 
Some  known  and  borne  by  their  good  forefatliers, 
And  own  and  vaunt  it  thus  redeem'd  from  sin. 
These  are  the  plagues  heaven  sends  o'er  every  land 
Before  it  sink  .  .  ttie  portents  of  the  street, 
Xot  of  the  air  .  .  lest  nations  should  complain 
Of  distance  or  of  dimness  in  the  signs. 
Flaring  from  far  to  Wisdom's  eye  alone  : 
These  are  the  last :  these,  when  the  sun  rides  high 
In  the  forenoon  of  doomsday,  revelling, 
Make  men  abhor  the  earth,  arraign  the  skies. 
Ye  who  behold  them  spoil  field  aner  field, 
Despising  them  in  individual  strength. 
Not  with  one  torrent  sweeping  them  away 
Into  the  ocean  of  etemily. 
Arise  !  despatch  !  no  renovating  gale, 
No  second  spring  awaits  you  :  up,  begone. 
If  you  have  force  and  oourage  even  for  flight. 
The  blast  of  dissolution  is  behind. 

SiMbert.  How  terrible  !  how  true !  what  voice  like  tl 
Can  rouse  and  warn  the  nation  !     If  she  rise, 
Say,  whither  go,  where  stop  wo  ? 
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Opat.  God  will  guide. 

Let  UB  pursue  the  oppreasor  to  deetrucHua  ; 
.    The  rest  is  Heaveu'e  :  muat  we  move  no  step 
Because  we  can  not  see  tlie  boundaries 
Of  our  long  way,  and  eveiy  stone  between  ? 

Suahert.  Is  not  thy  vengeance  for  the  late  i^ront. 
For  threats  and  outrage  and  imprisonnient  ? 

Opat.  For  outT^;e,  yea ;  impnaonment  and  threats 
I  pardon  him,  and  whatsoever  ill 
He  could  do  tat. 

Sitdbert.  To  hold  Covilla  from  me ! 

To  ui^  her  into  vows  against  her  faith. 
Against  her  beauty,  youth,  and  inclination, 
Without  her  mother's  blessing,  nay,  without 
Her  father's  knowledge  and  authority. 
So  that  she  never  will  behold  me  more, 
Flying  afar  for  refuge  and  for  help 
"VOiere  never  friend  but  God  will  comfort  her ! 

Opat.  These  and  more  barbarous  deeds  were  perpetnitod, 

Sitaiert.  Tet  her  proud  father  deigu'd  not  to  inform 
Me,  whom  he  loved  and  taught,  in  peace  and  war, 
Me,  whom  he  called  his  son,  before  I  hoped 
To  merit  it  by  marriage  or  by  arms. 
He  oSer'd  no  excuse,  no  plea  ;  ezprest 
No  sorrow ;  but  with  firm  unfaltering  voice 
Commanded  me  .  .  I  trembled  as  he  spoke  .  . 
To  follow  where  he  led,  redress  his  wrongs, 
And  vindicate  the  honour  of  his  child. 
He  oaJl'd  on  God,  the  witness  of  his  cause. 
On  Spain,  the  partner  of  his  victories ; 
And  yet  amid  mese  animating  words 
Boll'd  the  huge  tear  down  his  unvisor'd  faoe  ; 
A  general  swell  of  indignation  rose 
Thro'  the  long  line,  sobs  burst  from  every  breast. 
Hardly  one  voice  succeeded  ;  you  might  hear 
The  impatient  hoof  strike  the  soft  sandy  plain. 
But  when  the  gates  flew  open,  and  the  long 
In  his  high  car  came  forth  triumphantly. 
Then  was  Count  Julian's  stature  more  elate ; 
Tremendous  was  the  smile  that  emote  the  eyes 
Of  all  he  past.     '  Fatheri,  and  tons,  and  hrothfri,^ 
He  cried,  '  Ifigld  yow  battlet,  foUoto  me  ! 
Solditri,  we  know  no  danger  biit  dugrace  ! ' 
'  FiUKer,  and  general,  and  iittg,'  they  shout. 
And  would  proclaim  him  :  back  he  cast  his  iaca, 
Fallid  with  grief,  and  one  loud  groan  burst  forth ; 
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It  kindled  vengdance  thro'  the  AHtnrian  ranks, 
And  they  soon  Bcatter'd,  as  the  blaete  of  heaven 
Scatter  the  leaves  and  dust,  the  aatouisht  foe. 

Opae.  And  doubtest  thou  his  truth  ? 

SittAtri.  I  love  .  .  and  doubt  . 

Fight .  .  and  believe  :  Boderigo  apoke  untruths  ; 
In  him  I  place  no  trust ;  but  Julian  holds 
Truths  in  reserve  :  how  should  I  quite  confide  ! 

Opa*.  By  sorrows  thou  beholdest  him  opprest ; 
Doubt  tbe  more  prosperous.     March,  Sisabert, 
Once  more  against  his  enemy  and  oura : 
Much  hath  been  done,  but  much  there  yet  n 


FOUBTH  ACT :   FIBOT  SCENE. 
Tent  e/JmAiJS. 
BoDEBioo  and  Juiaas. 
JuUatt.  The  people  had  deserted  thee,  and  throng'd 
My  standard,  had  I  raised  it,  at  the  first ; 
But  once  subsiding,  and  no  voice  of  mine 
Calling  by  name  each  grievance  to  each  man, 
They,  silent  and  submissive  by  degrees. 
Bore  thy  hard  yoke,  and  hadst  thou  but  opprest, 
Would  still  have  borne  it :  thou  hast  now  deceived  ; 
Thou  hast  done  all  a  foreign  foe  could  do 
And  more  against  tliem  ;  with  ingratitude 
Not  hell  itself  could  arm  the  foreign  foe ; 
'Tis  forged  at  home  and  kills  not  &om  afar. 
Amid  wnate'er  vain  glories  fell  upon 
Thy  rainbow  span  of  power,  which  I  dissolve, 
B(wst  not  how  thou  oonferredst  wealth  and  rank. 
How  thou  preservedst  me,  my  family, 
All  my  distinctioos,  all  my  offices. 
When  Witiza  was  murder'd  ;  that  I  stand 
Count  Julian  at  thia  hour  by  special  grace. 
The  sword  of  Julian  saved  Uie  walls  of  Ceuta, 
And  not  the  shadow  that  attends  his  name  : 
It  was  no  badge,  no  title,  that  o'erthrew 
Boldier  and  steed  and  engine.     Don  Bodcrigo ! 
The  truly  and  the  falsely  great  here  differ  : 
These  by  duU  wealth  or  daring  fraud  advance ; 
Him  the  Almighty  calls  amid  his  people 
To  sway  the  wills  and  passions  of  mankind. 
The  weak  of  heart  and  intellect  beheld 
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Thy  splendour,  aad  adored  thee  lord  of  Spain ; 
I  rose  .  .  Boderi^  lords  o'er  Spain  no  more. 

Eoderigo.  Now  to  a  traitor's  add  a  boaater's  name. 

Juiian.  Shameless  and  arrogant,  dost  thou  believe 
I  boast  for  pride  or  pastime  ?  forced  to  boast, 
Truth  coatfl  me  more  than  falsehood  e'er  coat  thee. 
Divested  of  that  purple  of  the  soul. 
That  potenoj',  that  palm  of  wise  ambition, 
Cast  headlong  by  thj  madness  from  that  high, 
That  only  eminence  twixt  earth  and  heareii, 
Virtue,  which  some  desert,  but  none  despiee. 
Whether  thou  art  beheld  aa;aiu  on  earth, 
Whether  a  captive  or  a  fugitive, 
Miner  or  galley-slave,  depends  on  me ; 
But  he  alone  who  made  me  what  I  am 
Can  make  me  greater  or  can  make  me  less. 

Swhrigo.  Chance,  and  chance  only,  threw  me  in  thy  power ; 
Qive  me  my  sword  again  and  try  my  strength. 

i/idim.  I  tried  it  in  the  front  of  thousanas. 

Moderigs.  Death 

At  least  vouchsafe  me  from  a  soldier's  hand. 

Juliim.  I  love  to  hear  thee  ask  it :  now  my  own 
Would  not  be  bitter ;  no,  nor  immature. 

Rod«rigo.  Defy  it,  say  thou  rather. 

Julian.  Death  ittielf 

Shall  not  be  granted  thee,  unless  from  God  ; 
A  dole  from  hie  and  from  no  other  band. 
Thou  shalt  now  hear  and  own  thine  infamy. 

Jioderigo.  Chains,  dungeons,  tortures  .  .  but  I  hear  no  more. 

Julian.  Silence,  ^ou  tri-etch !  live  on  .  .  .  ay,  live  .  .  .  ab- 

Thou  ahalt  have  tortures,  dungeons,  chains  enough ; 
They  naturally  rise  and  grow  around 
Monsters  like  thee,  everywhere,  and  for  ever. 

Jtoderigo.  Inaulter  of  Uie  fallen  I  muet  I  endure 
Commands  as  well  as  threats  P  my  vaaeal's  too  ? 
Nor  breathe  from  underneath  his  trampling  feet  7 

Julian.  Could  I  speak  patiently  who  speak  to  thee, 
I  would  say  more :  part  of  thy  punishment 
It  should  be,  to  be  taught. 

Bodarigo.  Beeerve  thy  wisdom 

Until  thy  patience  come,  its  best  ally : 
I  learn  no  lore,  of  peace  or  war,  from  thee. 

Julian.  No,  thou  shalt  study  soon  another  tongue. 
And  suns  more  ardent  shall  mature  thy  mind. 
Either  the  cross  thou  bearest,  and  thy  knees 
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Among  the  silent  caves  of  Palestine 

Wear  the  sharp  flints  ava;  with  midnight  pra}-f>r. 

Or  thou  ehalt  Seep  the  farts  of  Barbary, 

Shalt  wait  amid  the  crowds  that  throng  the  well 

From  Balti7  noon  till  the  shies  fade  again, 

To  draw  up  water  and  to  bring  it  home 

In  the  crackt  gourd  of  some  vQe  test?  knave, 

Who  spurns  thee  back  with  bastinaded  foot 

For  ignoraooe  or  delay  of  his  command. 

Sodtr^o.  Kather  the  poison  or  the  bowstring. 

Jtiiian.  Slaves 

To  other's  paseions  die  such  deaths  as  those : 
Slavee  to  their  own  should  die  .  . 

Bodvngo.  What  wome  ? 

JuUatt.  Their  at 

B4>dengo.  Is  this  thy  counsel,  renegade  ? 

Julum.  Not  mine : 

I  point  a  better  path,  nay,  force  thee  on. 
I  shelter  thee  from  every  brave  man's  sword 
While  I  am  near  thee :  I  bestow  on  thee 
Life  :  if  thou  die,  'tia  when  thou  sojoumext 
Protected  by  this  arm  and  voice  no  more  : 
'Tis  slanehly,  'tis  ignominlously, 
'Tie  by  a  villain's  knife. 

Hoderigo.  By  whose  F 

Jviitat.  Boderigo's. 

Eodtrigo.  0  powers  of  vengeance!  must  I  hear?  .  .  endur 
Ijive? 

Jitlia*.  Call  thy  rassals :  no  f  then  wipe  the  drops 
Of  froward  childhood  from  thy  shameleaa  ej-ea. 
So  !  thou  canst  weep  tdt  passion ;  not  for  pity. 

Roekrigo.  One  hour  ago  I  ruled  all  Spain !  a  camp 
Not  larger  than  a  sheepfold  stood  alone 
Against  me :  now,  no  mend  throughout  the  world 
FollowB  my  steps  or  hearkens  to  my  call. 
Behold  the  turns  of  fortune,  and  expect 
No  better :  of  all  faithless  men  the  Uoors 
Are  the  most  faithless :  from  thy  own  experience 
Thou  canst  not  value  nor  rely  on  them. 

Jvlian.  I  value  not  the  mass  that  mokes  my  sword, 
Tet  while  I  use  it  1  rely  on  it. 

Soderigo.  Julian,  thy  gloomy  soul  still  meditates  .  . 
Flainlv  I  see  it .  .  death  to  me  .  .  pursue 
The  dictates  of  thy  leaders,  let  revenge 
Have  its  full  sway,  let  Barbary  pi-evail. 
And  the  pure  creed  her  elders  have  embraced : 
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Those  placid  sages  hold  assassination 
A  most  coB^naioua  supplement  to  law. 

Julia*.  Thou  knowest  not  the  one,  nor  I  the  other. 
Tom  hast  thou  from  me  all  my  soul  held  dear. 
Her  form,  her  voioe,  all,  haet  thou  banisht  from  me, 
'Not  dare  I,  frretcheii  as  I  am  !  recall 
Those  solaces  of  ©very  grief  erewhile. 
I  stand  abased  before  insulting  crime, 
I  falter  like  a  criminal  myself  ; 
The  hand  that  hurl'd  thy  chariot  o'er  its  wheels, 
That  held  thy  steeds  erect  and  motionless 
As  molten  statues  on  some  palace-gate, 
Slfakes  as  with  palsied  age  before  thee  now. 
Gone  is  the  treasure  of  my  heart  for  ever, 
Without  a  father,  mother,  friend,  or  name. 
Daughter  of  Julian  .  .  Such  was  ber  delight  .  . 
Such  waa  mine  too  !  what  pride  more  inoocfflit. 
What  surely  leas  deserving  pangs  like  these, 
Than  springs  from  filial  ana  parental  love ! 
Debarred  from  every  hope  that  issues  forth 
To  meet  the  balmy  breath  of  early  Ufe, 
Her  sadden'd  days,  all  cold  and  colourless. 
Will  8tret«h  before  her  their  whole  weary  length 
Amid  the  sameness  of  obscurity. 
She  wanted  not  seclusion  to  unveil 
Her  thoughts  to  heaven,  cloister,  nor  midnight  bell ; 
She  found  it  in  all  places,  at  all  hours  : 
While  to  assua^  my  labours  she  indulged 
A  playfulness  that  shunn'd  a  mother's  eye, 
Still  to  avert  my  perils  there  arose 
A  piety  that  even  from  ms  retired,  f 

SodtTtga.  Such  was  she  !  what  am  I !  those  are  the  arms 
That  are  triumphant  when  the  battle  fails. 

0  Julian !  Julian  !  all  thy  former  words 
Struck  but  the  imbecile  plumes  of  vanity, 
These  tiiro'  its  steely  coverings  pierce  the  heart. 

1  ask  not  Hie  nor  death ;  but,  if  I  live. 
Send  my  most  bitter  enemy  to  watch 

My  secret  paths,  send  poverty,  send  pain  .  . 

I  will  add  more  .  .  wise  as  thou  art,  thou  knowest 

No  foe  more  furious  than  forgiven  kings. 

I  ask  not  then  what  thou  wouldet  never  grant : 

May  heaven,  0  Julian,  from  thy  hand  receive 

A  pardon'd  man,  a  chasten'd  criminal. 

Julian.  This  further  curse  hast  thou  inflicted ;  wretch ! 
I  can  not  pardon  thee. 
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Sodfirigo.  Thy  tone,  th;  mien, 

Befnte  those  Tords. 

Jtdian.  No  .  .  I  can  not  forgave. 

Soderigo.  TTpon  my  knee,  my  conqueror,  I  implore ! 
Upon  the  earth,  hefore  thy  feet .  .  hard  heart ! 

Jvlian.  AudaciouE  !  hast  thou  never  heard  that  player 
And  BcOTu'd  it  ?  'tis  the  last  thou  ahouidst  repeat. 
Upon  the  earth !  upon  her  knees !  0  God  ? 

Soderigo.  fieeemhle  not  a  irretch  so  lost  aa  I : 
Be  bett«r  ;  0  !  be  happier ;  and  pronounce  it. 

Julian,  I  Bverre  not  from  my  purpose :  thou  art  mine, 
Conquer'd ;  and  I  have  sworn  to  dedicate, 
Like  a  torn  banner  on  my  chapel's  roof, 
Thee  to  that  power  from  whom  thou  hast  rebeli'd. 
Expiate  thy  crimes  by  prayer,  hy  penances. 

Boierigo.  Hasten  the  hour  of  trial,  speak  of  peace. 
Pardon  me  not  then,  but  with  purer  lips 
Implore  of  Qod,  who  would  hear  tht»,  to  pardon. 

Julian.  Hope  it  I  may  .  .  pronounce  it .  .  0  Boderigo ! 
Ask  it  of  him  who  can ;  I  too  will  ask, 
And,  in  my  own  transgressions,  pray  for  thine. 

Rodtrigo.  One  name  I  dare  not .  . 

Julian.  Go  ;  abstain  from  that ; 

I  do  conjure  thee,  raise  not  in  my  soul 
A^ain  the  tempest  that  has  wreckt  my  fame ; 
TEoQ  shalt  not  breathe  in  the  same  cUme  with  her. 
Far  o'er  the  unehbing  sea  thou  shalt  adore 
The  eastern  star,  and  may  thy  end  he  peace. 


FOURTH  ACT:   SECOND  SCENE. 
BoDEBioo  goft :  HEBKAifso  enUrt. 

Hernando.  From  the  prince  Tank  I  am  s«^t,  my  lord. 

Julian.  A  welcome  messeger,  my  brave  Hernando. 
How  fares  it  with  the  gallant  soul  of  Tarik  P 

Hernando.  Most  joyfolly ;  he  scarcely  had  pronoimced 
Your  glorious  name,  and  bid  me  ui^  your  speed, 
Than,  with  a  voice  as  though  it  answer'd  heaven, 
'  He  «AdU  confound  them  in  their  dark  detignt, ' 
Cried  he,  and  tum'd  away,  with  that  swift  stride 
'Wherewith  he  meets  and  quells  his  enemies. 

Julian.  Alas !  I  can  not  bear  felicitation. 
Who  shunn'd  it  even  in  felicity. 

Hernando.  Often  we  hardly  think  ourselves  the  happy 
VOL.  TU.  o 


.y  Google 


WORKS  OF  LANDOR.  [Dialogui 

TTnlesB  we  hear  it  aaij  by  those  around. 

U  my  lord  Julian,  how  your  praieea  cheet^d 

Out  poor  endeavouTB !  euro,  all  hearts  are  open, 

Lofty  and  low,  wise  and  unwise,  to  praise. 

Even  the  departed  spirit  hovers  round 

Our  blessings  and  our  prayers  ;  the  corse  itself 

Hath  ahincd  with  other  light  than  the  still  stars 

Shed  on  its  reat,  or  the  dim  taper  nigh. 

My  father,  old  men  say  who  saw  him  dead, 

Aad  heard  your  lips  pronounce  him  good  and  happy, 

Smiled  faintly  through  the  quiet  gloom  that  eve, 

And  the  shroud  throbb'd  upon  liis  ){Tateful  breast. 

Howe'er  it  be,  many  who  tell  the  tale 

Are  good  and  happy  from  that  voice  of  praise. 

His  gTiidauco  and  example  were  denied 

My  youth  and  cliildhood  :  what  I  am  1  owe  .  . 

Julian.  Hernando,  look  not  back  :  a  narrow  path 
And  arduous  lies  before  thee  ;  if  thou  stop 
Thou  fallest ;  go  right  onward,  nor  observe 
Closely  and  rigidly  another's  way, 
But,  free  and  active,  follow  up  thy  own. 

ITtrnando.  The  voice  that  urges  now  my  manly  step 
Onward  in  life,  recalls  me  to  the  past, 
And  from  that  fotmt  I  freshen  for  the  goal. 
Early  in  youth,  among  us  villagots 
Converse  and  ripen'd  counsel  you  bestow'd. 
0  happy  days  of  (far  departed !)  peace. 
Days  when  the  mighty  Julian  stoopt  his  brow 
Entering  our  cottage-door ;  another  air 
Breath'd  through  the  house ;  tired  age  and  lightsome  youth 
Beheld  him  with  intenaest  gaze ;  these  felt 
More  chasten'd  joy;  they  more  profound  repose. 
Yes,  my  beet  lord,  when  labour  sent  them  home 
And  midday  suns,  when  from  the  social  meal 
The  wiclcer  window  held  the  summer  heat, 
Praie'd  have  those  been  who,  going  uni»erceived, 
Open'd  it  wide  that  all  might  ai.-e  you  well : 
Nor  were  the  children  blamed,  hurrj-ing  to  watch 
Upon  the  mat  what  rush  would  last  arise 
From  your  foot's  preesuro,  ere  the  door  was  closed. 
And  not  yet  wondering  how  they  dared  to  love. 
Your  counsels  are  more  precious  now  than  ever, 
But  aro  they  .  .  pardon  ii  I  err  .  .  the  same  ? 
Taril  is  gaUant,  kind,  the  friend  of  Julian, 
Can  he  be  moro  ?  or  ought  he  t«  be  less  ? 
Alas !  his  faith ! 
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JiUioH.  Is  peace  or  war  ?  Hernando. 

Memtmdo.  0,  neither ;  far  above  it ;  faith  in  God. 

Julia*.  'Tis  Ood's,  not  thine  :  embrace  it  not,  nor  hate  it. 
FncioDa  or  vile,  how  dare  we  seize  that  offering, 
Scatter  it,  apum  it,  in  it*  way  to  heaven. 
Because  we  know  it  not  ?  the  eovran  lord 
Accepts  his  tribute,  mj'rrh  and  frankincense 
From  some,  from  others  penitence  and  prayer  ; 
"Why  intercept  them  from  his  graciouB  hand  ? 
"W^  dash  them  down  ?  why  smite  the  supplicant  ? 

Semando.  'lis  what  they  do. 

Julian,  Avoid  it  thou  the  more. 

If  time  were  left  me,  I  could  hear  woll-pleased 
How  Tarik  fought  up  Calpe's  fabled  ulifF, 
"While  I  pursued  the  friends  of  Don  Eoderigo 
Across  the  plain,  and  drew  fresh  force  from  mine. 
0 !  had  some  other  land,  some  other  cause. 
Invited  him  and  me,  I  then  could  dwell 
On  this  hard  battle  with  unmixt  delight. 

Hernando.  Eternal  is  its  gloiy,  if  the  deed 
Be  not  foi^otten  till  it  be  surpast : 
Huch  praise  by  land,  by  sea  much  more,  he  won. 
For  then  a  Julian  was  not  at  his  side. 
Nor  led  the  van,  nor  awed  the  best  before  ; 
The  whole,  a  mighty  whole,  was  his  alone. 
There  might  be  seen  how  far  he  shone  above 
All  others  of  the  day :  old  Muza  watcht 
From  his  own  shore  the  richly  laden  fieet, 
Hl-orm'd  and  scatter'd,  and  pursued  the  rear 
Beyond  those  rocks  that  bear  St.  Vincent's  name. 
Cutting  the  treasure,  not  the  Btreugth,  away ; 
Valiant,  where  any  prey  lies  ondevonr'd 
In  hostile  creek  or  too  confiding  isle, 
Tarik,  with  his  small  barks,  but  with  such  love 
As  never  chief  from  rugged  sailor  won. 
Smote  their  high  masts  and  swelling  rampires  down, 
And  Cadiz  wept  in  fear  o'er  Trafalgar. 
Who  that  beheld  our  sails  from  off  the  highths. 
Like  the  white  birds,  nor  larger,  tempt  the  gale 
In  sunshine  and  in  shade,  now  almost  touch 
The  solitary  shore,  glance,  turn,  retire. 
Would  think  these  fovely  playmates  oould  portend 
Such  mischief  to  the  world,  such  blood,  such  woe ; 
Could  draw  to  them  from  far  the  peaceful  hinds, 
CuU  the  gay  flower  of  cities,  and  divide 
Friends,  children,  eveiy  bond  of  human  life ; 
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Cuiilt]  dienij)ntt>  whole  families,  could  Rink 
^\'hole  stales  in  ruin,  at  one  hour,  one  blow. 

Julian.  Go,  good  Hernando  ?  who  would  think  thcRe  things  ? 
Say  to  the  valiant  Tank  I  depart 
Forthwith  :  he  knows  not  from  what  heaviness 
Of  soul  I  linger  here ;  I  could  endure 
No  converse,  no  compaBsiou,  no  approach, 
Other  than  thine,  vhom  the  same  cares  improved 
Beneath  my  father's  roof,  my  foster-brother. 
To  brighter  days  and  happier  end,  I  hope; 
In  whose  fidelity  my  own  resides 
With  Tank  and  with  his  compeers  and  chief. 
I  can  not  share  tlie  {^ladnenR  1  excite, 
Yet  shall  our  Tank's  generous  heart  rejoice. 


FOURTH  ACT:  THIRD  SCENE. 
EoiLOXA  tnffr* :  Hebmando  goe*. 

Egiltma.  0  fly  me  not  be<»use  I  am  unhappy. 
Because  I  am  deserted  fly  me  not ; 
It  was  not  so  before,  and  can  it  be 
Ever  from  Julian  ? 

Jtilian.  What  would  Egilona 

That  Julian's  power  with  her  new  lords  can  do  ? 
8urely  her  own  must  there  preponderate. 

JSgiUma.  I  hold  no  suit  to  them.     Bestore,  restore 
Boderigo. 

Julian.       He  no  longer  is  my  prisoner. 

Egiltma.  Escapes  he  then  ? 

Julian.  Escapes  he,  dost  thon  say  ? 

O  I^ona !  what  unworthy  passion  .  . 

^iiona.  Unworthy,  when  I  loved  him,  was  my  passion  ; 
The  passion  that  now  swells  my  heart  is  just. 

Julian.  What  fresh  reproadies  hath  he  merited  ? 

Egilona.  Deep-rooted  hatred  shelters  no  reproach. 
But  whither  is  he  gone? 

Julian.  Far  from  the  walls. 

Egilona.  And  I  knew  nothing  ? 

Julia*.  His  oSeace  was  known 

To  thee  at  least 

EgihM.  Will  it  be  expiated  ? 

Julian.  I  trust  it  will. 

EgiUma.  Tias  withering  calm  consumes  me. 

He  marries  then  CoviUa !  'twas  for  this 
His  people  were  excited  to  rebell. 
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Hie  Bceptre  was  thrown  by,  his 
And  I  .  .  and  I  .  . 
JiUim.  Cease,  EgUi 


Hie  Bceptre  was  thrown  by,  his  tows  were  scom'd, 
And  I  .  .  and  I  . 


Sooner  shalt  thou  to  live  than  I  to  reign. 


FIFTH  ACT  1  F1B8T  8CESE. 

Tent  of  Mttza. 
UuzA.    Tasie.    Abdalazib. 

JfuM.  To  have  first  landed  on  these  shores  appears 
Transcendent  gloiy  to  the  applauded  Tank. 

Ttrii.  Glory,  but  not  transcendent,  it  appears. 
What  might  in  any  other. 

Miaa.  Of  thyself 

AH  this  Toin  boast  P 

Ibrii.  Not  of  myself :  'twas  Julian. 

Against  his  shield  the  refluent  surges  roli'd, 
Vniile  the  sea-breezes  threw  the  arrows  wide, 
And  faintor  cheers  uif;«d  Hie  reluctant  steeds. 

Miaa.  That  Julian,  of  whose  treason  I  have  proofs, 
That  Julian,  who  rejected  my  commands 
Twice,  when  our  mortal  foe  besieged  the  camp. 
And  forced  my  princely  presence  to  his  tent. 

Torik.  Say  rather,  who  without  one  exhortation. 
One  precious  drop  from  true  believer's  vein, 
Marcht,  and  discomfited  our  enemies. 
I  found  in  him  no  treacheiy.     Hernando, 
Who,  little  versed  in  moody  wiles,  is  gone 
To  \%aA  him  hither,  was  by  liim  assign'd 
My  guide,  and  twice  in  doubtful  fight  his  arm 
Protected  me  :  once  on  the  bighths  of  Calpe, 
Once  on  tiie  plain,  when  courtly  iealousies 
Tore  from  the  bravest  and  the  best  his  due, 
And  gave  the  dotard  and  the  coward  command : 
Then  came  Boderigo  forth :  the  front  of  war 
Grew  darker  :  him,  equal  in  chivalry, 
Julian  alone  could  with  success  oppose. 

Abdalatii.  I  doubt  their  worth  who  praise  their  enemies. 

Tarii:.  And  theirs  doubt  I  who  persecute  their  friends. 

J/usd.  Thou  art  in  league  with  him. 

Tarik.  Thou  wert,  by  oaths ; 

I  am  without  them ;  for  his  heart  is  brave. 

Muaa.  Am  I  to  bear  all  this  ? 


.y  Google 


WORKS  OF  LANDOR.  [D 

TariJe.  All  this  and  more ; 

8oon  wilt  thou  see  the  man  whom  thou  host  wronged, 
And  the  keen  hatred  in  thy  breaat  oonceal'd 
Find  its  right  way,  and  eting  thee  to  the  core. 

MusM.  Hath  he  uot  foil'd  us  in  the  field  ?  not  held 
Out  wisdom  to  reproach  ? 

Tarik  Shall  we  abandon 

All  he  hath  left  ub  in  the  eyes  of  men  ? 
8hall  we  again  make  him  our  adversary 
"Whom  we  nave  proved  eo,  long  and  fatally  ? 
If  he  subdue  for  ub  out  enemies, 
ShaJI  we  raise  others,  or,  for  want  of  them, 
Gonvert  him  into  one  against  his  will  ? 


FUTH  ACT !  SECOND  SCENE. 
HEBNAmMi  mtert.     Tasik  emtintut. 
Here  comes  Hernando  from  that  prince  himself. 

Mteta.  Who  scomB,  himself,  to  come. 

Stmando.  The  queen  detains  him. 

Abdalaait.  How!  EgUona? 

Mtaa.  'Twa«  my  wilL 

ThriJe.  At  last 

He  must  be  happy ;  for  ddicious  calm 
Follows  the  fierce  enjoyment  of  revenge. 

Sgmando.  That  calm  was  never  his,  no  other  will  be. 
Thou  kuoweet  not,  and  mayst  thou  never  know. 
How  bitt«r  is  the  tear  that  fiery  shame 
Scourges  and  tortures  from  the  soldier's  eye. 
Whichever  of  theee  bad  reports  be  true, 
He  hides  it  from  all  hearts  to  wring  his  own. 
And  drags  the  heavy  secret  to  the  grave. 
Not  victory  that  o'ershadows  him  sees  he; 
No  airy  and  light  passion  stirs  abroad 
To  ruffle  or  to  soouie  bim ;  all  are  quell'd 
Beneath  a  mightier,  sterner  stress  of  mind : 
Wakeful  he  site,  and  lonely,  and  unmoved. 
Beyond  the  arrows,  vieire,  or  shouts  of  men ; 
Ab  oftentimes  an  eagle,  ere  the  sun 
Throws  o'er  the  varying  earth  his  early  ray, 
Stands  solitary,  stands  uumovahle 
Upon  some  highest  cliff,  and  rolls  his  eye, 
Clear,  constant,  unobservant,  unabased. 
In  the  cold  light  above  the  dews  of  mom. 
e  that  quietness  of  soul 
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"Which  never  but  in  dangler  have  I  seen 
On  his  staid  breast. 

Tarii.  Danger  is  past ;  he  conquers ; 

No  enemy  is  left  him  to  subdue. 

JBemando.  He  sank  not,  while  there  was,  into  himself. 
Now  plainly  see  I  from  his  alter'd  tone, 
He  can  not  hve  much  longer.     Thanks  to  Qod ! 

Tarik.  What !  wisheBt  thou  thy  once  kind  master  dead  ? 
Was  he  not  kind  to  thee,  ungrateful  slave ! 

Sentando.  The  gentlest,  as  the  bravest,  of  mankind. 
Therefore  shall  memory  dwell  more  tranquilly 
With  Julian  once  at  test,  than  friendehip  could, 
Knowing  hiTn  yearn  for  death  with  speeehlese  lore. 
For  his  own  sf^e  I  could  endure  his  loss, 
Pray  for  it,  and  thank  God  ;  yet  mourn  I  must 
Him  above  all,  so  great,  so  bountiful, 
80  blessed  once !  bitterly  must  I  mourn. 
Tia  not  my  solace  that  'tis  his  desire ; 
Of  all  who  pass  us  in  life's  drear  descent 
We  grieve  the  most  for  those  that  wisht  to  die. 
A  f^her  to  UB  all,  he  merited, 
Unhappy  man !  all  a  good  father's  joy 
In  his  own  house,  where  seldom  he  hath  been. 
But,  ever  mindful  of  its  dear  delights. 
He  form'd  one  family  around  him  ever. 

Tarik.  Yes,  we  have  seen  and  known  him.     Let  his  fame 
Befresh  his  friends,  but  let  it  stream  afar, 
Nor  in  the  twilight  of  home-scenes  be  lost. 
He  chose  the  b^,  and  cherisht  them  ;  he  left 
To  self-reproof  the  mutinies  of  vice  ; 
Avarice,  uiat  dwarfs  Ambition's  tone  and  mlett ; 
Envy,  sick  nursling  of  the  court  ;  and  Pride 
That  can  not  bear  his  semblance  nor  himself ; 
And  Malice,  with  blear  visage  half-descried 
Amid  the  shadows  of  her  hialog-place. 

Sertttmio.  What  could  I  not  endure,  0  gallant  man. 
To  hear  him  spoken  of  as  thou  hast  spoken  ! 
Oh !  I  would  almost  be  a  slave  to  him 
Who  calls  me  one. 

Mma.  What !  art  thou  not  ?  begone. 

Tarik.  Beply  not,  brave  Hernando,  but  retire. 
AU  can  revile,  few  only  can  reward. 
Behold  the  meed  our  mighty  chief  bestows ! 
Accept  it,  for  thy  services,  and  mine. 
Uore,  my  bold  Spaniard,  hath  obedience  won 
Than  anger,  even  in  the  ranks  of  war. 
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Hernando.  The  aoldier,  not  &e  Spaniard,  shall  obey.      [^Goei 
Muza  to  Tarii.  Into  our  very  council  biiogest  thou 

Children  of  reprobation  and  perdition  ? 

Darkness  thy  deeds  and  emptiness  thy  speech, 

Such  images  thou  raisest  as  buffoons 

Carry  in  merriment  on  festivals ; 

Nor  worthiness  nor  wisdom  would  display 

To  public  notice  their  deformities, 

Nor  cherish  them  nor  fear  them  ;  why  shouldst  thou  ? 
Tarik.  I  fear  not  them  nor  thee. 


FIFTH  ACT:   THIRD  SCENE. 
EoiLO^A  entere. 

AldataxU.  Advance,  0  queen. 

Now  let  the  turbulence  of  faction  cease. 

Muta.  Whate'er  thy  purpose,  speak,  and  be  oomposod. 

£gihma.  He  goes ;  he  is  afar ;  he  follows  her  ; 
He  leads  her  to  the  altar,  to  the  throne ; 
For,  calm  in  vengeance,  wise  in  wickedness. 
The  traitor  hath  prevail' d,  o'er  him,  o'er  me, 
O'er  you,  the  slaves,  the  dupes,  the  Bcorn,  of  Julian. 
What  hare  I  heard  !  what  have  I  seen ! 

Mwsa.  Proceed. 

Ahi(datit.  And  I  swear  vengeance  on  his  guilty  head 
Who  intercepts  from  thee  the  golden  rays 
Of  eovranty,  who  dares  rescind  thy  rights, 
Who  steals  upon  thy  rest,  and  breathes  around 
Empoison'd  damps  o'er  that  serenity 
Which  leaves  the  world,  and  faintly  lingers  here. 

Mma.  Who  shuns  thee  .  . 

Aithlmu.  Whose  desertion  interdicts 

Homage,  authority,  precedency  ,  , 

Mvaa.  Till  war  shall  rescue  them  .  . 

AhdaUui*.  And  love  restore. 

Egilona.  0  generous  Abdalada !  never !  never ! 
My  enemies  •  .  Julian  alone  remains  ■  . 
The  worst  in  safety,  far  beyond  my  reach. 
Breathe  freely  on  the  summit  of  their  hopes, 
Because  they  never  etopt,  because  they  sprang 
From  crime  to  crime,  and  trampled  down  remorse. 
Oh !  if  her  heart  knew  tenderness  like  mine  ! 
Orant  vengeance  on  the  guilty ;  grant  but  that, 
I  ask  no  more ;  my  hand,  my  crown  is  thine. 
Fulfill  the  justice  of  offended  heaven. 


.y  Google 


COUNT  JULIAN. 


Come  not  in  Tain,  crush  the  rebellious  Grew, 
Crash,  I  implore,  the  indifferent  and  supine. 

JTtna.  Boderigo  thus  escaped  from  Julian's  tent  ? 

£giloiM.  No,  not  escaped,  escorted,  like  b  king. 
The  base  Coyilla  first  pursued  her  way 
On  foot ;  but  after  her  tlie  royal  car, 
Which  bore  me  from  San  Pablo's  to  the  throne, 
Emphr  indeed,  yet  ready  at  her  voice, 
Boll'd  o'er  the  plain  amid  the  carcases 
Of  those  who  fell  in  battle  or  in  flight : 
She,  a  deceiver  still,  to  whate'er  speed 
The  moment  might  incite  her,  ofteu  stopt 
To  mingle  prayers  with  the  departing  breath. 
Improvident !  and  those  with  heavy  wounds 
Qroan'd  bitterly  beneath  her  tottering  knee. 

Tank.  Now,  by  the  clement  aud  the  merciful ! 
The  girl  did  welL    When  I  breathe  out  my  soul, 
Oh  i  if  compassion  give  one  pang  the  more, 
That  pang  be  mine ;  here  be  it,  in  this  land : 
Sncfa  Tomen  are  they  in  this  land  alone. 

£^ilona.  Insulting  man ! 

Muta.  We  shall  confound  him  jvi. 

Say,  and  speak  quickly,  whither  went  the  king  ? 
Thou  kneweet  where  was  Julian. 

Aldaiazu.  I  will  teU 

Without  his  answer :  yes,  my  friends !  yes,  Tank, 
Now  will  I  speak,  nor  thou  for  once  reply. 
There  is,  I  hear,  a  poor  half-ruined  cell 
In  Xerea,  whither  few  indeed  reeort, 
Green  are  the  waUs  within,  green  is  the  floor 
And  slippery  from  disuse  ;  for  christian  feet 
Avoid  it,  as  half-holy,  half-aeeurst. 
Still  in  its  dark  recess  fanatic  Sin 
Abases  to  the  ground  his  tangled  hair. 
And  servile  scoui^ee  and  reluctant  groans 
Boll  o'er  the  vault  uninterruptedly, 
Till  (such  the  natural  stillness  of  the  place) 
The  vety  tear  upon  the  damps  below 
Drops  audible,  and  the  heart's  throb  replies. 
There  is  the  idol  maid  of  christian  cree^ 
And  taUer  images  whose  history 
I  know  not  nor  inquired.     A  scene  of  blood. 
Of  resignation  amid  mortal  pangs, 
And  ot£er  things  exceeding  all  belief. 
Hither  the  aged  Opas  of  Seville 
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Walkt  slowly,  and  behind  him  wa«  a  man 
Barefooted,  bruieed,  dejected,  oomfortless, 
In  aocbclolii ;  the  irhite  ashes  on  his  head 
Dropt  aa  he  emote  his  breaat ;  he  ^ther'd  up, 
Beplaced  them  all,  groan'd  deeply,  lookt  to  heaven. 
And  held  them  like  a  treasure  with  claapt  hands. 

£gil<ma.  0 !  iras  Boderigo  bo  abated  ? 

Mieta.  "Twas  he. 

Now,  Egilona,  judge  between  your  friends 
And  enemies  :  behold  what  wretches  brought 
The  king,  thy  lord,  Boderigo,  to  disgrace. 

EgUana.  He  merited  .  .  but  not  frran  them  .  .  from  me 
This,  and  much  worse :  had  I  inflicted  it, 
I  had  rejoiced  .  .  at  what  I  ill  endure. 

Jfuta.  For  thee,  for  thee  alone,  we  wisht  bim  here, 
But  other  bands  teleast  him. 

Abdaimi*.  With  what  aim 


Will  soon  appear  to  those  discerning  eyei 

Hgilma.  I  pray  thee,  tetl  what  past  unoi  tnat  nour. 
AhdaUaii.  Few  words,  and  indistinct :  repentant  sobs 


FUl'd  the  whole  space  ;  the  taper  in  his  hand, 
LightiBg  two  small  dim  lamps  before  the  altar. 
He  gave  to  Opas ;  at  the  idol's  feet 
He  taid  his  crown,  and  wiped  his  tears  away. 
The  crown  reverts  not,  but  the  tears  return. 

EgUona.  Yea,  Abdalazis !  soon,  abundantly. 
If  he  had  only  call'd  upon  my  name, 
Seeking  my  pardon  ere  he  lookt  to  heaven's, 
I  could  have  ,  .  no  !  he  thought  not  once  on  me  \ 
Never  shall  he  find  peace  or  confidence  ; 
I  will  rely  on  fortune  and  on  thee. 
Nor  fear  my  future  lot :  sure,  Abdalazis, 
A  fall  so  great  can  never  hap]ien  twice, 
Nor  man  agun  be  faithless,  like  Boderigo. 

AhdaUait.  Faithless  he  may  be  still,  never  so  faithless. 
Fwnter  must  be  the  charms,  remote  the  days, 
When  memoTy  and  dread  example  die. 
When  love  and  terror  thrill  the  heart  no  more. 
And  £gilona  is  hereelf  forgotten. 

FIFTH  ACT:   FOURTH  SCENE. 
JiTUAiT  mUrt. 
Tarik.  Turn,  and  behold  him !  who  is  now  confounded  ? 
Ye  who  awaited  him,  where  are  ye  ?  speak. 
Is  some  close  comet  blazing  o'er  your  tents? 
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Muza!  AbdaUzU!  princea!  ocmqueronl 
Snnuium,  inteiTag^te,  command,  oondemn. 

Mtaa.  Justly,  Don  Julian  .  .  but  respect  for  rank 
AUays  resentment,  nor  interrogatee 
"Without  due  form  .  .  jostly  may  we  accuse 
Thia  absence  from  our  ooundls,  from  our  camp; 
This  lonelineee  in  vhich  we  atill  remain 
"Who  came  invited  to  redress  your  wrongs. 
Where  is  the  ting? 

JtUian.  The  people  must  decide. 

Jfun.  Imperfectly,  I  hope,  I  understand 
Those  words,  unworthy  of  tby  birth  and  age. 

Jtdian.  0  chieftain,  such  have  been  our  Gothic  laws. 

Mtaa.  Who  then  amid  such  turbulence  is  safe  ? 

Julian.  He  who  observes  tbem  :  'tia  no  turbulence, 
It  violates  no  peace :  'tis  surely  worth 
A  voice,  a  breath  of  air,  tb]}B  to  create 
By  their  high  will  the  man,  form'd  after  them 
In  their  own  image,  vested  with  their  power, 
To  whom  they  trust  their  freedom  and  their  lives. 

Muaa.  They  trust !  the  people !  God  assigns  the  charge), 
Kings  open  but  the  book  of  destiny 
And  read  their  names ;  all  that  remains  for  them 
The  mystic  hand  from  time  to  time  re\'eala. 
Worst  of  idolaters !  idolater 
Of  that  refeactory  and  craving  beast 
Whose  den  is  in  the  city,  at  thy  hand 
I  claim  our  common  enemy,  the  king. 

JviioK.  Sacred  from  jnstice  then  1  but  not  from  malice ! 

Tarilc.  Surrender  him,  my  friend :  be  siire  his  pains 
Will  not  be  Boften'd. 

JvlioH.  'Tis  beyond  my  power. 

Tbrik,  To-morrow  .  .  if  in  any  distant  fort 
He  lies  to-night :  send  after  him. 

Jtilim.  My  faith 

Is  plighted,  and  he  lives  .  .  no  prisoner. 

^3ona.  I  knew  the  truth. 

AbiaUoM  {t«  JuUAs).  Now,  Tank,  bear  and  judge. 
Was  he  not  m  thy  camp?  and  in  disguise? 

Tarit.  No :  I  will  answer  thee. 

JAcM.  Audacious  man ! 

Had  not  the  Ealif  Walid  placed  thee  here. 
Chains  and  a  traitor's  deaUi  should  be  thy  doom. 
Speak,  Abdalazis !  Egilona,  speak. 
Were  je  not  present  ?  was  not  I  myself  ? 
And  aided  nut  this  Julian  his  escape  ? 
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Julian.  'Tia  true. 

Tarik.  Away  then  friendship!  to  thy  fate 

I  leave  thee :  thou  hast  nmder'd  Muza  just, 
He  hoetUe  to  thee.     Who  is  safe  ?  a  man 
Arm'd  with  such  power  and  with  euch  perfidy ! 

Julian.  Stay,  Tarik!  hear  me;  for  to  thee  alone 
"Would  I  reply. 

Tarik.  Thou  haet  replied  already.  [  Goes. 

Ifuta.  We,  who  were  enemies,  would  not  inquire 
Too  narrowly  what  reasons  urged  thy  wrath 
Afi^ainBt  thy  sovran  lord :  beneath  his  flag 
The  Chrietiana  first  assail'd  us  from  these  shores, 
And  we  seiz'd  gladly  the  first  aid  we  found 
To  quell  a  wealthy  and  a  xrarlike  king. 
We  never  held  to  thee  the  vain  pretence 
That  'twas  thy  quarrel  our  brave  youth  espoused, 
Thine,  who  hast  wrought  ua  much  diagraee  and  woo. 
From  perils  and  from  losses  here  we  rest 
And  drink  of  the  fresh  fountain  at  our  feet, 
Not  niadly  following  auch  illusive  streams 
As  overspread  the  di/zy  wilderness, 
And  vanish  from  the  thirst  they  have  seduced. 
Ours  was  the  enterprise,  the  laid  is  ouxs. 
What  gain  we  by  our  toils,  if  he  escape 
Whom  we  came  hither  solely  to  subdue  ? 

Julian.  Is  there  no  gain  to  Uve  in  amity  ? 

Miaa.  The  gain  of  traf&ckers  and  idle  men ; 
Courage  and  zeal  expire  upon  such  calms. 
Farther,  what  amity  oan  Uoors  expect 
Whm  you  have  joined  your  forces  P 

Julian.  From  the  hour 

That  he  was  vanquisht,  I  have  laid  aside 
All  power,  all  arms. 

Miaa.  Hot  can  ve  trust  thee,  once 

Deceived,  and  oftener  than  this  once  despised  ? 
Thou  earnest  hither  with  no  other  aim 
Than  to  deprive  Boderigo  of  his  crovn 
For  thy  own  brow. 

Egihna.  Julian,  base  man,  'tia  true. 

He  cornea  a  prince,  no  warrior,  at  this  hour. 

Muza.  His  sword,  0  queen,  would  not  avail  him  now. 

Ahdalam.  Julian,  I  feel  less  anger  than  regret. 
No  violence  of  speech,  no  obloquy. 
No  accusation  shall  escape  my  lips : 
Need  there  is  none,  nor  reason,  to  avoid 
My  questions ;  if  thou  value  truth,  reply. 
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Hath  not  Boderigo  left  the  tonii  and  cam))  ? 
Hath  not  thy  daughter  f 

Egiltma.  Fast  the  little  brook 

Toward  the  Betis.    From  a  tower  I  saw 
The  fugitlyeB,  far  on  Ihrir  way;  they  went 
Over  one  bridge,  each  with  ann'd  men  .  .  not  hnlf 
A  league  of  road  between  them  .  .  and  had  join'd, 
But  that  the  olive-grovee  along  the  path 
Conceal'd  them  from  each  other,  not  from  me : 
Beneath  me  the  whole  level  I  survey'd, 
And,  when  my  eyee  no  longer  could  discern 
"Which  track  they  took,  I  knew  it  from  the  storku 
Eiaing  in  clouds  above  the  reedy  plain. 

Mma.  I>eny  it,  if  thou  canst. 

Julian.  I  order'd  it. 

Aidalazit.  None  could  beeide.    Lo !  things  in  such  a  maan 
Falling  together  on  observant  minds, 
Create  suspicion  and  establish  proof : 
Wanted  there  fresh  .  ,  why  not  employ  our  arms  ? 
"Why  go  alone  ? 

Mtaa.  To  parley,  to  conspire. 

To  reunite  the  Spaniards,  which  we  saw. 
To  give  up  treaties,  close  up  enmities. 
And  ratify  the  deed  with  Moorish  blood. 

Jviian.  Gladly  would  Spain  procure  your  safe  return. 
Gladly  would  pay  laige  treasures  for  the  aid 
Tou  brought  against  oppression. 

Mma  Fay  she  shall 

The  treasures  of  her  soil,  her  ports,  her  youth : 
If  she  resist,  if  she  tumultuously 
Call  forth  her  brigands  and  we  lose  a  man, 
Dreadful  shall  be  our  justice ;  war  shall  rage 
Through  every  city,  hamlet,  house,  and  fietl. 
And,  universal  o'er  the  gasping  land. 
Depopulation. 

Jtuun.  They  shall  rue  the  day 

Who  dare  these  things. 

Mma.  Let  order  then  prevail. 

In  vain  thou  sendest  far  away  thy  child. 
Thy  counsellor  the  metropolitan, 
And  Sisahert :  prudence  is  mine  no  lens. 
Divide  with  us  our  conquests,  but  the  king 
Uuet  be  deliver'd  up. 

Julian.  Never  by  me. 

Mum.  False  then  were  thy  reproaches,  false  thy  grief. 

Julian.  OEplona!  were  thiue  also  foigii'dV 
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AhdaltaU.  Say,  lovely  queen,  neglectful  of  thy  dianna 
Tum'd  he  his  ejea  toward  the  young  Covilla? 
Did  he  pursue  her  to  the  mad  excesB 
Of  breaking  off  her  vows  to  Sisabert, 
And  marking  her,  against  the  Christian  law  ? 

Muta.  Did  he  prefer  bo  ? 

AbialatM.  Could  he  prefer 

Tol^ona  .  . 

Eg*[ona.         Her!  the  chHd  OovilLi ? 
Eternal  hider  of  a  foolish  face, 
Incapable  of  anything  but  shame, 
Tome?  old  man!  tome?  0  Abdol&zia! 
No :  he  but  follow'd  with  slow  pace  my  hate. 
And  can  not  pride  check  these  unseemly  tears.  [ffoM. 

Mvia.  The  most  offended,  an  offended  woman, 
A  wife,  a  queeu,  ie  silent  on  the  deed. 

Abdalatu.  Thou  disingenuous  and  ignoble  man, 
Spreading  thene  rumoura  !  sending  into  exile 
AJl  those  their  blighting  influence  injured  most: 
And  whom  ?  thy  daughter  and  adopted  son, 
The  chieftains  of  thy  laws  and  of  thy  faith. 
Call  any  witnesses,  proclaim  the  truth. 
And  set  at  last  thy  heart,  thy  fame,  at  rest. 

Julian.  Not,  if  I  purposed  or  de«red  to  lire, 
My  own  dishonour  would  I  e'er  proclaim 
Aiaid  vindictive  and  reviling  foes. 

Musa.  Calling  us  foes,  avows  he  not  his  guilt  ? 
Condemns  he  not  the  action  we  condemn, 
Owning  it  his,  and  owning  it  dishonour  ? 
'Tis  well  my  cares  prest  forward,  and  struck  home. 

Julian.  Why  amOest  thou  ?  I  never  saw  that  smile 
But  it  portended  an  atrocious  deed. 

Mtaa.  After  our  manifold  and  stem  assaults. 
With  eveiy  tower  and  battlement  deetroy'd, 
The  walls  of  Ceuta  still  were  strong  enough  .  . 

Julian.  For  what  ?  who  boasted  now  her  brave  defence, 
Or  who  forbad  your  entrance  after  peace  ? 

Mum.  None  :  for  who  could?  their  engines  now  arose 
To  throw  thy  sons  into  the  anus  of  death. 
For  this  erect  they  their  proud  crests  again. 
Mark  him  at  last  turn  pale  before  a  Moor. 

Julian.  Imprudent  have  they  been,  their  youth  shall  plead. 

Abdaiazis.  O  father!  could  they  not  have  been  detain  d? 

Jftud.  Son,  thou  art  safe,  and  wert  not  while  they  lived. 

Ahdahmin.  I  fear'd  them  not. 

Mtaa.  And  therefore  wert  not  safe  : 
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Under  their  star  the  blooming  Ec;ilons 
Would  watch  for  thee  Uie  nuptial  lamp  in  vain. 

Julian.  Never,  oh  never,  bast  thou  workt  a  wile 
So  barren  of  all  good !     Speak  out  at  once. 
What  hopest  thou  by  strikinK  this  alarm  ? 
It  ahocks  my  reason,  not  my  fears  or  fondness. 

MvMa.  Be  happy  Uten  aa  ignoruKse  can  be; 
Soon  wilt  thou  near  it  shouted  from,  our  rankn. 
Those  who  once  hurl'd  defiance  o'er  our  heads, 
Sooming  our  arms,  and  scoffing  at  our  faith. 
The  nightly  wolf  hath  visited,  unscared. 
And  loathed  them  as  her  prey;  for  famine  first, 
Achieving  in  few  days  the  boast  of  years, 
San^  their  young  eyes  and  open'd  us  the  gates : 
Oeuta,  her  port,  ner  citadel,  is  ours. 

Julian.  Sleet  boys  \  inhuman  as  thou  art,  what  guilt 
Was  theirs  ? 

Mioa.        Their  father's. 

i/u/iox.  0  support  me,  Heaven ! 

Against  this  blow !  all  others  I  have  borne. 
Ennenegild!  thou  mightest,  sure,  have  lived! 
A  Other's  name  awoke  no  dread  nf  thee ! 
Only  thy  mother's  early  bloom  was  thine  ! 
There  dwelt  on  Julian's  brow  .  .  thine  was  serene  .  . 
.    The  brighten'd  clouds  of  elevated  souls, 

Fear'd  by  the  most  below:  those  who  lookt  up 
Saw  at  their  season  in  clear  signs  advance 
Sapturous  valour,  calm  solicitude, 
All  that  impatient  youth  would  press  from  age. 
Or  sparing  a^  sini  and  detract  from  youth : 
Hence  was  his  fall !  my  hope !  myself !  my  Julian  ! 
Alas !  I  boasted  .  .  but  I  thought  on  him. 
Inheritor  of  all  ..  all  what  ?  my  wrongs  .  . 
Follower  of  me  .  .  and  whither  ?  to  the  prave  ,  , 
Ah  BO :  it  should  have  been  so  years  far  hence ! 
Him  at  this  moment  I  could  pity  most, 
But  I  most  prided  in  him ;  now  I  know 
I  loved  a  name,  I  doated  on  a  shade. 
Sons !  I  approach  the  mansions  of  the  just, 
And  my  arms  clasp  you  in  the  same  embrace. 
Where  none  shall  sever  you  .  .  and  do  I  weep ! 
And  do  they  triumph  o'er  my  tenderness ! 
I  had  forgotten  my  inveterate  foes 
Everywhere  nigh  me,  I  had  h^  fora;otten 
Your  very  murderers,  while  I  thought  on  you : 
For,  0  my  children,  ye  fill  all  the  space 
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My  soul  ^roiild  wtuider  o'er  .  .  0  bounteouB  heaven ! 

There  is  a  preeence,  if  the  well-beloved 

Be  torn  bom  us  by  human  violence, 

More  intimate,  pervading,  and  complete. 

Than  when  they  lived  and  spoke  like  other  men  ; 

And  their  pale  images  are  our  support 

When  reason  sinks,  or  threatens  to  desert  us. 

I  weep  no  more  .  .  pity  and  exultation 

Sway  and  console  me  :  are  they  .  .  no !  .  .  both  dead  ? 

Mwa.  Ay,  and  unsepulchred. 

JtUian.  Nor  wept  nor  seen 

By  any  kindred  and  f ar-followinp;  eye  ? 

^uxa.  Their  mother  saw  tliem,  if  not  dead,  expire. 

Julian.  0  cruelty  . .  to  them  indeed  the  least ! 
My  children,  ye  are  happy  .  .  ye  have  lived 
Of  heart  unconquer'd,  honour  unimpair'd. 
And  died,  true  Spaniards,  loyal  to  the  last. 

Miaa.  Away  with  him. 

Julian.  Slaves  !  not  before  I  lift 

My  voice  to  heaven  and  man :  though  enemies 
Surround  me,  and  none  else,  yet  other  men 
And  other  times  shall  h^r  :  the  agony 
Of  an  opprest  and  of  a  buTBting  heart 
No  violence  can  silence  ;  at  its  voice 
The  trumpet  is  o'erpower'd,  and  glory  mute, 
And  peace  and  war  hide  all  their  charms  alike. 
Surely  the  guests  and  ministera  of  heaven 
Scatter  it  forth  through  ail  the  elements, 
So  suddenly,  so  widely,  it  extends. 
So  fearfully  men  breathe  it,  shuddering 
To  ask  or  fancy  how  it  first  arose. 

Mtna.  Yea,  they  shall  shudder  :  hut  will  that,  henceforth. 
Molest  my  privacy,  or  shake  my  power  ? 

Julian.  Gtuilt  hath  pavilions,  but  no  privacy. 
The  very  engine  of  his  hatred  checks 
The  torturer  in  his  transport  of  revenge. 
Which,  while  it  swells  his  bosom,  shakes  his  power, 
And  raises  friends  to  his  worst  enemy. 

Mma.  'Where  now  are  thine  ?  wiU  they  not  curse  the  day 
That  gave  thee  birth,  and  hiss  thy  funeral  t 
Thou  hast  left  none  who  could  have  pitied  thee. 

Julian.  Many,  nor  those  alone  of  tenderer  moilld. 
For  me  will  weep ;  many,  alas,  through  me ! 
Already  I  behold  my  funeral ; 
The  turbid  cities  wave  and  swell  with  it. 
And  wrongs  are  lost  in  that  day's  pageantry : 
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Oppreat  and  desulato,  the  oountiynuui 

Keceives  it  like  a  gift ;  lie  hastens  home, 

Shows  where  the  hoof  of  Moorish  horse  laid  waste 

His  narrow  croft  and  winter  garden-plot, 

Bweetens  with  fallen  pride  his  children's  lore. 

And  points  their  hatred,  but  applauds  their  tears. 

Justice,  who  came  not  up  to  us  through  life. 

Loves  to  survey  our  likeness  on  our  tombs, 

When  rivalry,  malevolence,  and  wrath. 

And  everr  passion  that  once  etorm'd  around, 

Is  calm  alike  without  them  as  within. 

Our  very  chains  make  the  whole  world  our  own. 

Bind  those  to  tw  who  else  had  past  us  by. 

Those  at  whose  call,  brought  down  to  us,  the  light 

Of  future  ages  lives  upon  our  name. 

Muta.  I  may  accelerate  that  meteor's  fall, 
And  quench  that  idle  ineffectual  light. 
Without  the  knowledge  of  thy  distant  world. 

Julian.  My  world  and  thine  are  not  that  distant  one. 
Is  age  less  wise,  lees  merciful,  than  grief, 
To  keep  this  secret  from  thee,  poor  old  man  t 
Thou  canst  not  lessen,  canst  not  aggravate 
My  sufferings,  canst  not  shorten  or  extend 
Half  a  ewora's  length  between  my  Ood  and  me. 
I  thank  thee  for  that  better  thought  than  fame. 
Which  none  however,  who  deserve,  daspise. 
Nor  lose  from  view  till  all  things  else  are  lost. 

Ahdalaui.  Julian,  respect  his  age,  regard  his  power. 
Many  who  fear'd  not  death,  have  dr^igg'd  along 
A  pitoous  life  in  darkness  and  in  chains. 
Never  was  man  so  full  of  wretchedness 
But  something  mar  be  suffered  after  all, 
Perhaps  in  what  chngs  round  his  breast  and  helps 
To  keep  the  ruin  up,  which  he  amid 
His  agony  and  frenzy  overlooks, 
But  droops  upon  at  last,  and  clasps,  and  dies. 

Julian.  Almough  a  Muza  send  far  underground. 
Into  the  quarry  whence  the  palace  rose, 
His  mangled  prey,  climes  aben  and  remote 
Mark  and  record  the  pang.     While  overhead 
Perhaps  he  paaeee  on  his  favourite  steed. 
Less  heedful  of  the  misery  he  inflicts 
Than  of  the  expiring  sparkle  from  a  st«ne. 
Yet  we,  alive  or  de^  have  fellow-men 
If  ever  we  have  served  them,  who  collect 
From  prisons  and  from  dungeons  o 
vol,  vn.  H 
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And  bear  them  in  their  bo§om  to  their  eons. 

Man's  only  relics  are  his  b^iefits ; 

Theee,  be  there  ages,  be  there  worlds,  between, 

Hetain  ^im  in  communion  with  his  kind : 

Hence  is  our  stdoce,  our  security, 

Our  Gustenance,  till  heavenly  truth  descends, 

Corerin^  with  brightness  and  beatitude 

The  fraU  foundatians  of  these  humbler  hopea, 

And,  like  an  angel  gnidiuK  ub,  at  once 

Leaves  the  loose  chsjn  and  iron  gate  behind. 

Mma.  Take  thou  my  justice  Siet,  then  h(^  for  theirs. 
I,  who  can  bend  the  living  to  my  will. 
Fear  not  the  dead,  and  court  not  the  unborn : 
Their  arm  will  never  reach  me,  nor  shall  thine. 

AhdaUais.  Pity,  release  him,  pardon  him,  my  father ! 
Forget  how  mu<^  thou  hatest  perfidy. 
Think  of  him,  once  so  potent,  still  so  brave, 
So  calm.,  so  aelf-d^iendent  in  distress, 
I  marvel  at  him :  hardly  dare  I  blame 
When  I  behold  him  faUen  from  so  high, 
And  BO  exalted  after  such  a  falL 
Mighty  must  that  man  be,  who  can  forgive 
A  man  so  mighty ;  seize  die  hour  to  rise. 
Another  never  comes :  0  say,  my  father ! 
Say,  "  Julian,  be  my  enemy  no  more." 
He  fills  me  with  a  greater  awe  than  e'er 
The  field  of  battle,  with  himself  the  first, 
When  every  flag  that  waved  along  our  host 
Droopt  down  the  staff,  as  if  the  very  winds 
Hung  in  suspense  before  him.    Bid  him  go 
And  peace  be  with  him,  or  let  me  depart. 
Lo !  hke  a  god,  sole  and  inscrutable. 
He  stands  above  our  pity. 

Julian.  For  that  wish  .  . 

Yain  as  it  is,  'tis  virtuous  . .  0,  for  that, 
However  wrong  thy  censure  and  thy  praise, 
Kind  Abdalazis  !  mayst  thou  never  feel 
The  rancour  that  consumes  thy  father's  breast, 
Nor  want  the  pity  thou  hast  sought  for  mine  ! 

Muta.  Now  nafit  thou  seal'd  thy  doom. 

JuHan.  And  thou  thy  crimes. 

Ahdalmii.  0  father !  heed  him  not:  those  evil  words. 
Iieave  neither  blight  nor  blemish :  let  him  go. 

Jfma.  A  boy,  a  very  boy  art  thou  indeed! 
One  who  in  early  day  would  sally  out 
To  chase  the  lion,  and  would  call  it  sport. 
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But,  when  more  vary  steps  had  closed  him  round. 
Slink  from  the  ciiole,  drop  the  toils,  and  hlench 
Like  a  lithe  plant  from  under  snow  in  spring. 

AhSaloM.  He  who  ne'er  ehnuk  from  dcmger,  might  ahriuk 
now, 
And  ignominy  would  not  follow  here. 

Mvxa.  Peace,  Abdalazis !    How  is  this  ?  he  bears 
Nothing  that  warrants  him  invuhierable : 
Shall  I  then  shrink  to  smite  him  f  shall  my  f  ears 
Be  greatest  at  the  blow  that  ends  them  all  ? 
Fears?  no!  'tis  justice,  fair,  immutable, 
AVhose  measured  step  at  times  advancing  nigh 
Appalls  the  majeBty  of  kings  themselves. 
0  were  he  dead  !  though  then  revenge  were  o'er ! ' 


FIFTH  ACT:  FIFTH  SCENE. 

Officer.  Thy  wife.  Count  Julian  ! 

•fZlian.  Bpeak '. 

Ojfieer.  Is  dead. 

Julian.  Adieu 

Earth  !  and  the  humblest  of  all  earthly  hopes, 
To  hear  of  comfort,  though  to  find  it  vain. 
Thou  murderer  of  the  hapless  !  shame  of  man  ! 
Shame  of  thy  own  base  nature  !  'tis  an  act 
He  who  could  perpetrat«  could  not  avow, 
Stain'd,  as  he  boasts  to  be,  with  innocent  blood, 
Deaf  to  reproach  and  blind  to  retribution. 

Officer.  Julian !  be  just ;  'twill  make  thee  less  unhappy. 
Grief  was  her  end :  she  held  her  yoimger  boy 
And  wept  upon  his  cheek ;  his  n^ed  breast 
fiy  recent  death  now  hardening  and  inert, 
SUpt  from  her  knee ;  again  with  frantic  grasp 
She  caught  it,  and  it  weigh'd  her  to  the  ground : 
There  lay  the  dead. 

Julian.  She  ? 

Officer.  And  the  youth  her  son. 

Julian.  Seceive  them  to  thy  peace,  eternal  God  1 
0  soother  of  my  hours,  while  I  beheld 
The  light  of  day,  and  thine !  adieu,  adieu ! 
And,  my  Covilla  !  dost  thou  yet  survive  ? 
Yes,  my  lost  child,  thou  livest  yet  .  .  in  shame ! 
0  agony,  past  ntterajice !  past  thought ! 
That  throweet  death,  ss  some  light  idle  thing, 
"With  all  ita  terrors,  into  dust  and  air, 
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I  will  endnie  thee ;  I,  vliom  heaven  ordoin'd 
ThoB  to  have  serr'd  beneath  my  enetniee, 
Their  conqueror,  thu«  to  hare  revisited 
My  native  land  with  vengeance  and  with  woe. 
Henceforward  ehall  she  recogiuBe  her  aons, 
Impatient  of  oppreesion  or  disgrace, 
Ana  rescue  them,  or  perish  ;  let  her  hold 
This  compact,  written  with  her  blood  and  mine. 
Now  follow  me :  but  tremble  ;  years  ehaU  roll 
And  wars  rage  on,  and  Spain  at  last  be  free. 
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ANDREA    OF   HUNGARY,  GIOVANNA  OF   NAPLES, 
AND  FRA  RUPERT:   A  TRILOGY. 


ANDEEA  OF  HUNQAEY. 

CHAEUCTEB8. 
Akdbka.  Fua  BuFHitT.  Cakaccioll  CxajirrA.  Boccaci-io.  Maximik,  a 
IMdier.  Klapivkatu,  Z[KQa,  PwtH,  HungariaH  Ofireri.  Paul  Gahcbenlki, 
■  Ptataat.  GlOTAMHA,  Qtitfn,  SaKCia,  Quern  'ftoicagir.  UaEIA,  Sitter  of 
GiBtanna.  Makia  or  Bicui,  Balf-titltr.  Fiamicrta.  Filippa,  Fuilir-timthtr. 
frntoKlLLA,  B  Ftatanl. 

PBOLOQDE. 
My  vena  vai  for  thine  ojtm  klooe. 

Alone  by  them  vu  it  lepaid  ; 
And  still  Uiine  Bar  records  the  tone 

Of  th7  grey  miiKtrel,  thoi^htful  nuud '. 
Amid  the  pomps  of  i^;al  itato, 

Wbera  thou,  0  Roso !  art  oaU'd  to  moTe, 
Thee  only  Virtue  can  slal^, 

She  only  guide  thy  itepi  to  Love. 
Somstimes,  vhen  dark  ii  each  laloon. 
Dirk  every  lamp  thut  crown'd  the  Seine, 


Memory  hnngs  low  Ami 


>ry  hnngs  low  Amalli  a  moon 
1  lights  tbee  o'er  iiatenio'a  pldn. 


And  lights  tbee 
And  onward,  where  OioTanna  bote 

Keen  anguish  from  eoTenoni'd  tooKnes : 
Her  fame  my  pages  shall  restnie, 

Thy  pity  shall  requite  her  wrongs. 

ACT  I. 

BCBNB  I.     PALACE  AT  HAFLEa. 

Amdbea  and  Giovanka. 
Andrea.  TVhat  say  you  now,  Oiovaima !  shall  we  go 
And  cooquer  France  ?    HeiglioP    I  am  sadly  idle ; 
Sly  mighty  mind  wants  full  actlTity. 
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Giotanna.  Amlrea!  be  coiit«iited ;  stay  at  home; 
Conquer?  you've  conquer'd  me. 

Andrea.  Ah  rebel  queen ! 
I  donbt  it :  we  bavo  had  var  first,  bowever, 
And  parleys,  and  all  tbat. 

Giotantta.  You  might  have  more 
Before  you  conquer  the  strong  cities  there. 

Andrea.  England,  they  tell  me,  hath  as  much  of  France 
Ah  France  bath.     Some  imagine  that  Frovenza 
Ih  half-and-half  Frenob  land.     How  this  may  be 
t  cau  not  tell ;  I  am  no  theologian, 
(riovanna  .  .  in  your  ear  .  .  I  have  a  mind 
To  ride  to  Paris,  and  salute  the  king, 
And  pull  him  by  tbo  beard,  and  mase  him  fight. 

Oioranna.  Know  tbat  French  beards  have  etlffer  hairs  than 
German,* 
And  crackle  into  flame  at  &e  first  touch. 

Andrea.  'Sblood!  like  black  cats  !     But  only  in  tlie  dark  ? 

Giocanna.   By  night  or  day,  in  city  or  in  field. 

Andrea.  I  never  know  it :  let  the  Uevil  lug  them 
Tor  me  then !  thoy  are  fitter  for  his  fist. 
Sure,  of  all  idle  dayn  the  marriage-day 
Is  idlest :  even  the  common  people  run 
About  the  etreett),  not  knowing  what  to  do. 
As  if  they  came  from  wedding  too,  poor  souls ! 
This  fancy  set  me  upon  conquering  France. 

Gioranna.  And  one  hour  only  after  we  are  united  ? 


Maxia  eitiert. 
Andrea.  Maria!  where  are  you  for  ?     France  or  Naples  ? 
She  heard,  she  smiled  .  .  Here's  whispering  .  .  This  won't  do  .  . 
[  Goinn ;  bnt  sfepi,  pariffd. 
She  may  have  secrets  .  .  they  all  have  .  .  I'll  leave  'em.    [Om*. 
Gimanna.  Uusifiterly!  unfriendly! 
Maria.  Peace!  Gioi'anna! 
Gioranna.  That  word  has  sign'd  it.     I  have  sworn  to  lovi- 

Jfaria.  Ah,  what  a  vow ! 
Gioranna.  The  hnnlcr  to  perform 
The  greater  were  the  glory :  I  will  earn  it. 
Maria.  How  can  we  love  .  . 
Gioranna  {interniptiag).  Mainly,  by  hearing  none 
•  Ilnngirj-  anj  German}-  \iem  hoitile. 
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Decry  the  object ;  tben,  by  cberishing 
The  good  we  see  in  it,  and  orerlookinff 
"Wliat  is  lesB  pleasant  in  the  patha  of  Hfe. 
All  have  some  virtue  if  we  leave  it  them 
la  peace  and  quiet ;  aU  may  lose  Bome  part 
By  sifting  too  minutely  bad  and  good. 
The  tenderer  and  the  timider  of  creaturea 
Often  deeert  the  brood  that  has  been  handled 
And  tum'd  about,  or  indiscreetly  tookt  at. 
The  slightest  touches,  touching  constantly. 
Irritate  and  inflame. 

Maria.  QioTazma  mine ! 
These  rhetorio-roees  are  suraemely  sweet, 
But  hold !  the  jar  is  fuH    I  proraiBe  you 
I  will  not  steal  up  with  a  mind  to  snatch, 
Or  pry  too  dosely  where  you  tdd  me  not . . 
But  for  the  nest  yon  talk  about . . 

GiovaHna.  For  shame  I 
Whatnestf 

Maria.  That  nest  your  blushee  gleam  upon. 
0 !  I  will  watfih  ea<^  twig,  each  feather  there, 
And,  if  my  turning,  tossing,  hug^^ng,  does  it. 
Woe  to  Oiovanna's  little  bird,  say  I. 

Giovarata.  Seriously,  my  sweet  sister ! 

Maria  (intarmptiitg).  Seriously 
Indeed !    What  briars  ere  we  come  to  that ! 

Oiovantui.  I  am  accustom'd  to  Andrea's  ways, 
And  see  much  good  in  him. 

Maria.  I  see  it  too. 

Oiormtna.  Fix  upon  that  your  eyes ;  they  will  grow  brighter, 
Uaria,  for  each  beauty  they  disoorer. 

8cehb  m.    ahotheb  kooh  en  thb  falacs. 
Akdkea,  Fba  Bttpsbt. 

Andr«a.  Well  met  again,  Fra  Rupert !    Why  not,  though 
At  church  with  us  ?     By  this  humihty 
Yon  lost  the  prettiest  sight  that  ever  was. 

Fra  Rupert.  I  know  what  such  sights  are. 

Andrea.  What? 

/Va  Rupert.  Vanity. 

Andrea.  Exact  the  thing  that  everybody  likes. 

Fra  Rupert.  Tou  young  and  heedless ! 

Andrea.  We  pass  lightly  over. 
And  run  on  merrily  quite  to  the  end ; 
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The  graver  stumble,  bi«ak  their  kneea,  and  curse  it : 

Whim  are  the  wiser  ?    Had  you  seen  the  churdi ! 

The  finest  lady  ever  drest  for  court 

A  week-day  peasant  to  her !     By  to-morrow 

There's  not  a  teg  of  all  the  crowd  in  Naples 

But  will  stand  rtifi  and  ache  with  this  day's  tiptoe  ; 

There's  not  a  throat  will  drop  its  paste-tape  down 

Without  some  soreness  from  such  roaring  cheers ; 

There's  not  a  husband  but  whose  ears  will  tingle 

Under  his  consort's  claw  this  blessed  night 

For  sighing  "  What  an  angel  is  Qiovanna!  " 

Fra  Rupert.  Go,  go  !     1  can  not  hear  such  ribaldry. 

Andrea.  Bather  ^ould  you  have  heard,  as  there  you  might, 
Quarrelsome  blunder-headed  drums,  o'erpower'd 
By  petting  cymbals ;  then  complaining  flutes, 
Aiid  boy-voiced  fifes,  lively  ana  smart  and  shrill ; 
Then  timbrels,  where  tall  finsers  trip,  but  trip 
In  the  right  place,  and  run  along  again ; 
Then  blustermg  trumpets,  wonder-wafting  horns, 
Eceieai  from  their  folks,  kurrahg  inyax  ours, 
And  songs  that  pour  into  both  ears  long  life 
And  floods  of  glory  and  victory  for  ever. 

Fra  Rupert.  What  signify  these  fotderies  ?     In  one  word, 
Andrea,  art  thou  king  ? 

Andrea.  I  fancy  so. 
The  people  never  give  such  hearty  shouts 
Saving  for  kings  and  blunders. 

Fra  Rupert.  Son  !  beware, 
Lest  while  they  make  the  one  they  make  the  other. 

An^«a.  How  must  I  guard  against  it  ? 

FYa  Rupert.  Twelve  vmole  years 
Constantly  here  together,  all  the  time 
Since  we  left  Hungary,  and  not  one  day 
But  I  have  laboured  to  instill  into  thee, 
Andrea  !  how  wise  kings  must  feel  and  act. 

Andrea.  But,  father,  who  let  yon  into  the  secret  ? 

Fra  Rupert.  I  learnt  it  in  the  cloister. 

Andrea.  Then  no  doubt 
The  secret  is  worth  knowing ;  many  are 
(Or  songs  and  fables  equally  are  false) 
Among  those  whisper'd  there. 

Fi-a  Rupert.  Methinks,  my  son. 
Such  words  are  lighter  than  beseems  orown'd  heads. 
As  thine  should  be,  and  shell  be,  if  thou  wilt. 

Andrea.  Ay.  father,  but  it  ia  not  so  aa  yet ; 
Else  would  it  jingle  to  another  crown, 
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With  wliat  a  face  beneath  it !    What  a  girl 
Is  oup  Giovanna ! 

H-a  Rigifrt.  By  the  saints  above  I 
I  thought  it  was  a  queen,  and  not  a  gv^- 

Andrea.  There  ia  enough  in  her  for  both  at  once. 
A.  queen  it  shall  be  then  the  whole  day  long. 

[Fba  Bupert,  impatietU. 
Nay,  not  a  word,  good  Frate !  the  whole  day ; 
Avt-Maria  ends  it ;  does  it  not  F 
I  am  BO  ^od,  so  gamesome,  so  light-hearted, 
80  fond,  I  {sure !)  am  long  steps  off  the  throne. 

Fra  Ruptrt.  And  ever  may'st  be,  if  thou  art  remias 
Tti  daimiug  it. 

AndfM.  I  can  get  anything 
From  my  Giovanna.     You  would  hardly  guess 
What  ehe  hss  given  me.    Look  here ! 

Fra  Ettpert.  A  book  ? 

Andrea.  '  King  Solomon.' 

Fru  Rvpsrt.  His  Song  f    To  seculars  t 
I  wsJTant  she  would  teach  it,  and  thou  learn  it. 

Andrea.  I'll  leam  it  through,  I'll  learn  it  every  verse. 
Where  does  the  Song  hegm  f   I  see  no  rhymes. 

Fr4tRup«rt.  •  Tht Procvrhi P    Notsobad! 

Andrea,  Are  songs  then  proverbs  ? 
And  what  is  this  hard  word  ? 

Fra  Rupert.  '  FeeUtituUi.' 

Andrea.  But  look  1  you  have  not  seen  the  best  of  it. 
What  pretty  pictures !  what  broad  rubieB !  what 
Prodigious  pearls !  seas  seem  to  roll  within. 
And  azure  skies,  as  ever  bent  above. 
Push  their  pink  clouds,  holf-ahy,  to  mingle  with  'em. 

Fi-a  Elbert.  I  am  not  sure  tlm  book  would  do  thee  harm. 
But  better  let  me  first  examine  it.  \_He  take*  it. 

An^ea.  You  shall  not  have  it;  give  it  me  again. 

fl-a  Rupert.  Loose  it,  I  say,  Aaifrea ! 

Andrea.  I  say  na  / 

Fra  Rupert.  To  me  ? 

Andrea.  Dost  think  I'd  eay  it  to  Qiovanna  P 
Beside,  she  gave  it  me :  she  has  read  in  it 
With  her  own  eyes,  has  written  Latin  in  it 
With  her  own  fiigers,  .  .  for  who  else  could  write 
Distinctly  such  smiall  letters  ?  .  .  You  yourself, 
Who  rarely  have  occasion  for  much  I^tin, 
Ui^t  swear  them  to  be  Latin  in  ten  minutes. 
Another  thing  .  .  the  selfsame  perfume  clings 
About  those  pages  as  about  her  bosom. 
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Fnt  JRupfirf  (ttartt).  Abominatioii !    Kmowallthat! 

Andrea.  Like  matine. 
Thence,  tKo'  she  turn'd  quite  round,  I  bsw  her  take  it 
To  give  it  me.     Another  thine  .  .  the  people 
Bragg'd  of  my  metal  half  an  hour  ago, 
And  I  will  shoT  I  hare  it,  like  the  beet. 
Another  thing  .  .  foi^etteat  thou,  Fra  Bupert, 
I  am  a  huebcmd  f 

/Vo  Superl.  Seven  vearB  old  thou  wert  one.* 

Andrea.  Ha,  but !  ha,  but !  Bsven  3'earB  upon  seven  years 
Could  not  make  me  the  man  I  am  to-day. 

D-a  Supert.  Nor  seventy  upon  seven  a  tittle  wiser. 

Andrea.  Why  did  not  you  tlien  make  me  while  you  oould  ? 
You  taught  me  nothing,  and  would  let  none  teach  me, 
No,  not  our  king  himself,  the  wisest  man 
In  his  dominions,  nor  more  wise  than  willing. 
Forsooth  !  you  made  a  promiBe  to  my  father 
That  nobody  should  fUdi  my  faith  and  morals, 
No  taint  of  leamiiig  eat  skin-deep  into  me ! 
And  good  king  Bobert  said,   "  If  thus  my  brother 
Uust  have  it  .  .  if  such  promise  was  exacted  .  .  " 

fhi  Ruj»»rt.  All  have  more  knowledge  than  they  well  employ. 
Upbraidest  thou  thy  teacher,  guardian,  father  ? 

Andrea.  Fathers  may  be,  alas !  too  distant  from  uB, 
Goiardiane  may  be  too  dose  .  .  but,  teacher  ?  teacher  f 

Fra Rupert.  Silence! 

Andrea  {retreating).  He  dannts  me  :  yet,  some  day,  OMpetUt ! 

Fra  Rupert.  What  mutteroet  thou  ? 

Andrea  {to  himtelf).  I  will  be  brave,  please  Ood ! 

Fra  Rupert  (eupprestinf  rage).    Obstinate  sinners  are  alone 
unpardon'a : 
I  may  forgive  thee  after  meet  repentance, 
But  must  confer  with  thee  another  time 
On  that  refractory  untoward  spirit. 

Andrea  {to  hinuelf).  He  was  then  in  the  right  (it  seems)  at  last. 

Fi-a  Rupert.  I  hear  some  footsteps  coming  hitherward. 


80BNK  IT. 

GiOTAHKA  and  FnjPFA. 
Fra  R*ip»rt  {turn*  his  haet  to  tAem).  0  those  pestiferous  women ! 


Andrea.  A^,  well  spoken. 
The  most  rebgious  of  rdigious  n 


■  Audn&  knd  Oioruuu  w«n  onlraetad  when  hs  wu  mtsq,  ihe  fiva.. 
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Lifts  up  his  anna  and  eyea,  m;  sreet  Oiovanna, 
Before  your  ■wond'rous  charma. 

[T^  Friar  look*  at  him  teilh  rag»  and  tmm. 

Oumattna.  Simple  Andrea ! 
Aj«  they  more  wond'roiiB  than  tkey  'were  before  ? 
Or  are  they  more  apparent  now  the  robee 
Are  laid  adde,  and  all  those  eems  that  made 
Ify  hair  stand  back,  chiefly  ^at  mischievous 
Ualienant  rub;  (some  fierce  dragon's  eye 
Tun^d  into  atone)  whidi  hurt  yoiir  finger  so 
With  its  vile  crooked  pin,  for  touching  me, 
Wliea  you  should  have  but  lookt,  and  not  quite  that. 

FraRupert{iehahadUttm«i).  Comehither;  didat  thou  hear  her? 

Andrea.  Ilveiy  word ; 
And  bear  no  rancour  to  her,  though  she  scolds. 

Fiv  Rupert.  She  might  have  waited  twenty  years  beyond 
This  day,  before  she  thought  of  inatrim<aiy  ; 
She  talks  eo  like  a  simpleton. 

Andrea.  She  do^ 
Indeed  :  yet,  father  !  it  is  very  true ; 
The  pin  <Ud  pride  me  :  she  is  no  simpleton 
As  far  as  memory  goee. 

[TAtf  Friar  ItxMt  up,  then  wali»  about  impatiently. 
Now,  won't  you  mind  me  ? 
She  is  but  very  young,  eoaroe  seventeen  ; 
When  ahe  is  two  years  <^der,  juat  my  age, 
Then  shall  you  see  her !  more  like  me  perhaps. 
She  might  hare  waited  .  .  .  you  say  well ,  .  ,  and  would 
Willingly,  I  do  think ;  but  I  am  wiser. 
And  warmer.     Our  Hungarian  blood  (ay,  Frate ! ) 
Is  not  squeez'd  out  of  March  anemones. 

Filippa.  Since,  friar  Bupert !  here  are  met  together 
The  lofty  and  the  lowly,  thej  and  we. 
If  your  austerity  of  life  forbade 
To  mingle  with  the  world's  feetivities, 
IndiJge,  I  pray  you,  in  that  luxury 
Whi(£  suits  all  seasons,  sets  do  day  apart, 
Excludes  from  its  communion  none,  howe'er 
Unworthy,  but  partakes  of  Ood  indeed  .  . 
Indul^  in  pardon. 

FVa  St^ert.  Does  a  eeneeobal's 
Wife  bend  before  me  ?    Do  the  proud  ones  beg  f 

FUippa.  Too  proud  I  may  be ;  even  the  very  humblest 
May  be  too  proud.    I  am,  tis  true,  the  widow 
Of  him  you  mention.    Do  I  beg  ?    I  do. 
Our  queen  commands  me  to  remove  ill-will. 
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Fra  Rupert.  There  are  oommanda  above  the  queen's. 
niippa.  There  are, 

0  holy  man !  obey  we  both  at  once ! 
Oiovanna  {eallt  Asdrrk).  Husband! 

JVk  Rtiperi.  And  not  our  king  ?  moat  noble  lady ! 

Qiovamta.  He,  or  I  much  mie^ake  him,  is  my  husband. 

Andrea.  Uistake  me !  not  a  «-hit :  I  am,  I  am. 

Oiovanna.  If,  0  my  husband !  that  dear  name  has  power 
On  your  heart  as  on  mine,  aow  when  first  spoken, 
Iiet  what  is  lore  between  us  shed  its  sweets 
A  little  wider,  tho'  a  little  fainter ; 
Let  all  our  friends  this  day,  all  yours,  all  mine, 
Be  (me  another's,  and  not  this  Aa.j  oi^y. 
Fersuade  them.. 

Andrea.  Can  If 

Qiotanna,  You  persuaded  me. 

Andrea.  Ay,  but  you  did  not  hate  me ;  and  your  head 
Is  neither  grey  uor  tonsured ;  these  are  odds. 

1  never  ootHd  imagine  well  how  folks 
Who  disagree  in  other  things,  agree 

To  make  each  other  angry.     What  a  game ! 

To  toBs  back  burs  until  the  skin  is  full 

On  either  side  !     Which  wins  the  stake,  I  wonder  ? 

J'hi  Rupert  {bunting  away).  I  have  no  patience. 

Andrea.  I  have,  now  he's  gone. 
How  long  were  you  contriving  this  grand  soheme 
To  drive  away  the  friar  ?     Do  yon  ttink 

[  Whi^ert  to  QioT*inrA. 
He  won't  oome  after  supper  ?    Does  he  know 
Our  chamber  ? 

Oimanna.  Hush!  Andrea! 

Andrea.  In  good  earnest 
I  fear  him,  and  the  fleas  about  his  frock. 
Let  me  go  after  him :  he  went  in  wrath  : 
He  may  do  misdiief,  if  he  thinks  it  right. 
As  these  rdigious  people  often  do.     [Ancrea  goet. 

fXlippa.  Happy  Andrea !  only  fieaa  and  fritue 
Molest  him :  little  he  suspects  me  snares 
About  his  paths ;  the  bitter  jealousies 
Of  Hungary ;  how  pertinaciously 
Mail'd  hands  grasp  sceptres,  how  reluctantly 
Loose  them  ;  how  tempting  are  our  milder  dime 
And  gentler  nation !     He  deserves  our  pity. 

Gioeanna.  0  !  more  than  pify.     If  our  dime,  our  nation. 
Bland,  constant,  kind,  congenial  with  each  other, 
Were  granted  him,  how  much  more  was  withheld ! 
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Sterile  the  soil  is  not,  bat  aadl;  waste. 

What  buoyant  Bpirits  and  what  pKant  temper ! 

Eov  patient  of  reproof !  how  he  wipes  oS 

All  injiuiee  before  they  harden  on  him, 

And  woodero  at  affronts,  and  doubts  they  can  be ! 

Then,  his  wild  quickness  !  0  the  churl  that  bent  it 

Into  the  earth,  oolourleBB,  shapeless,  thriftless. 

Fruitless,  for  erer !    Had  he  been  my  brother, 

I  should  have  wept  all  my  life  over  him  ; 

But,  being  my  husband,  one  hypocrisy 

I  must  put  on,  one  only  ever  will  I. 

Others  must  think,  by  my  observance  of  him, 

I  hold  him  prudent,  penetrating',  firm. 

No  lees  than  virtuoua :  I  must  place  myself 

Id  my  own  house  (now  indeed  his)  below  him. 

FUippa.  I  almost  think  you  love  him. 

Oiotiaana.  He  has  few 
Even  email  faults,  which  small  minds  spy  the  soonest ; 
He  has,  what  those  will  never  see  nor  heed, 
Wit  of  bright  feather,  but  of  broken  win^ ; 
"So  stain  of  malice,  none  of  spleen,  about  it. 
For  this,  and  more  things  nearer  ...  for  the  worst 
Of  orphancy,  the  cruellest  of  frauds. 
Stealth  of  his  education  while  he  played 
Nor  fancied  he  could  want  it ;  for  our  ties 
Of  kindred ;  for  our  childhood  spent  together ; 
For  those  dear  faces  that  once  smiled  upon  us 
At  ttie  same  hour,  in  the  same  balcony  ; 
Even  for  the  plants  we  rear'd  in  partnerahip. 
Or  spoil'd  in  quarrel,  I  do  love  Andrea. 
£ut,  from  his  counsellors  !  .  .  . 

FiUppa.  We  shall  elude 
Their  dumsy  wiles  perhaps.    The  youth,  methinks, 
Is  tractable. 

Oiovanna.  Kay  wise  men  guide  him  then ! 
It  lies  beyond  my  duty- 

FiUppa.  But  the  wise 
Are  not  the  men  who  guide  the  tractable. 
The  first  bold  hand  that  seizes,  holds  them  fast ; 
And  the  best  natures  melt  into  tlie  bad 
'Hid  dances  and  carousals. 

fTwnmiM.  Let  Andrea 
Be  sparing  of  them ! 

ivippa.  Evil  there  may  be 
Where  evil  men  preside,  but  greatly  worse 
Is  proud  austari^  than  princely  glee. 
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Oioeanna.  HeavQc  guard  oa  !     I  have  entered  on  a  ooursu 
Beleaguered  with  dense  dangers  :  but  that  courae 
Was  first  ordained  in  earth,  and  now  in  heaven. 
My  father's  spirit  filled  Mb  father's  brsaat, 
And  peace  and  union  in  our  family 
(Ther  both  foresaw)  would  be  secured  by  ours. 

Fuippa.  She  who  forgets  her  parent  ^nll  forego 
All  later  duties  :  yea,  whan  love  has  lost 
The  sound  of  its  spring-head,  it  grows  impure, 
Tortuous,  and  spent  at  last  in  bairea  sand 
I  owe  these  generous  kings  the  bread  I  broke, 
The  letters  I  pickt  up  :  no  vile  sea-weed 
Had  perisht  more  neglected,  but  for  them. 
They  would  heap  affluence  on  me  ;  they  did  heap  it ; 
Next,  honours :  for  these  only  I  am.  ungrateful. 

Giovanna  {tmilt'tig).  Ungrateful  ?  thou  ?  Filippa  ! 

Filippa.  Moat  ungrateful. 
With  humble  birtii  and  humbler  intellect 
The  pufi-ball  might  have  bounced  along  the  plain 
And  blinded  the  beholder  with  its  dust : 
But  intellect  let  down  on  humble  birth 
Writhes  undw  titles,  shrinks  from  every  glanoe. 
At  every  question  turns  one  fibre  fresh 
For  torture,  and,  unpuHied  and  adrift. 
Bums  its  dull  heart  away  in  smouldering  scorn. 

GiovawM.  Where  no  ethereal  spirit  iilfc  the  breast .  . 

Filippa. . .  Honours  are  joys  great  as  such  breast  can  hold. 

Giovanna.  The  happy  then  in  courts  are  numberless ; 
We  hear  the  contrary. 

Filippa.  Never  believe 
This,  nor  another  ill  report  of  them. 

Giovanna.  ^Vha.tf 

Filippa.  That  the  great  ore  not  ereat  to  their  valets ; 
'Tis  but  their  valets  who  can  find  Uieir  greatness. 

Gioranna.  I  know  that  you  have  enemios. 

Filippa.  Thank  God ! 
I  might  have  else  forgotten  what  I  am, 
And  what  he  gave  me  ere  he  placed  me  here. 

eiovamia.  I  never  shall,  Fihppa ! 

Filippa.  Think  of  those 
Who  rais'd  our  souls  above  us,  not  of  me. 

Giovanna.  Oh !  if  my  aoul  hath  risen,  if  the  throbs 
C  f  gratitude  now  tell  it  me,  if  they 
^  ho  rais'd  it  must  be  thought  of  .  .  to  my  heart, 
Filippa  !  for  the  heart  alone  con  think. 

Filippa.  I  first  received  thee  in  these  arms ;  these  arms 
Shall  loose  tbee  last  of  living  things,  Qiovanna. 
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Maria.  And  now,  Fiammetta,  tell  tne  whence  tiiat  name 
Which  tickles  thee  so. 

Fiammetta.  Tell  indeed  !  not  I. 

JfoTM  (to  Oiotanna).  Sister!  jon  m&y  oonunand. 

Giovaana.  Command  a  sister  ? 
Secrets  are  to  be  won,  but  not  oonunonded. 
I  never  heard  the  name  before.  .  Fiammetta  .  . 
Is  that  it  ? 

Maria.  That  is  it. 

Fiammttta.  For  shame,  Maiia ! 
Never  will  I  entrust  you  with  a  secret. 

Maria.  I  do  believe  yoa  like  this  one  too  well 
Ever  to  let  another  mingle  with  it. 

Fiammetta  Uo  herself).  1  do  indeed,  alas! 

Giovanna.  oome  gallant  knight 
Has  carried  oS  her  scarf  and  bared  her  heart. 
Bat  to  this  change  of  name  I  must  withhold 
Assent,  I  lihe  Maria  so  much  better. 

Fiammetta  (point*  to  M*m*).  There  is  Uaria  yet. 

Qioeanna.  But  where  twin-roses 
Have  grown  so  long  together,  to  snap  one 
Might  make  the  other  wxtp. 

Fiammetta.  Ha!  now,  Uaria! 
Uaria !  you  are  springed,  my  little  quail ! 

Gioeanna.  Fiammetta  !  if  our  father  were  here  with  us, 
He  would  suspect  some  poet  friend  of  his, 
Dealer  in  flames  and  darts,  their  only  trade. 
Enchanted  big  Sicilian. 

Maria.  Ho  !  bo  !  bo  ! 
Froserpine  never  blusht  such  damask  blushee 
When  »}u  was  caught. 

Fiammetta.  I  am  quite  cool. 

Maria.  The  clouds 
Uay  be  quite  cool  when  they  are  quite  as  red ; 
Girls'  faoee,  I  su^tect,  ate  somewhat  less  so. 

[FlAMHETTA  fWM  off. 

Oiovanna.  Uaria !  dear  Uaria !    She  is  nown. 
Is  the  poor  girl  in  love  then  ? 

Marta.  TiU  tUs  hour 
I  thought  it  but  a  fanc^,  such  as  all 
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We  children  have :  ve  all  choose  one ;  but,  sure, 
To  run  out  of  tlie  room  at  the  mere  ehiodow ! 

Otovatma.  What  would  you  do  ? 

Maria.  Wait  tiU  he  came  himself. 

6/it>vanna.  And  then  ? 

Maria.  Think  seriouBlT  of  running  oS, 
Until  I  were  persuaded  it  was  civil. 


Andrta.  What  hare  ye  done  to  little  Sicily  ? 
She  ran  bo  swiftly  by  me,  and  pusht  back 
My  band  so  smartly  when  I  would  have  stopt  her, 
I  thJTiTf  you  must  have  vext  her  plaguilj 
Among  you. 

Maria.  She  was  Text,  bnt  not  by  us. 

Attdna.  Yes,  many  girls  are  rext  to-day.     One  bride 
Sheds  fifty  thorns  from  each  white  rose  she  wears. 
I  did  not  ^binlr  of  that,     ( To  Mama.  )     You  did,  no  doubt  t 

Maria.  I  wear  white  roses  too,  as  well  as  she : 
Oar  queen's  can  have  no  thorns  for  us. 

Andrea.  Not  one  ? 

Maria.  No,  nor  for  any  in  this  happy  realm. 

Andrea.  Ah  now !  this  happy  ream !    Some  people  think 
That  I  oould  make  it  happier. 

Giovatma.  I  rejoice 
To  hear  it. 

Andrea.  Are  yon  glad,  my  little  bride  ? 

Oiovanna,  Most  glad.     0  never  disappoint  tlieir  hopes ! 
The  people  are  so  kind !  they  love  us  so ! 

Andrea.  They  are  a  merry  race ;  ay,  very  crickets. 
Chirruping,  leaping.     What  thev  eat,  God  knows  ; 
Sunshine  and  cinders,  may  be  :  ue  has  sent    - 
Plenty  of  tbese,  and  they  are  satisfied. 

Giovanna.  Should  we  be,  if  they  are  ? 

Andrea.  0  then  !  a  boon ! 
To  make  them  happy  all  their  lives. 

Giovanna.  The  boon 
To  make  them  happier  Heaven  alone  can  grant. 
Hearken  !     If  some  oppressions  were  removed, 
Bejrond  my  strength  to  manage,  it  were  done. 

Andrea,  Nothing  so  easy.     Not  your  strength  indeed, 
But  mine,  could  push  a  bufialo  away. 
I  have  a  little  favour  to  request. 

Giovawna.  Speak. 

Andrea.  Give  me  then  this  kingdom,  only  this. 
I  do  not  covet  mountains  to  the  north, 
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Nor  ddm  over  dtiea  farther  v-eet, 

Gual  or  iSondemto  or  Saluzzo, 

AbU  or  Coni,  Cera  or  Torino, 

Where  that  great  river  runs  vhieh  spouts  from  heaven. 

Nor  Aix  nor  Toulon,  nor  Marseille  nor  Nice 

Nor  Avignon,  where  our  good  pope  sita  percht ; 

I  only  want  this  tidy  little  kin^om, 

To  vaak%  it  hsjpy  with  thia  sword  upon  it. 

Giovattna.  The  people  and  their  laws  alone  oaa  ^ve  it. 

Andrea.  Well,  we  can  make  the  laws. 

Oimanna.  And  people  too  f 

AndrM.  Qiovanna  f  I  do  think  that  amile  oould  make 
A  thousand  peoples  from  the  dullest  daj, 
And  mould  them  to  thy  will. 

Giovantta.  Pure  poetry ! 

Andrea.  Don't  say  it !  or  they  knock  me  on  the  head ' 
I  ought  to  be  contented :  but  they  would 
Inrist  upon  it     I  have  askt :  here  ends 
Uy  duty :  I  don't  want  it  for  nkyeelf  .  . 
And  yet  those  citiee  lookt  like  strings  of  bird-e^^a. 
And  tempted  me  above  my  strength.     I  only 
B«pent  of  learning  bU  their  names  for  nothing. 
Let  them  hang  where  they  are. 

Gunwma.  Well  said. 

Andrea.  Who  wants  'em  ? 
I  like  these  pidiures  better.     What  a  store  ' 
Songs,  proverbs,  and  a  word  as  hard  aa  flint, 
Enough  for  fifty  friars  to  ruminate 
Amid  their  cheese  and  cobnuts  after  dinner, 
Bead  it  me. 

Giovanna.  Which?  [Ajsdhzk point*. - 

Giovanna.  '  Eeclenaitet.' 

Andrea.  Bight  1 
As  you  pronounce  it,  scarce  a  word  of  ours 
In  Hungary  is  softer,     \Vhat  a  tongue  ! 
Bound,  juicy,  sweet,  and  soluble,  as  dierries. 
When  Frate  Bupert  utter'd  the  same  word, 
It  sounded  ^'ust  aa  if  his  beard  and  breast, 
And  all  which  there  inhabit,  had  tum'd  round 
Into  his  throat,  to  rasp  and  riddle  it. 
I  never  shall  forget  Ecclttiattr* .' 
Only  two  words  I  know  are  jileasanter. 

Giovanna.  And  which  are  they  ? 

Andrea  (jolting  her).  Gioranna  and  Carina. 

Maria.   Unmanner'd  prince  ! 

.1... p  sjipdfl  thorns. 
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acvxs  III. 
Sancia  and  Fiuppa. 

Saneia  (imiting).  Stpp-mothers  are  not  alwajB  quite  at  home 
With  their  queen-daugnte™. 

Gtovatma.  Yet  queen-moth  ere  are. 
Step-mother  you  have  never  been  to  me, 
£ut  kindest,  fondeBt,  teuderest,  truest  mother. 

Maria.  Are  we  not  all  your  children  7 

Saneia.  All,     Where  then 
Is  fled  our  lively  Sicily  ? 

Giovanna.  She  is  ^ne 
To  her  own  chamber, 

Maria.  To  read  pootrj-. 

Sancia.  Where  poetry  is  only  light  or  flattering 
She  might  read  some  things  worse,  and  many  better. 
I  never  loved  the  heroes  of  Eomance, 
And  hope  thpy  glide  not  in  among  the  leaves. 

Maria.  And  love  you  tlif  n  their  contrariee  ? 

Sancia.  Those  better. 
What  clever  specfih,  Iklaria,  dost  thou  ponder? 
I  see  we  differ. 

Maria.  Eather. 

Sancia.  Why  bo  grave  ? 
Surely  no  spur  is  tangled  in  My  hem ! 

Maria.  No,  my  regrets  were  all  for  you.     What  pity 
Andrea  diopt  upon  our  globe  too  late  ; 
A  puissant  antipode  to  dl  such  heroes ! 

Oiovanna  {*miling).  Intolerable  girl !  aad  jealous  creature ! 

Saneia.  Where  is  he  ?  I  was  seeking  him. 

Maria.  There  now ! 

Sancia.  Or  else  I  should  not  have  retum'd  so  Boon 
After  our  parting  at  the  Benediction,  l_Goc*. 

Maria.  Sister  f  I  fear  my  little  flippancy 
Hurried  Queen  Sancia  :  why  juat  now  want  cpoao  f 

Giovamna.  She  did  not  enule,  as  you  do,  when  she  vent. 
Fond  as  she  is,  her  smiles  are  faint  this  morning. 
A  sorrowing  thought,  pure  of  all  gloom,  o'enipread 
That  saintly  face. 

Maria.  It  did  indeed. 

Giovanna.  She  loves 
Us  all,  she  lovee  our  people  too,  most  kindly. 

Maria.  Seeing  none  other  thaii  Hungarian  troo])s 
At  church  about  us,  deeply  did  she  sigh 
And  Bay  "  Ah !  where  are  ours  ?  " 
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OioeoHHa.  You  pain  me  aadly. 
Queens,  0  Maria  f  have  two  hearts  for  aorroT ; 
One  sin^  upoo  our  Naples.     Wheusoerer 
I  gate  ('tifl  often)  on  her  bay,  eo  bright 
With  Bon-woye  meshes,  idle  multitudes 
Of  little  plashing  waves  ;  when  air  breathes  o'er  it 
Mellov  with  sound  and  fragrance,  of  sucsh  purity 
That  the  blue  liilla  seem  coming  nearer,  nearer, 
As  I  look  forth  at  them,  and  tossing  down 
Joyanoe  for  joyance  to  the  plains  below  .  . 
To  think  what  manneriees,  unshorn,  barsh-tongned 
Barbarians  from  the  Danube  and  the  Drave 
Infest  them,  I  cast  up  my  eyes  to  Heaven 
Impatiently,  despondently,  and  ask 
Are  such  the  guests  for  such  festivities  ? 
But  shall  they  dare  enthral  my  poor  Andrea  ? 
Send,  send  for  hiin  :  I  would  not  he  were  harm'd, 
Much  less  degraded.     0  for  ministers 
To  guide  my  counsels  and  protect  my  people ! 
I  would  call  round  me  all  the  good  and  wise. 

Saneia  {rHmminff).  Daughter .'  no  palace  is  too  smEtU  ta  hold 
them. 
The  good  love  other  places,  love  the  fields, 
And  ripen  the  pale  Imrvest  with  their  prayers. 
Solitude,  solitude,  so  dread  a  curse 
To  prmcefl,  such  a  blight  to  sycophants, 
Is  Mtftr  own  home,  their  healUiy  thoughts  grow  in  it. 
The  wise  avoid  aU  our  anxieties : 
The  cunning,  with  the  tickets  of  the  wise, 
Push  for  the  banquet,  seize  each  vacant  chair, 
Gorge,  pat  their  spaniel,  and  fall  fast  asleep. 

Giovmna.  Ah  then  what  vigils  are  reserved  for  me ! 

Maria.  Hark  !  spears  are  grounded. 

Oiovantta.  Officer !  who  comes  ? 

Offaar.  lady !  the  friar  mounts  the  stairs ;  behind  him 
Those  potent  lords,  CaraSa  and  Oaracdoli. 

Gweaima.  Your  diair.  Queen  Sancia,  stands  unoccupied : 
We  must  be  seated  to  receive  the  lords. 
Is  it  not  eo  ? 

Saneia.  The  queen  must. 
'     Oiotanna.  One  queen  only  ? 
The  younger  first?  we  can  not  thus  reverse 
The  laws  of  nature  for  the  whims  of  court. 

[Sahoia  iV  urafed. 
There's  our  kind  mother !    Just  in  time !    They  come. 
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Fea  Euteht,  Cajlaffa,  and  Cahacciou. 
Lady !  ihese  nobles  bring  me  with  them  hither. 
Fearing  they  mi^t  not  win  an  audience 
On  what  ooncemB  the  welfare  of  the  state, 
la  such  an  hour  of  such  a  day  as  this. 

Gioeanna.  Speak,  gentlemen !  Ton  have  much  wronged  your- 
eelvea, 
And  me  a  little,  by  such  kesitation. 
No  day,  methiaks,  no  hour,  is  half  so  proper, 
Aa  when  the  crown  is  placed  upon  my  orow. 
To  hear  what  are  its  duties. 

Caraffa.  Gradoua  queen ! 
We  come  to  represent  .  . 

Fra  Rvptrt  (^ehittd).  8i>eak  out  .  .  wrongs  .  .  rights  .  . 
Religion. 

Caraffa  {to  Mm).  You  distract  me. 

Fra  Supert  (to  Cakaccioli).  Speak  then  thou. 
See  bow  attentively,  how  tiiuidly. 
She  waits  for  you,  and  bluabea  up  your  void ! 

CaraeeioU.  'lis  therefore  I  want  words. 

JVa  Bvp^t.  Hear  mine  then,  boys  ! 

[  WaH*  toward  Qiovaska. 
Imprest  with  awe  before  such  majesty, 
The  hopes  of  Naples,  whom  their  fathers  deem 
On  this  occBfliou,  this  gay  hour,  from  high 
Nobility,  from  splendour  of  equipments, 
Beauly  of  person,  gmcefulaeas  of  miea. 
And  whatsoever  courte  are  courtly  by, 
Most  fitted,  and  most  likely  to  previul 
Against  those  ancient  frauds  and  artifices 
Which  certain  dark  offenders  weave  about  them  .  . 
These  unsophisticated  youths,  foredoom'd 
Longest  and  most  impatiently  to  suffer. 
Lay  numbly  at  the  footstool  of  your  throne 
A  Ust  of  grievances  yet  unredrest. 

Gtovanna.  Give  it  me,  gentlemen,  we  will  peruse  it 
Together. 

fhi  Rupert.  They  are  more  than  scribe  oould  pen. 

Giovanna  {to  FaA  Hupebt).    Are  they  of  native  or  impt»ied 
growth? 
Tour  Beverenoe  bath  some  practice  in  the  eortiiig. 
Permit  me  to  fill  up  your  pause,  Fra  Bupert ! 
On  this  occasion,  this  gay  aour,  methinlu 
To  urge  impatience  and  foredoom  of  suffering 
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Ib  quite  imtimely.     High  nobility 

And  splendour  of  equipment  are  the  last 

Of  merits  in  Garaffaa  and  Caraodolie.  [7!i  (hem. 

The  delicacy  that  defeir'd  the  tender 

Of  your  important  serrice,  I  appreciate, 

Venturing  to  augur  but  a  brief  delay. 

Gentlemen  !  if  your  fathers  bade  you  hither, 

I  grieve  to  owe  them  more  than  I  owe  you, 

And  tmst,  when  next  we  see  you,  half  the  pleasure. 

Half,  if  not  all,  may  be  your  own  free  gift. 

[iSA«  n'lM,  they  go. 


Fbjl.  Hufebi,  CxBAfFA,  and  Caba.ociou. 

Fra  Rupert.  The  losel ! 

Caraeeioli.  Saints  !  what  gradousnesa  ! 

Caraffd.  Was  ever 
So  sweet  a  girl  ?     He  is  uglier  than  old  Satan, 
Andrea  .  .  I  abhor  him  worse  than  ever  .  .  . 
Curee  on  that  Tartar,  Turk,  Bohemian, 
Hungarian !     I  oould  now  half-strangle  him. 

Fra  Rupfrt.  We  are  dismist. 

Caraffa.  My  speech  mi^t  have  done  wondeiB. 

IVaStipert.  Now,  who  (the  miachief !)  stope  a  dead  man's 
blood? 
Wonders !  ay  truly,  wonders  it  had  done ! 
Thou  wert  agape  aa  money-box  for  mass. 
And  wantedst  shaking  more.    What  are  our  gains  ? 

Caraffa.  A  vision  the  strain'd  eyee  can  not  inclose, 
Or  bring  again  before  them  from  the  senses, 
Which  dasp  it,  hang  upon  it,  nor  will  ever 
Belease  it,  following  thro'  eternity. 

Caraeeioli.  I  can  retain  her  image,  hear  her  words, 
Bepeat,  and  tone  them  on  each  fibre  here, 
Distinctly  still. 

Caraffa.  Then  hast  thoa  neither  heart 
Nor  brain,  Caraeeioli !     Xo  strife  so  hard 
As  to  catch  one  slight  sound,  one  faintest  trace. 
Of  the  high  beauty  that  rules  over  us. 
Who  ever  seized  &e  harmony  of  heaven. 
Or  saw  the  confine  that  is  nearest  earth  ? 

Fra  Rupert.  I  can  bear  youthful  follies,  but  must  check 
The  worda  that  run  thus  wide  and  point  at  heaven. 
We  must  warn  laymen  fairly  off  that  ground. 
Are  ye  both  mad  r 
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Caraffa.  One  is ;  I  Bwear  to  one : 
I  would  not  be  tlie  man  tliat  is  not  bo 
For  empirea  girt  with  gold,  worlds  etarr'd  with  women  : 
A  trance  is  that  man's  life,  a  dream  be  mine ! 
Caraccioli's  an  ice-pit,  covered  o'er 
With  Btraw  and  chaff  and  double-door'd  and  thatcht, 
And  wall'd,  the  whole  dark  space,  with  earthen  wall. 
'Whjr !  Frate  !  all  those  groans  of  thine  for  heaven  f 
Art  toucht  ? 

Fra  Supert.  I  have  been  praying  fervently  ,  . 
Despairingly  I  fear  to  say  .  .  'twere  rash, 
TJngrateful,  and  ungodly. 

Caraffa.  He  has  brought 
The  whole  Maremma  on  me  at  one  breath. 
My  oold  fit  now  oomes  over  me.     But,  Frate ! 
If  we  do  feel,  may  we  not  say  we  do  ? 

Fra  Sup»rt.  To  feel  is  harm ;  to  eay  it,  may  be  none, 
Unless  'tu  said  with  levity  like  thine. 

Caraffa.  Ah  faith !  I  wish  'twere  levity !    The  pagan 
That  heaves  up  Etna,  calls  it  very  differently. 
I  think  the  dog  is  better  off  than  I  am  ; 
He  groans  upon  the  bed  where  lies  his  torment ; 
I  very  far  away  from  where  lies  mine. 

/Va  Ruptrt.  Art  thou  a.  Christian  ? 

Caraffa.  Father!  don't  be  serious. 

Fra  Rupert.  I  must  be. 

Caraffa.  Have  not  I  most  cause  ? 

FVa  Rupert.  Tea  truly. 

Caraffa.  I  am  not  over-g^ven  to  complain. 
But  nettles  will  sting  all .  . 

Fra  Rvpert.  .  who  put  their  hands  in. 
Caraccioli  !  be  wam'd  by  this  our  friend 
What  sufferings  may  arise  from  lawlesa  love. 
Thine  passeth  its  due  bounds  ;  it  doth,  Caracdoli ! 
But  thou  canst  conquer  every  wild  desire  ; 
A  high  emprize  !  what  high  emprize  but  suits 
A  true  Caraccioli !     "We  meet  again  .  . 
I  have  some  warnings,  some  reproofs,  for  him. 

[Cabaccioli  goe*. 

SOEM£  VT. 
FeA  RtTPERT,    CaBAFFA. 

FVa  Rupert.  "Where  walls  are  living  things,  have  ears,  eyes, 
mouths, 
Deemest  thou,  son  Francesco !  I  alone 
Heard  those  most  violent  words  about  Andrea  ? 
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Cttraffa.  'Wliat  words  ?     I  never  thoui^t  about  the  mar  ; 
About  his  wife  some  little  ;  true  enough. 
Some  little  F  crimiiial  It  were  to  Buy  it ; 
Ho  who  thinis  little  of  Buoh  .  ,  audi  perfection, 
Ebs  left  his  thou^htfi  among  the  wonna  that  creep 
In  chamel-houaeB,  among  brainleBS  skulls, 
Dry  bones,  without  a  speck  of  blood,  a  thread 
Of  fibre,  ribs  that  never  cased  a  heart. 
The  Tolumes  of  the  doctors  of  the  church 
Could  not  contain  a  tithe  of  it :  their  clasps. 
Strong  enough  to  make  cbsinsfor  Saraceue, 
Their  timbers  to  build  argosies,  would  warp 
And  split,  if  mj  soul's  fire  were  pent  within. 

/>■<»  Supert.  Remember,  son  Franeesco  !  prince  Andrea, 
King  r&tber  (such  the  husband  of  a  queen 
le  Tirtuallj,  and  should  be]  king  Andrea 
Lives  under  my  proteciioo. 

Caraffa.  Well,  what  then  ? 

Fra  Superi.  What  ?      Into  mine  own  ear    didst  thou   not 
breathe 
Traitorous  threats  ? 

Carafa.  I  ?    Threats  ?     About  his  queen  ? 

Fra  Rupert.  Klthy  I  most  filthy  ! 

Cwraffa.  No,  no  :  wandering  thoughts 
Fluttered  in  that  direction  ;  one  thought,  rather. 
Doree  have  hot  livers. 

Fra  Supert.  Be  adultery 
Bad  sa  it  will,  yet  treason,  son  Francesco ! 
Treason  is  far  more  difficult  to  deal  with. 

Caraffa.  I  do  suspect  it  may  be. 

FVa  Rupert.  Saidat  thou  not 
Thou  couldst  half-strangle  that  Hungarian  ? 

Caraffa.  Spake  I  so  rashly  ? 

/^d  Rupert.  I  am  a  Hungarian. 

Caraffa.  Evident :  but  that  noble  mien  would  daunt 
Uoor,  usbeck,  Abyssinian :  and  diat  strength ! 
A  Switzer  bear  could  not  half- strangle  it. 

Fra  Rupert.  'Twere  martyrdom,  'twere  martyrdom.     The  life 
Of  kings  hath  swords  and  scaifolds  round  about  it ; 
A  word  might  fling  thee  on  them. 

Caraffa.  Buch  a  word 
Uust  foil  from  holy  lips,  thenceforth  unholy. 

Fra  Ruptrt.  Guided  by  me  and  courage,  thou  art  safe. 
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SCEHB  I.      m  THE  FAUICE. 

Akcsea  and  Filippa. 

Andrea.  Uany  the  storiee  you've  repeated  to  me, 
Lady  Filippa !  I  have  clean  forgotten  'em ; 
But  all  the  bloody  giants  eveiry  girl 
Before  OUT  bed-tune  threw  into  my  night-cap, 
Lie  safe  and  sound  there  still. 

Filippa.  I  quite  believe 
You've  not  the  heart  to  drive  them  out,  my  prince. 

Andrea.  Kot  I  indeed.     And  then  your  sage  advice ! 

Filippa.  Ib  all  that  too  forgotten  ? 

Andrea.  No,  not  all ; 
But,  dear  Filippa,  now  that  I  am  married. 
And  sovran  (one  may  say)  or  neit  door  to  it, 
Tou  must  not  give  me  any  more  advice  .  . 
Not  that  I  mind  it ;  but  to  eave  appearances. 

[^Shehendi:  he  goet,  but  returne  tuddmily. 
Lady  Filippa  !  lady  seneBchal ! 

Filippa.  My  prince!  command  me. 

Andrea.  Bolve  me  one  more  question. 
How  happens  it  (while  old  men  are  so  wise) 
That  any  foolish  thing,  advice  or  story. 
We  call  it  an  old  woman's  ? 

Filippa.  Rince  Andrea ! 
I  know  not  as  for  stories  and  advice  ; 
I  only  know,  when  we  are  disappointed 
In  any  thing,  or  teazed  with  it,  we  scoff 
And  call  it  an  old  man's. 

Andrea.  Ah  spiteful  sex ! 

Filippa.  Here  comes  Maria :  aek  her  no  such  questions. 

Andrea.  I  wish  Fra  Hupert  heard  your  words. 

Filippa.  To  prove  them  ? 

Maria.  Give  him  a  nosegay  at  the  door. 

Andrea.  He  spuma 
Such  luxury. 

Maria.  Since  Ms  arrival  here, 
Perfumes,  they  tell  me,  are  more  general 
And  tenfold  dearer :  everybody  wears  them 
Li  self-defence  :  men  take  them  with  their  daggers  ; 
Laundresses  sprinkle  them  on  vilest  linen. 
Lest  they  be  called  uncleanly  ;  roimd  the  churches 
What  once  were  clouds  of  incense,  now  are  canopies 
Of  the  same  benzoin ;  kites  could  not  fly  thro' ; 
The  fainting  penitents  arc  prouc  to  catdi 
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At  the  priest's  surplice  as  he  passes  by, 

And  cry,  above  their  prayere  to  HenTen  for  mercy, 

Stop  .'  Uop  !  turn  hack  !  tcaft  me  a  little  yet. 

Andrea.  The  father  is  indtfed  more  fox  than  dret, 
And  Btinka  out  sins  like  eulphur  and  stole  eggs. 
(7b  Maria.)  You  will  not  run  away  with  him  ? 

Maria.  Tarantola ! 
Worse  than  most  Tenomoos  tarantola. 
He  bites,  and  will  not  let  na  dance  for  it. 

fiCZKE  n.      IX  TEE  GARDENS  OF  CAPO  DI  IIOXTE. 

Boccaccio  and  Fiasiuetta. 

Fiammetta.  I  do  not  know  whether  it  be  quite  right 
To  listen,  as  I  have,  mom  after  mom 
Asd  erening  after  evening. 

Boeeaeoio.  Are  my  sighs 
Less  welcome  in  the  garden  and  the  bower, 
Than  where  loud  organ  hellow'd  them  away. 
And  chorister  and  wailight  ran  between  F 

FuiBtmttta.    You  sadly  interrupted  me  at  vespera : 
Never  do  that  a^ain,  sir  1    When  I  pray, 
I  like  to  pray  with  aU  my  heart.     Bold  man ! 
Do  you  dare  smile  at  me  ? 

Soeeaccio.  The  bold  man  first 
Was  smiled  at ;  was  he  not  ? 

Ftammetta.  No,  no  such  thing  : 
But  if  he  was,  it  was  because  he  sigh'd 
At  the  hot  weather  he  had  brought  with  him, 

BocetKcio.  At  the  cold  weather  he  fear'd  coming  on 
He  sighed. 

Fiammetta.  And  did  it  come  ? 

Boeeaeeio.  Too  gracious  lady ! 

I\a>ntiietta.  Keep  graeiout  lady  tor  dull  drawing-rooms ; 
Fiammetta  is  my  name  ;  I  wouM  know  yours. 

Boeeaeeio.   Gioranni. 

Fiammetta.  That  I  know  {atide).     I  ought,  alas  ! 
Often  with  Aociaioli  and  Petrarca 
Fve  seen  you  walking,  but  have  never  dared 
To  ask  your  name  from  them ;  your  house's  name 
I  mean  of  course  ;  our  own  namea  stand  for  nothing. 
You  must  be  somebody  of  high  estate. 

Boeeaeeio.  I  am  not  noble. 

^ammetta  (thrinking  back).  Oh!  .  .  thenl  .  . 

Boeeaeeio.  I  must  go  ! 
That  is  the  sentence,  ia  it  not  ? 
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^ammttta  (rwti  and  take»  Ki»  hand).  Don't  tell  me. 
Thou  art  not  noble :  say  thou  art  most  noble  : 
Norman  .  ,  hall-Norman  .  .  quarter-Norman  ,  .  say  it. 

Boccaccio.  Say  an  untruth  ? 

ISamtnctta.  Only  this  one  ;  my  heart 
Will  faint  without  it.     I  will  swear  to  think  it 
A  truth,  wilt  thou  but  say  it.     'Tia  a  truth  ; 
Thy  only  falsehood  thou  hast  told  already, 
Mwely  to  try  me.     If  thou  art  not  noble  .  . 
Noble  thou  art,  and  shalt  be  ! 

[_SAc  iobt  and  pavttt :  he  pretset  h&r  hand  to  hit  hotom. 
Who  gainsays  it  ? 

Boccaccio.  A  merchant's  son,  no  better,  is  thy  alave, 
Fianunetta! 

FiammtUa  (tmiling).  Now  art  thou  disguised  indeed. 
Come,  show  me  specimens  of  turquisee. 
Amethysts,  emeralds,  diamonds  .  .  out  with  them. 

Boccaccio.  A  merchant's,  and  poor  merchant's  son  am  I ; 
G^ms  I  have  none  to  offer,  but  pure  love 
Proof  to  the  touchstone,  to  the  crucible. 

jF^tnmeita.  What  then  or  who  is  noble,  and  thou  not  ? 
I  have  heard  whispers  that  mysolf  am  not  so 
Who  am  king  Bobert's  daughter.     We  may  laugh 
At  those  who  ate,  if  thou  and  I  are  none. 
Thou  art  my  knight,  Giovanni  !     There  now  ;  take 

[  Giving  him  her  tear/. 
Thy  patent  of  nobility,  and  wear  it. 

Boeeaceio  (itww*  it).   What  other  but  were  cobweb  after  tliis  ? 

Fiammetta.  Ha  !  kiss  it !  but  take  core  you  don't  kiss  me. 

[Rtim  aim  I/. 

SCENE  III.      IN  THE  PAIACE. 

Saitcia  and  Filippa. 

Saneia.  Even  you,  my  dear  Filippa,  are  alert 
As  any  of  the  girls,  and  giddy  too  : 
You  have  dropt  something  now  you  can  not  find. 

Filippa.  I  have  been  busy,  looking  here  and  there 
To  find  Andrea. 

Saneia.  Leave  him  with  his  bride, 
Until  they  tire  of  saying  tender  things. 

Filippa.  Untender  things,  I  fear,  are  going  on. 
He  has  been  truant  to  the  friar  Bupert 
Of  late,  wlio  threatens  him  with  penances 
For  leaving  some  injunction  uni)erfonu'd. 
And  more  pei'haps  than  ppnaufes  are  near  : 
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For  Boudry  captainB,  simdiy  noblee,  meet 
At  friar  Anselm'a  cell ;  thither  had  aped 
Fra  Rupert.     In  the  garden  of  Saint  Clara 
Yoicee  were  heard,  and  threats ;  then  whispers  ran 
Along  the  walls.     They  walkt  out,  one  by  one, 
Soldiers  with  shuffling  p&ce  unsoldierly, 
Friars  with  folded  hands,  invoking  hoaven. 
And  hotly  calm  as  night  ere  burst  YesuTius. 

Sancia.  Beyond  the  slight  affronts  all  pi-inues  bear 
From  those  who  mise  what  others  have  obtain'd, 
Andrea  shall  fear  nothing :  Heuvtn  protects  him. 

Filippa.  Heaven,  in  its  equal  dispensation,  gives 
The  pious  palms,  the  prudent  length  of  days. 
We  seek  him  not  then  with  the  same  intent 
Of  warning  ? 

Saneia.   With  the  same  of  warning ;  you. 
Where  the  good  angels  ^ard ;  I,  where  the  bad 
Seduce  him.     Having  reign'd,  and  having  heard 
That  thither  tend  his  wishes  .  . 

filippa.  Momentar}'. 

Sancia.  But  lawless  wishes  have  retundng  wings 
Of  speed  more  than  angelic.     I  would  win 
His  private  ear,  lest  courtiers  take  posst'^sion; 
I  would  persuade  him,  with  his  lovely  bride    ■ 
To  share  all  other  troubles  than  the  crown's. 


SCENE  IT.      IN  THE  PALACE. 

Akdbea  and  Mabia. 

Andrea.  Are  we  then  ^ing  up  to  Capo-Monte  ? 
How  long  shall  we  remain  there  ?  all  the  night  ? 

Maria.  Until  the  evening. 

Andrea.  And  where  then  ? 

Maria.  Averaa. 

Andrea.  Ay,  because  there  I  aakt  her  if  she  loved  mo  : 
Beside  .  .  the  strangest  thing  on  earth  .  .  young  brides 
Fly  from  the  altar  and  roost  anywhere 
Sather  than  near  it.     What  should  frighten  them  ? 
But,  if  we  go,  why  not  set  off  directly  P 

Maria.  We  atay  because  the  people  ronnd  the  gates. 
Who  left  too  late  their  farms  and  villages 
To  see  our  queen  and  you,  expect  at  noon 
To  follow  the  procesaion. 

Andrea.  What  procession  ? 
Is  there  another  marriage  ?     0  rare  sport  I 
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,  Mima  {eonlinutruf).  From  Castel-Nuovo  far  as  Capo-Monte. 

Andrea.  0  glorious  !     But  we  reaJly  ehall  ha  let 
Into  tlie  gardene  and  the  groTea  ? 

Maria.  Why  not? 
"Who  should  prevent  ub  ? 

Andrea.  Into  all  ?    Among 
The  marble  men  and  vomen  vho  stand  there, 
And  only  stir  by  moonlight  ?    I  don't  think 
They  stir  at  all :  I  am  half-Bure  they  don't. 

Mta-ia.  I  have  been  always  of  the  same  opinion. 

Andrea  {thake*  Am  head).  Althougji  he  said  it  who  eaya  muos, 
I  doubt  it. 

Maria.  Ah !  but  to  doubt  is  not  to  be  half -sure : 
The  worse  end  may  stick  fast,  like  broken  tooth. 

Andrea.  Now  if  ^ou  laugh,  you  make  an  unbelieTcr, 
Yon  girls  are  .  . 

Maria.  Pray  what  are  we? 

Andrea.  Cunninger. 
Fra  Supert  told  me  he  would  break  their  bones. 

Maria.  Kdhe? 

Andrea.  As  bad.     He'd  tumble  them  down  headlotig, 
If  ever  he  once  cau^t  me  looking  up 
Again  at  those  who  stood  alert  for  swimming. 

Maria.  'Wbea? 

Andrea.  Four  years  back.    To  me  they  seem'd  pure  marblt^. 
But  Frate  Rupert  never  could  have  spited 
Mere  marble  so,  although  they  lookt  like  women. 
I  scarcely  would  believe  him  when  he  said 
They  once  were  devils,  but  could  do  no  harm 
Now  the  salt  water  had  been  sprinkled  on  'em. 
Unless  we  look  at  them  as  worshippers. 

Maria.  I  am  sure  you  did  not. 

Andrea.  No;  upon  my  faith! 

Maria.  We  never  stand  about  them ;  we  walk  on. 

Andrea  (in  a  low  voice).  What !  when  you  are  but  one  or  two 
together? 
I  like  tiieir  looks :  the  women  are  quite  lovely. 
And  the  men  too  (for  devils)  not  amisa. 
I  wonder  where  they  laid  their  plaguy  sooui^^es ; 
They  must  have  had  them,  or  were  never  worshipt. 

Maria.  Did  not  the  Frate  tell  you  ? 

Andrea.  Ask  the  Frate  ! 
He  would  have  found  them  in  a  trice,  and  held 
The  scouives  ^ood  enough,  though  not  the  devils. 

Maria.  I  thmk  you  mind  him  foss  than  formerly. 
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Maria.  But  married  men  . 

Fear  priests  and  friare  more  than  single  ones. 

Andrea.  He  is  the  holiest  monk  upon  Ood's  earth, 
And  hat«s  you  women  most. 

Maria.  Then  the  least  holy. 

Andrea.  Doet  think  it  f    If  I  thought  him  eo,  I'd  fear 
The  beast  no  longer,  broad  as  are  his  shoulden, 
His  breath  .  .  pho  !  .  .  like  a  water- snake's,  his  fint 
Heavy  as  those  big  books  in  chapter-houses. 
And  hairy  as  the  comet ;  for  they  say 
'Twas  haary ;  though  I  saw  no  hairs  upon  it. 

Maria.  WheneTer  lore  comes  upon  Mm,^  Andrea, 
Alt  thou  not  kinder  ? 

Andrta.  Kinder,  but  not  holier. 

Maria.  Is  not  thy  heart  more  grateful  ? 

Andrta.  As  may  happen  ; 
A  little  thing  would  make  it  so. 

Maria.  And,  tell  me, 
Art  thoa  not  readier  to  give  alms  ? 

J»dr4».  TeU  M« 
How  long,  Maria,  those  bright  eyes  have  seen 
Into  my  thoughts  ?    Fra  Supert  knows  not  half  one 
Unless  he  question  for  an  hour  or  better 
And  stamp  and  threaten,  nor  then  more  than  half  one. 
ril  never  fear  him  now :  I'll  tell  him  so. 

Maria.  Be  not  too  hasty :  tell  him  no  such  thing. 
But  fear  him  not :  fear  rather  those  about  him. 

[F&A  BuPEST  i*  prying. 

Andfta.  Whom? 

Maria.  His  Hungarians. 

Andrea.  They're  my  oonntrymen. 

Maria.  Should  they  make  ail  us  dread  them  ? 

Andrea.  Me? 

Maria.  Even  you, 
Under  Fra  Rupert,  like  the  best,  or  worst. 
Bhould  they  possess  our  kingdom  ? 

Andrea.  My  wife's  kingdom  ? 
"So,  by  the  Saints !  they  ^all  not  touch  her  kingdom. 

Ihi  Rvpert  {crouing  the  farther  part  of  ths  stage).  They  shall 
not  touch  ner  kingdom  .  .  and  shalt  thou  ? 

Andrea.  I  heard  a  voice. 

Maria  {UnigMng).  No  doubt,  no  doubt,  the  Frate's. 

Andrea.  I  hear  and  feel  him  farther  off  than  thou  dost. 

Maria.  Andrea  !  were  thy  ears  as  quick  to  hear 
Thy  friends  as  enemies ! 

Andrea.  StiU  would  that  eye 
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Glare  over  me,  like  the  great  open  one 
Above  tlie  throne  at  churcli,  of  gold  and  azure, 
With  neither  brows  nor  laelies,  but  black  clouds 
Bound  it,  and  naught  beside. 

Maria.  The  three  eyee  match, 
May-be;  but  is  there  anything  in  rhurch 
So  like  his  voice  ? 

Andrea.  The  organ  bellowB  are, 
Without  tlie  keys.     That  was  not  much  unlike  it  .  . 
A  little  softer  .  .  and  not  too  soft,  neither. 

Maria.  I  heard  no  voice  whatever,  not  a  sound. 
Are  you  still  half  afraid  ? 

Andrea.  No,  if  thou  are  not. 

Maria.  Are  you  convinced  ? 

Andrea.  I  was  not  veiy  soon. 
Men  weigh  things  longer  than  you  women  do, 
Maria !  take  my  word,  I  hxd  quite  sated 
Of  fearing,  tho'  (thank  Ood!)  the  worst  is  past. 

Maria.  I  praise  this  manliness,  this  resolution. 

Andrea.  Dost  thou  ?     Already  am  I  grown  more  manly. 
More  resolut-o.     O  !  had  your  praise  come  earlier. 
And  heartily  as  now,  another  man 
In  thought  and  action  might  have  been  Andrea  ! 
But  will  you  t«ll  Giovanna  what  you  think  ? 

Maria.  I  will  indeed,  and  joj-fully. 

Andrea.  Her  praise 
Is  better  still :  yours  screws  the  spur  on  heel, 
Hers  scarfs  the  neck  and  lifts  tho  lance  to  hand. 
What's  all  this  tinkling  ? 

[Guitart  in  the  next  chambtr ;  iht  door  opmt. 

Maria  {smiUng).  0!  again  Fra  Eupert ! 
One  of  these  voices  surely  must  be  his  ! 
Which  of  them  ?  can  not  you  distinguish  it  ? 

Andrea  (ealU  out).  Who  sings  there  ? 

Maria.  Do  not  stop  them :  kt  us  hear. 

J'tlraiiil'ti. 
Ab  I  do  not  go !  ah  do  not  jio 

Am<>ng  the  silly  and  the  idle ! 
A  lorOT  larely  Rhoiild  not  bo 

From  her  who  \ovvt  him  alip  nnd  lidte. 
GariitndB. 
The  ultanBa  *  waiis  for  me, 

And  I  most  ko  and  I  muat  play  ■  . 
Cnms  [  do  mot  dancf^  but  hear  and  aee. 

To-morrow  we  wilt  lore  all  day. 


■  The  laTourite  KeupoUlan  danre. 
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Andrea.  Now  she  is  reasonable,  he  might  spare  her 
A  handful  of  his  ribbons,  or  that  net 
Silver  and  blue  there  ^^ angling  down  his  nape. 
Who  is  he  F    I  don't  know  him. 

Maria.  Oaiisendo. 

Andrea.  And  t'other  ? 

Maria.  Petronilla. 

Andrea,  Nor  her  neither. 

Maria.  I  and  Gioranna  know  here  ererj  face. 

Andrea.  And  every  name  ? 

Maria.  Every  one. 

Andrea.  Clever  creatures ! 

Maria.  By  all  those  twitchings  at  the  two  guitam, 
And  tappings  of  fore-finger  on  the  wrist, 
They  seem  to  be  at  fault. 

Andrea.  No  harm,  no  matter, 
Zooks  !  th^  are  up  again  ;  he  first  .  .  that's  odd. 

Maria.  Nay,  but  he  only  tells  her  what  to  sing. 

pBlrmilla, 
There  ii  a  Isd  Qpan  the  tea, 

Thera  it,  0  Murj  ',  gach  h  Ud ! 
And  all  ho  thioki  oi;  it  is  me. 

Whj  then,  my  jewel;  heiamad. 
FstrmiHa. 
Had  1  he  ia  DO  mare  mad  than  yiiu. 

Gariieti4f. 
UnleM  he  stampa,  and  ilarea,  and  cries, 

id  apoU  their  eyta. 
FefroHilUi. 
I  lova,  I  bve  him  with  my  whole  .  .  [S 

Qo  on.  go  on ;  yoa  mean  to  aay 
(I'd  ]*,j  K,  wager)  lieart  and  aoul, 
And  very  veil,  no  doabf^  joa  may. 

Felrmilla. 

No.  I  may  nnt.  yoa  Cruel  man ! 

Re  never  did  vhat  yoa  have  done. 
Yet,  my  and  do  the  wont  yuu  cnii, 

I  love,  I  love,  bat  yoa  afone. 

Maria.  He  has  not  much  offended. 
Andrea.  Who  can  tell  ? 
I  am  quite  sorry  they  have  fallen  out. 


Am  certain  pretty  ctentarea  do, 
And  atain  their  cbeek«  and  a] 
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Wliat  almanack  can  calculate  fine  weather 

In  those  etrange  fickle  regions  where  Ood  plants 

A  man  and  woman,  and  sticks  love  between  ! 

Maria.  All  the  man's  fault. 

Andrea.  All  hers  :  she  went  and  teazed  him  : 
With  my  own  eyes  I  saw  it ;  so  might  you. 

Maria.  You  do  not  always  look  so  melancholy 
At  muBic ;  yet  what  music  can  be  gayer 
Than  thifl  is? 

Andrea.  Gayer,  say  you  ?    Ay,  the  music. 
But  if  folks  quarrel  so  in  joke,  what  will  they 
In  earnest  f    If,  before  they're  man  and  wife  .  . 
Ah !  Heaven  be  praised !  there's  time  to  break  it  off. 
Look,  look  at  them  ! 

Maria.  She  seems  more  reconciled. 

Andrea.  Beconciled  !     I  should  say  .  . 

Maria.  Fray,  don't  say  anything. 

Andrea.  B^ady  for  .  .  By  my  troth !  'twas  a  salute. 

Maria.  Now  what  things  run  into  your  head,  Andrea  ! 

Andrea.  It  was  as  like  as  pea  to  pea,  if  not  .  . 
However,  let  them  know,  another  tmie 
They  must  not  sing  about  the  house  in  that  way. 

Maria.  Why  not  ? 

Andrea.  Giovanna  mi^t  not  like  it  now. 

Maria.  So !  you  would  do  then  all  she  likes  ? 

Andrea.  I  would  i 
But  if  she  ever  hears  that  wicked  song. 
She  might  not  do  all  /like.     Sweet  Maria! 
Persuade  them,  when  you  see  them,  to  forget  it ; 
And,  when  you  go  to  bed,  turn  on  your  piHow, 
First  drop  it  from  one  ear,  then  from  the  other. 
And  never  pick  it  up  again,  God  love  you  ! 

Maria.  I'll  run  to  them  directly  with  your  wishes. 

Andrea.  Stay:  the  last  verse  is  clever:  pick  out  that. 

Maria.  And  nothing  more  ? 

Andrea  {anxitnuly).  Don't  overload  your  memory. 

6CESE  T.      FRA  BUTERT's  CELL. 

Anbrea  and  Fba  Bupeet. 

I^a  Rupert.  What !  am  I  never  to  be  left  alone, 
Andrea  P    Let  me  have  my  pleasures  too, 
Such  as  they  are. 

Andrea.  They're  vety  much  like  mine. 
Have  we  not  prayed  and  scourged  and  wept  together  ? 

/V-a  Enpert.  Ah !  were  that  now  the  case  ! 


..Google 


N  Vmwb.]  ANDREA  OF  HUNGARY.  129 

AnArea.  WeU,  father,  well ! 
I  wonld  not  stand  between  jou  and  your  duty : 
But  I  thougjit,  beiiLg  prmce  .  . 

Fra  Rupert  {»»eeriitg).  Thou,  being  ptince, 
Thoughtest !     Thou  verily  not  only  toppeat 
Thyself,  but  most  among  thy  fellows,  lad ! 
And  BO,  Andrea !  being  prince,  thou  thoughtest  ? 

Andrea.  Good-bye,  toou  art  aa  brsTe  and  blithe  as  ever. 

[Qoea,  btit  tunu  haek. 
I  had  one  little  thing  upon  my  confidence. 

Fra  Rupert.  I  am  quite  ready  :  let  me  know  the  whole  : 
Since  yesterday  ?     Nod  ?  wink  ?  to  me  ? 

Andrea  (to  hinuelf).  He  chafee  me. 

Fra  Rupert.  And  throw  thy  head  hack  thus  f 

Andrea.  My  head's  my  own. 

/hi  Rupert.  Wonderful !  be  not  over-sure  of  that.       {^Att'de. 
If  thou  art  contrite,  go  ! 

Andrea.  I  will  not  go ; 
I  am  not  contrit«. 

FVa  Rupert.  I  am  in  a  maze ! 

Andrea.  A  scrape  thou'rt  in. 

Fra  Ritpert.  A  scrape !     "Who  could  betray  me  ?    [7b  hinuelf. 

Andrea.  Thou'st  lost   thy  lamb,  old  shepherd!    no  great 
pet. 

FVa  Rupert.  No,  nor  great  lose :  when  lambs,  tho',  lose  their 
shepherd 
They  find  the  shambles  nearer  than  the  fold. 

Andrea.  Father !  you  said  you  must  confer  with  me 
Another  time  ? 

J-Va  Rupert.  I  did  so. 

Awh-ea.  Why  not  now  P 

Fra  Rupert.  I  see  not  why  :  but  soon  Caraccitdi, 
And  first  Comffa,  must  unbosom  here. 
Thou  hast  much  power,  Andrea !  thou  canst  do 
Anything  now  to  glorify  thy  country, 

Andrea.  Suppose  I  wish  to  swim  to  lachia ;  oould  I  ? 

Fra  RtMert.  My  boy !  thou  haat  not  wind  enough  for  that. 
Am  I  to  be  evaded,  taunted,  poaed  ? 
Or  thinkest  thou,  Andrea,  that  because 
A  silly  girl  espouses  thee  .  . 

Andrea.  By  Peter ! 
She  who  espouses  me  shall  ne'er  1>e  call'd 
A  silly  girl.    I  am  a  husband,  Frate ! 
I  am  a  boy  no  longer :  I  can  cope 
With  women  :  and  shall  men  then,  even  tho'  friars. 
Pretend  to  more  ?    I  will  go  back  and  call 
VOL.  vn.  K 
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The  nuudens :  they  shall  pelt  you  from  the  palace 
If  ever  you  set  foot  within  its  waUs. 

JVk  Jhtptrt.  Should  every  stone  from  maiden  hit  my  nose, 
A  grain  oiE  du»t  would  hurt  it  tenfold  more. 

Andrta.  Know,  they  have  tongues  that  yours  could  never  meet. 

Ihi  Siiptrt.  Andrea !  vouldet  thou  kill  me  with  unkindness  i 

Andrta.  Oad!  he  sheds  tears !  .  .  Now  at  him! 
.  .  Yes,  I  would. 

Pra  Rupert.  And  bring  down  these  grey  hairs  .  . 

Andrea.  Which  hairs  are  they  ? 
The  skull's  are  shaven,  oud  the  beard's  are  diriy ; 
Th^  may  be  grey  though. 

Fra  Rupert.  Shame  upon  thy  mirth ! 
I  am  a  poor  old  man. 

Andrta.  'Tis  your  vocation. 
Beside,  1  have  heard  say  that  poverty 
Is  the  beet  bargain  for  me  beet  place  yonder 
In  Paradise.     All  priclc  their  feet  before 
They  clamber  upward  into  that  inolosure  : 
Tis  well  'worth  whUe. 

Fra  Ritp^t.  Age  too  (alas  how  heavy !) 
To  serve  my  loving  ward,  m.y  prince's  son, 
I  would  support  still  longer,  willingly. 

AndrM.  sVate !  'tis  more  than  I  can  say  for  it. 

[GiiTEaT  ore»p*  tupplteatingly  toward  him. 
Out  of  my  sight !  crawl  back  again  .  .  I  loathe  thee. 


lya  Ruptrt  {alone).  I  have  no  malice  in  me :  if  I  know 
My  secret  heart,  no  heart  ho  pure  of  malice : 
But  all  my  cares  and  vigils,  hopes  and  dreams, 
Blown  by  a  boy,  spum'd  by  a  brute,  avay ! 
Bo  ends  it  ?    Blessed  Stephen  !  not  so  ends  it. 
It  ends  with  him,  and  with  him  only :  me 
No  sword  can  touch.     Why  are  not  oome  those  fools? 
I  thought  the  other  would  have  kept  them  olf . 
I  will  have  power  without  tiim,  and  not  thro'  him. 
They  must  nave  clean  foi^otten.     'Tia  the  hour  .  . 
'TIS  past  it  .  .  no,  not  past  it  .  .  just  the  hour; 
The  bell  now  strikes  for  noon.  [  A  hnoehing. 

One  oomes  at  last.  [^Opent  the  door :  Ca&affa.  uitirt. 

Fra  Svpert.  Exactly  to  the  moment. 

Carafa.  I  was  walking 
About  the  cloister  till  I  heard  the  bell, 
For  Father  Bnpert'a  hours  ore  golden  ones. 
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^hi  £up«rt.  Ma;  my  frienda  apeiid  thein  profitably  for  Die ! 
Caraffa!  thine  are  numbered. 

Caraffa.  All  mem' b  are. 

Dv  Svpert.  But  aome  are  not  notdit  off  lite  ■dioolbpy'B  days 
Anxious  to  see  his  parent.    Thou  may'st  see 
Thy  parent  too. 

Caraj^.  I  left  him  hitt  just  ncnr. 

JFVw  Ruptrt.  We  all  hare  one,  one  whom  ire  all  hare  left 
Too  often.     Haat  thou  not  somQ  ains  for  me  ? 

Caraffa.  As  many  aa  a  man  ooald  wish  to  have. 

Fra  Rvport.  Are  there  none  dangerous  1  none  inrcdTuig  lifef 
Hast  tbou  foifiotteii  our  last  oonferenoe  f 

Caraffa.  No,  nor  shall  ever.     But  what  danger  there  f 

Fra  Rwpwi.  Need  I  to  say,  iVanceeoo.  that  no  breath 
Transpired  from  me  ?    We  both  wore  orerheard. 

Caraffa.  I  think  you  hinted  it. 

Fra  Rupert.  I  feayd  it  only. 
Thou  knowest  my  fond  lore  .  .  I  will  not  say 
For  thee  .  .  thou  art  but  seoond  in  my  breast  .  . 
Poor,  poor  Andrea ! 

Caraffa.  Nerer  fear  about  him. 
Gioranna,  eren  tho'  she  did  not  lore, 
(0  that  she  did  not !)  yet  would  never  wrong  him. 

-fVa  Ri^ttri.  Nay,  God  forbid  she  should !    'Twaa  not  for  me 
To  mark  her  looks,  her  Mushes,  gestures  .  .  how 
Faltered  the  word  "  Caraffa  "  as  she  spoke  it. 
Thy  father  then  said  nothing  ? 

Cara^.  Not  a  word ; 
What  should  he  ? 

/hi  Bvp*rt.    Not  a  word.     Old  men  are  doee  : 
And  yet  I  doubted  .  .  I  am  apt  to  doubt .  . 
Whettker  he  might  not  .  .  for  ambition  stirs 
Most  fathers  .  .  just  let  slip  .  .  Why  didat  thou  falter  ? 
For  never  faltered  child  as  thou  didst  falter. 
Thou  knowest  then  her  mind  better  than  we  ? 

Caraffa.    I  know  it  ?     I  divine  it  ?     Would  I  did ! 

/V0  Rupert.    Nay,  rather  let  the  bubble  float  along 
Than  break  it :  the  rich  colours  are  outside. 
Everything  in  this  world  is  but  a  bubble, 
The  world  itself  one  mighfy  bubble,  we 
Mortals,  small  bubbles  round  it  I 

Caraffa.  Frate!  Frate! 
Thou  art  a  soapy  one !    No  catching  thee !  [^Atide, 

[Aloud.']  What  hopes  thou  showest  me  !     If  these  were  solid 
As  thou,  most  glonous  bubble  who  reflect'st  them, 
Then,  then  indeed,  to  me  from  this  time  forth 
The  world,  and  all  within  the  world,  were  bubbles. 
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IVa  Ruptrt.  A  knig'ht  art  thou,  Caraffa !  and  no  title 
(Secular  title,  mind  !  secular  titlej 
Save  only  royalty,  miT^assee  knigntliood. 
There  is  no  condescension  in  a  queen 
Placing  her  foot  within  the  palm  of  knight. 
And  Bpringing  from  it  on  her  jewel'd  saddle  : 
No  condescension  is  there  if  she  lend 
To  theirs  the  sceptre  who  lent  hers  the  sword. 
Knights  there  have  been,  and  are,  where  kings  are  not, 
Kings  without  knights  what  are  they  ? 

Caraffa   Norman  blood 
Runs  in  my  veins  as  in  her  own  :  no  king 
(Savage  or  tame)  shall  stand  above  those  knights 
Who  raised  his  better  to  the  throne  he  won : 
Of  such  am  I.     But  what  am  I  before 
Giovanna !  to  adore,  to  worship  her. 
Is  glory  far  above  the  chiselling 
Of  uncouth  kings,  or  dashing  them  to  earth : 

0  be  it  mine  ! 

Fra  Supert.  Perhaps  some  other  Norman 
M^  bear  less  tamely  the  new  yoke  ;  perhaps 
A  Filangieri  may,  this  very  night .  . 

Caraffa.  No  Filangieri  ever  stoopt  to  treachery. 
No  sword  of  Noiman  ever  struck  by  night. 
Credulous  monk  1  to  me  name  Filangieri ! 
Quellere  of  France  and  England  as  we  are. 
And  jealous  of  precedency,  no  name 
(Offence  to  none)  is  higher  than  Filangieri. 

FraR\^Mrt.  Itoaster! 

Caraffa.  I  boast  of  others ;  few  do  that 
Who  merit  such  a  title. 

/Ki  Supert.  Lower  thy  crest ; 
Pause !  thou  art  in  my  hands. 

Caraffa.  I  am  in  Ood's. 

J'hi  Jivptrt  {mildly,  afUr  hentatwn).     Who  knows  but  Qod 
hath  chosen  thee,  amid 
His  ministers  of  wrath,  to  save  thy  countiy 
And  push  oppression  fi'om  her !     Dreams  and  signs 
Miraculous  have  haunted  me. 

Caraffa.  Thee,  Frate ! 

Fra  Rupert.  Me,  even  me.     My  ministry  is  over : 
Marriage  ends  pupilage,  and  royalty 
Ends  friendship.    Little  is  it  short  of  treason 
To  say  that  kings  have  friends. 

Caraffa.  How  short  of  treason 

1  know  not,  but  I  know  how  wide  of  truth. 
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Hv  Rvpert.  Listen !     There  ore  designs  against  Uie  life 
Of  saung  Andrea. 

Cara^.  By  the  saints  aboTS ! 
I  hop^  there  are  not. 

Fra  Jit^>«rt.  If  thy  name  be  found 
Among  conspirators  (and  those  are  call'd 
Gonspmtors  who  vindicate  their  country) 
Where  thy  sword  is,  there  must  thy  safety  be. 
The  night  for  vengeance  is  tlie  maTriage-night. 

Caraffa.  /draw  the  sword  without  i^fiance  fiist? 
/draw  the  sword  Uninjured?     Whom  against? 
Against  a  life  so  young !  bo  innocent 
Of  any  guile!  a  bridegroom !  in  his  bed! 

0  !  is  this  horror  only  at  the  cnme  ? 

Or  is  it .  .  No,  by  h^ven !  'tis  hdareu's  own  horror 
At  sucb  unmanly  deed.     /,  Frate  !  /, 
Cara&,  stain  with  tears  Giovanna's  cheek ! 
/^rinkle  poison  on  the  flowers  she  smells ! 

Fra  Ruptrt  (fmiiUtls).  Hark  ye,  Caraffa!    If  the  public 
good.  . 

Caraffa.  Away  with  public  good !    Was  never  book 
Put  in  my  hand  ?  was  never  story  told  me  ? 
Show  me  one  villain  vile  beyond  the  rest, 
Did  not  that  villain  talk  of  public  good  ? 

Fra  JUvpert.  Only  at  friars  are  Caraffa's  stabs. 
Valiant  and  proud  and  wealthy  as  thou  art. 
Thou  may'st  have  nothing  left  on  earth  to-morrow. 

Caraffa.  I  shall  have  more  to-morrow  than  to-day. 
Uy  honour  may  shoot  up  all  in  one  ni^t, 
As  did  some  tree  we  read  of. 

fVa  Rupert.  Thou  art  raah. 

Caraffa.  Rashness  may  mellow  into  courage ;  time 
Is  left  me. 

/Va  Rupert.  For  thy  prayers. 

Caraffa.  My  prayer  then  is, 
Peace,  safe^,  glory,  joy.  to  our  Giovanna  ! 

/Vd  Rupert.  Thou  may'st  depart. 

Caraffa  {indignantly).  Forever.  \^Go»i. 

Fra  Ruptrt.  He  says  well. 

Caoaooioli  «nt«r». 
Fra  Rupert  {tmiling  and  mbraeii^  him).  Caraocloli  1    without 

our  Mend  Catatfa ! 
Caraeeioli.  He  should  have  been  here  first. 
Fra  Rupert  {(uidf).  Perfectly  safe  ! 

1  did  not  follow  him  into  the  cloister. 
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Cta-aecioli.  Father !  you  seem  aa  pondering  to  yonwell 
How  that  wild  fellow  kept  liia  word  bo  ill ; 
Carafia-like ! 

M-a  Rupert.  I  keep  mine  well  with  him. 

Caraeeieli.  He  should  have  thought  of  that. 

Fra  Rupmrt.  He  had  no  time. 

CaraeeioU,    Always  so  kind !  so  ready  with  your  plea 
For  little  imperfections  1     Our  Franceeoo, 
Somewhat  hot-headed,  is  warm-hearted  too. 

IVa  Rupert.  His  petty  jealousy  about  the  queen 
(Were  there  no  sin  belund  it)  we  might'smile  at. 
Caraffa  stands  not  with  Ooiacdoli. 

CaraeeioU.  On  the  same  level .  .  there  particidariy. 

fra  Rupert.  Ho  !  ho  !  you  laugh  and  jeer  about  eadi  other? 

Caraeeijii.  We  might.    How  she  would  laugh  at  two  sndi 
ninoies! 

Fra  Rupert.  At  one,  most  certainly.     But  laughing  girls 
Often  like  grave  men  beet.    There's  something  grand 
As  well  as  ^Tsve  even  in  the  sound  "  CaraodoU. 

Caraecioh.  I  have  no  hopes. 

JVa  Rupmi.  How  I  rejoice  to  hear  it ! 
Hopes  are  but  wishes,  wishes  are  but  sin, 
And,  fed  with  ranker  exhalations,  poison. 

CaraeeioU.  The  subtilest  ooumunes  me. 

l'\'a Rupert.  What? 

CaraeeioU.  Despair. 

Fra  Rupert.  Violets  and  primroses  lie  under  thorns 
Often  aa  asps  and  adders ;  and  we  find 
The  unexpected  often  as  the  expected, 
The  pleasant  as  the  hideous. 

CaraeeioU.  That  may  be, 
But  what  avails  your  lessoii  ?  whither  tends  it  ? 

Fra  Rupert,  iiy  son  !  I  hear  from  those  who  know  the  world 
And  sweep  its  nuioome  litter  to  my  cell. 
There  are  mild  days  when  love  calls  love  abroad 
As  birds  coll  birds,  and  even  leaves  call  leaves : 
HomentB  there  are,  my  poor  Caraocioli ! 
Moments  in  which  the  labyrinth  of  the  ear 
At  every  turn  of  its  proclivity 
Grows  warmer,  and  nolds  out  the  clue,  itself : 
Severity  should  not  beget  despair. 
I  would  not  much  encourage  thee,  nor  yet 
Dash  all  thy  hopes,  however  inconsiderate, 
For  ho^  were  may  be,  though  there  should  not  be, 
Flickenng  even  upon  despondeaoy. 
There  may  be  sounds  in  certain  names  to  smito 
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The  stagnant  heart,  and  erell  its  billows  high 

Over  wide  i^iacee,  over  distant  yean  ,  . 

There  may ;  but  who  would  utter  them  and  know  it  f 

Delicate  is  the  female  eense,  yet  strong 

In  oherishing  and  resenting ;  veir  prompt 

At  hiding  both,  and  hating  the  diw^rerer. 

Never,  my  Paolo !  look  too  deeply  in, 

Or  thou  xnay'st  find  what  thou  art  looking  for. 

Not  that  she  ever  said  one  word  against  thee ; 

She  even  lowered  her  Toioe  in  naming  thee, 

Seeing  her  sister  and  the  rest  sit  giggling, 

*' Anything  else!  anything  else !      said  sae, 

And  snapt  the  thread  she  workt  with,  out  of  spite. 

A  friend,  who  hopes  the  beat,  may  t^  the  wtnst. 

Patience  will  weaiy;  even  Giovanna'e  patienoe. 

I  oould  ^  farther,  and  relate  .  .  but  why 

Why  ('tis  too  light  to  touch  upon)  relate 

liie  little  hurt  she  gave  Filippa's  ande 

With  that  lark  heel  of  hers,  by  twitching  it 

nneasily  ?    0  the  impatient  sex ! 

She  did  shed  .  .  tears  I  wiU  not  say .  .  a  tear .  . 

Shed  it !  no ;  I  am  wrong :  it  came,  it  stayed, 

As  han^  one  star,  the  first  and  only  one. 

Twinkling,  upon  some  vernal  evening. 

Caraeeioli.  I  am  but  day  beneath  her  feet.    Alaa ! 
Clay  there  would  quicken  into  primal  man, 
Qlorified  and  immortal  once  again. 

/Va  Sup«rt.  Thou  art  too  hot,  my  Paolo  1     One  pulse  leas 
In  the  half-hour  might  have  been  rather  better. 
Lovest  thou  our  Francesco  P 

Caraceioli.  Like  a  brother. 

Fi-aSvpert.  He  should  not  then  have  brought  thy  life  in  periL 
Andrea  ia  quita  furious  :  all  at  court 
Are  sworn  upon  thy  ruin. 

CaracoioU.  Upon  mine  ? 
I  will  then  calmly  tell  them  they  are  wrong. 

Fra  Rupert.  Will  they  as  calmly  hear  ?     Franoeaoo  said. 
Imprudent  youth !  you  boasted  of  remembering 
Every  the  lightest  mole  about  Oiovanna. 

Caraeeioli.  /say  it? 

JVa  Ruptrt.  Those  were  not  your  words? 

Caraeeioli.  My  words ! 

J^a  Bupgrt.  Certainly  not .  .  precise^. 

CaraecioH.  Holy  Kaiy ! 
Is  there  in  Naples,  Hungary,  or  Hell, 
The  monster  who  dares  utter  them  ? 
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J^aSupert.  'Tie  hard 
Our  friend  should  be  the  very  man. 

Caraeeioli.  "Tie  false, 
Frate !  'tis  false  :  my  friend  ia  not  the  man.  [^BurtU  au>ay. 

.PVa  St^trt  (^tneering).  I  will  not  follow  Am  into  the  doister. 


I.      IN  THE  BABOKK  OP  CAPO  DI  KONTE. 

fioocAOOio  and  Fiakhetta. 


!o  ftbtgtj. 
If  there  be  love  on  earth,  'tii  hare, 

O  maid  of  royal  line  I 
Should  thsy  who  «p""~ " 

Be  aoomful  tbe  ai 
Shine  not  the  stan  upon  the  sea, 

Vfoa  the  fountain  too  ? 
O I  let  yonr  eyea  then  light  on  me, 
And  U I  let  tnin«  aee  yon. 

[FiaMmetta  comei  forward. 
How  kind  to  come ! 

Ftammetia.  To  come  into  the  air  ? 
I  like  it.     They  are  all  at  their  marenda* 
The  smell  of  meloa  overpowers  me  quite ; 
I  could  not  bear  it ;  therefore  I  just  come 
Into  the  air  to  be  reTired  a  little. 

And  you  too  here  ?     61y  as  the  satyr-head      [^Affecting  mrpritt. 
Under  yon  seat ! 

Boeeaoeio.  Did  you  not  tell  me  P 
Fiammetta.  I? 
Ton  dreamt  it. 

Boceaeeio.  Let  me  dream  then  on  ?    Without 
Such  dreamB,  Fiammetta,  dull  would  be  the  sleep 
Call'd  life. 

Fiamnutta  {looking  round  timidly),  /must  be  broad  awake. 

Boceaeeio.  You  must. 

Fiammetta  {nodding).   And  you.     All  are  indulgent  to  me; 

Of  all  queen  Swicia  and  Qiovanna. 

Boeeaeeio.  One 
A  Baint,  the  other  better. 

Fiammttta.  Then- the  grave. 
Fi%pa  .  . 

Boeeaeeio.  Grave  and  watchfnL 

*  Mermda  (meridiana)  the  mid-day  repaat 
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Fiamnutta.  Not  a  word 
Af^nat  her !    I  do  hold  her  in  m;  heart, 
Aithough  she  gives  me  good  advice  Bometimes. 

Boeeaeeio.  I'm  gioA  to  hear  it ;  for  the  vary  worth; 
Are  very  rarely  general  favourites. 

Fiammttta.  Some  love  our  friend  most  cordially ;  those  know 
her: 
Others  there  are  who  hate  her ;  those  would  know  her 
And  can  not :  for  she  stands  aloof  and  thanks  thorn  : 
Hemoter,  idler,  neither  love  nor  hate, 
Nor  care  about  her ;  and  the  worst  and  truest 
They  say  of  her,  is,  that  her  speech  is  dark. 

Boeeaeeio.  Doubtless,  the  vulgar  eye  wUl  take  offence 
If  cedar  chambers  are  unwasht  with  lime. 

Fiammetta.  But  why  are  you  come  here  ? 

Boeeaeeio.  To  gaze,  to  sigh. 
And,  0  Fiammetta !  tell  me  if  .  .to  live. 

FiammetUf  {Umghing).  I  never  saw  more  signs  of  life  in  any. 

Boeeaeeio.  Cruel ! 

Fiammetta.  To  find  the  signs  of  life  in  you  F 

Boeeaeeio.  To  scoff  them  out. 

FiMWtttta.  I  am  incapable. 

[BoocAOCio  riiei,  and  ttepi  lack  gasiny  fondly. 

0  now,  Giovaani !  I  am  terrified ! 

Why !  you  sprang  up  .  .  as  if  you  sprang  to  kiss  me ! 
Did  ever  creature  thmk  of  such  a  thing  ? 

Boeeaeeio.  The  drooping  blades  of  grass  beneath  your  feet 
Think  of  it ;  the  cold  runlet  thinks  of  it ; 
The  pure  sky  (how  it  smiles  upon  us !)  thinks  of  it  .  . 

1  will  no  more  then  think  of  it.  [JTimm  her. 
Fiammetta.  Oiovaimi ! 

Ah !  I  shall  call  you  (wretch !)  to  task  for  this. 

Boeeaeeio.  Call;   and,  by  heaven!  I'll  come,  tho'  from  the 
grave. 

Fumtmetta.  Any  one  now  would  say  you  thought  me  handsome. 

Boeeaeeio.  Earth  has  two  beauties ;  her  Bellagio 
And  Anacapri ;  earth's  inhabitants 
Have  only  one  among  them. 

Fiammetta.  Whom? 

Boeeaeeio.  Fiammetta.  [Going. 

Fiammetta.  Where  are  you  running  now  9     Stay :  tho'  quite 
angry, 
I  am  not  yet  so  angiy  as  I  should  be : 
But,  if  you  ever  ta£e  such  liberties 
Ag.m! 

Boeeaeeio.  0  never!  ..  till  we  reach  Aversa. 
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Hamiiutia.  AiLd  will  70U  there  P  and  tell  me  to  my  face  f 
[Ii  thpartinf. 
Wait,  trait  for  pardon.    Must  we  part?  so  soonp 
80  long  a  time  ? 

Boeeaeeio.  Till  etar-liglit. 

Fiantmetta.  Stay  a  moment. 

Boeeaceh.  Q-ladly  a  life :  but  my  old  mule  lovee  walking 
And  meditation.     Now  the  maeb  and  dress, 
And  boy  to  cany  them,  must  all  be  found. 

Fiammttta.    'Boj,  mask,   dreea,    mule!    speed,    gallop, 
Arerea! 

Soccaeeio.  80  many  kiases  lie  upon  this  hand, 
Mine  hardly  reach  it. 

JVammetta.  Lipe  there  may  have  be^i ; 
Had  there  been  kisBee,  I  must  aure  have  felt  them, 
Ab  I  did  yours  .  .  at  least  I  thought  I  did  .  . 
But  go,  for  I  am  half  afraid  of  you  .  . 
That  is,  of  your  arriTing  yonder  late. 
Go,  else  the  crowd  may  stop  you ;  and  perhaps 
I  might  delay  you  for  some  sudden  fancy, 
Or  .  .  go  your  ways  .  .  not  let  you  go  at  alL 

SCZHX  n.      FKA  nDPSBT'B  CELL. 

Fka.  Bitpert  aloHt. 

I  wisht  him  power ;  for  what  was  his  was  mine ; 
1  wiaht  him  jealousy,  distrust,  aversion 
For  his  pert  bride,  that  she  might  have  no  share. 
I  never  fail'd  before  this  wretched  day. 
FaU'd !  I  have  not ;  I  will  possess  my  rights. 
Spring  over  him,  and  never  more  be  Bpum'd. 
They  who  had  rais'd  his  seat  shall  stablish  mine, 
Wimout  those  two  vain  boys :  0 !  had  they  done  it ! 
And  not  been  where  they  are  I    The  fault  was  theirs. 
Maytmiw  untitrM, 

li-a  Rupert.  Uaximin !  since  thy  servioes  may  soon 
Be  call'd  for,*8atchel  on  thee  my  experience. 
Then  set  about  thy  work.    My  Maximin ! 
Mind  how  thou  Uest !    Know,  if  lie  thou  must. 
Lies,  while  they  sap  their  way  and  hold  their  tongues, 
Are  safe  enough :  when  breath  gets  into  them. 
They,  and  the  work  about  them,  may  explode. 
Maximin  1  there  are  more  lies  done  than  said. 
Son !  when  we  hesitate  about  the  right, 
We're  sure  to  do  the  wrong. 

Maximin.  I  don't  much  hesitate. 
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fi^Svptrt.  To  chain  a  dog  and  to  unQhAin  a  d(^ 
Is  hasaidona  alike,  vbile  the  deaf  beoet 
Btandfl  barking :  he  must  sleep ;  then  for  the  oord. 

XoKimin.  ^^lat!  are  m;  Berrices  in  some  farm-yard? 
I  am  a  soldi^. 

Dra  Sit/Mri.  All  great  stateemen  have  been. 
How  laiga  a  portion  of  the  vorld  is  each 
In  his  own  eyes, 

JAun'MM.  Ain  I  BO  pioud  in  saying 
I  am  a  soldier  ? 

fht  Jlupni.  /am  proud  of  thee; 
Be  that  sufficient.     Give  thou  every  man 
What  he  requires  of  thee. 

Maxtmit.  A  world  to  each? 

Fhi  Rupert.  Not  so :  yet  hold  not  up  to  him  a  glass 
That  shows  him  lees,  or  but  eome  digits  greater. 

Manivtin.  Honest^  now,  Fra  Eupert,  by  my  cross ! 
No  gull  art  thou.     I  knew  that  triuc  myself. 
And  (short  the  digits)  told  it  word  for  word. 

fi-a  Rvpvrt.  I  will  ba  sworn  for  thee.     Being  Qunister. 
^ot  that  I  tbinlr  it  certain  just  at  present. 
For  when  the  sage  and  honest  ore  moet  wanted. 
That  is  the  chink  of  time  they  all  drop  through) 
But  when  thou  art  so,  mind  this  precept.     Cme 
Not  wise  enough  to  keep  the  wiser  off 
Should  never  be  a  minister  of  state. 

Maxitnin.  Fra  Kupert !  presto !  make  me  one  to-day. 
Qive  fifty  precepts,  there  Uiey  go  {Blowing]  but  this, 
III  kiss  the  cross  and  the  queen's  hand,  and  keep. 

^h»  Svpfrt.  Imake  thee  minister ! 

Jfaximin.  Tou  can  make  kings. 

li-a  Rupert.  Not  even  those !    I  might  have  made  Andrea 
What  thou  and  every  true  Hungarian 
Wisht  him  to  be,  ere  he  show'd  hoof  for  daw, 
And  thought  to  trample  down  his  countrymen. 

Mtueimin.  Andrea  bloody-minded !  turSe-doves 
Are  bloo^-minded  then,  and  leave  their  elm. 
The  first  day's  mating,  for  the  soeut  of  gore. 

D-a  Rupert.  Uaximin  \  here  is  no  guitar  for  thee, 
Else  mightest  thou  sip  that  pure  poetry 
Preciously  warm  and  frothy  from  the  udder. 

Maximin.  Father !  if  any  in  our  troop  call'd  me 
A  poet,  he  should  sing  for  it. 

FVn  Rupert.  Thou'rt  brave, 
Uaximin!  and  Andrea  is  not  bloody. 
But  there  are  princes,  or  have  been  within 
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Our  memoiy,  who,  when  blood  gusht  forth  like  vater 
From  their  own  people,  stood  upon  some  bridge 
Or  ialand,  waving  their  plumed  cape,  and  drank 
The  cries  of  djing  men  with  drunken  ears. 

Maximin.  Cursee,  eternal  cureea,  man's  and  Ood'a, 
Upon  auch  heathens ! 

Fra  Suptri.  Nay,  they  were  not  heathens ; 
Happily  they  were  christians,  Maximin ! 
Andrea,  though  myself  instructed  him. 
Is  treacherous.     Better  were  this  pasty  people 
Dissolved,  washt  down,  than  brave  Hungarians  perish, 

Maximin.  No  truer  word  prophet  or  saint  e'er  spoke. 

Fra  Rupert  {sighittg).  Saint  bath  not  spoken  it :  O  ntay  not 
prophet ! 

Ifaximin.  I,  being  neither,  can  not  understand  you. 

Fra  Sttpert.  The  innocent,  the  helpless,  are  surrounded. 

Maximin.  Andrea? 

Fi-a  Rvpert.  My  Andrea  would  betray  us. 

Maximin.  To  whom  ?    Are  we  the  helpless  ?  we  the  innocent  ? 

F)v  Rupert.  While  he  is  yonder  at  Aversa,  we 
Are  yelling  thro'  these  very  streets  for  mercy. 

Maximin.  I  cry  you  mercy,  father !    When  I  yell, 
m  borrow  whistles  from  some  thirty  good 
Neapolitans,  who'll  never  want  them  more. 

fi-a  Rupert.  Be  ready  then !  be  ready  for  Aversa ! 
Glory  stands  there  before  thee ;  seize  the  traitor. 
Win  wealth,  win  jewels,  win  .  .  What  have  not  palaces 
For  brave  young  men  upon  such  nights  as  these  ? 

Maximin.  Would'st  bid  me  stick  Andrea? 

FVa  R^erl.  Hungaiy, 
Not  I ;  our  country,  not  revenge. 

Maximin.  Bide  murder  ? 
I  will  proclaim  thy  treason  thro'  the  camp. 

Fi-a  Rupert.  Unhappy  son,  forbear !      By  thy  sweet  mother ! 
Upon  my  knees !     Upon  my  knees  before 
A  mortal  man !     Tea,  Rupert !  bend  thy  head ; 
Thy  own  son's  hand  should,  and  shall,  spill  thy  blood. 

[Maxiko  ttartt,  then  ht»iiaU»,  then  rvthet  at  him. 

Maximin.  Impudent  hoimd !  I'U  have  thy  throat  for  that. 

FVa  Rupert  {guard*  hit  throat).   Parricide!  make  me  not  erj 
murder  .  .  love 
Forhids  it  .  .  rather  die!    My  son!  my  son! 
Hide  but  thy  mother's  shame;  my  shame,  not  hers. 

[Uaxihin  rtl-axM  hit  gratp. 
WaTirain !  stand  between  the  worid  and  it  ? 
Oh !  what  avails  it  I  sinner  as  I  am ! 
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Other  worlds  witness  it.  [Maximiii  lootei  hold. 

My  Maximln  ?  [Bufesi  tmbrofe*  him. 

Jfaximin.  Why,  how  now,  Frate!  Hath  some  wine-rault  burst 
And  fuddled  thee  ?  we  know  tlioa  never  diinkest. 

/ra  St^.  That  Lighter  sin  won't  save  me. 

Maxitnin.  If  hght  buib 
Could  save  us,  I  have  many  a  hushelful, 
And  little  need  your  sentiy-bozes  yonder. 

Fra  St^ert   {very  mildly).  I  must   reprove  (my  own   dear 
child!)  {PaMionately) .  .  I  must 
Beprove,  however  gently,  such  irreverence. 
Confessionals  ar«  sentry-boxes  !  true  \ 
And  woe  betide  the  sentry  that  naps  there  ! 
Woe,  if  he  spare  his  voice,  his  prayer,  his  curse ! 

Maximin.  Curses  we  get  dog-cheap  ;  the  others,  reasonable. 

Fra  Rupert.  Sweet  Maximin  !  whatever  my  delight 
In  gazing  on  those  features  (for  sharp  shame, 
When  love  blows  over  it  from  lands  afar, 
Tingles  with  somewhat  too,  too  like  delight ! ) 
We  must  now  part.     Thy  fortune  lies  within 
Hy  hands.     To-night,  if  thy  own  officers 
Command  thee  to  perform  a  painful  office  ,  . 

Maximin.  Good  father !  what  know  we  of  o£B.ce8  ? 
Let  them  command  a  duty,  and  'tis  done. 

IVa  Rupert.  Discreet  tho' !  Mazimia!  discreet!  my  marrow! 
Let  not  a  word  escape  thee,  not  a  breath. 
Bleasinga,  my  tender  kid !     We  must  walk  on 
(I  love  thee  so  !)  together  thro'  the  doister. 

Maximin.  No,  fa^er !  no ;  too  much ! 

fi-a  Rupert,  Too  much  for  thee  ? 

[S.mEB.'r  precedtt,  ^eaki  to  three  tnen,  Kho  bme  and  retire ;  he 
diea^ean. 

Maximin  {Utteriny  m  tiu  doiiter).     Incredible  t  yet  friars  and 
cockroaches 
Creep  thro'  aU  rooms,  and  like  the  closet  best. 
Let  me  consider !  can  it  be  ?  how  can  it  ? 
He  is  bare  fifty ;  I  am  forty-one. 


SCZXE  m.      THE  OAKDEN'  OF  FBIAS.  AN SSLU  B  CONTENT. 

Fka  Bupekt,  ELAFWKATn,  ZmoA,  and  Fsein. 
JV-fl  Rupert.  Ye  brave  supporters  of  Hmtgarian  power 
And  dignity !  0  Zinga  !  Etapwrath  !  Pseinl 
Becomes  it  me  to  praise  (we  may  admire 
Those  whom  to  praise  were  a  temerity) 
Such  men  as  you. 


..Google 


■WORKS  OF  LANDOR.  [Dialoouks 

J'wt'n.  Us  F  we  are  only  captains. 

Zinga.  After  liard  serice  we  are  nothing  more. 

SlapwriUh.    Twenty-three    years  hath  £lapwratli  rid  and 
thinrted. 

Fra  Ruptrt.  Ingratitude  !  the  worst  of  human  crimes, 
Hardly  we  dare  to  say  ;  so  flat  and  stale, 
80  heavy  with  sick  sobs  from  mouth  to  mouth, 
The  ejaculation.    To  my  mind  scarce  witchery 
Comes  up  to  it. 

Puin.  Hold !  father !    For  that  sin 
Either  we  deal  with  derila  or  old  women. 

Fra  Ri^ert.  Uan  was  created  of  the  dust ;  to  make 
The  fragile  mass  cohesive,  were  employed 
The  bitter  waters  of  ingratitude.  {Affeett  to  weep. 

Slapwrath.  Weeping  will  never  rinse  that  beaker,  Frate ! 

F^a  Supert.  It  is  not  for  myself. 

^'t^.  We  see  it  is  not. 

li-a  Supert.  Ye  can  not  see  deep  into  me. 

/'win.  Few  can. 

fht  Jiupert.  Ye  can  not  see  the  havoc  made  within 
By  ever-dear  Andrea. 

Zinga,  Havoc  ? 

Fra  Rupert.  Havoc ! 

Eiapwrath.  I  like  the  word  :  purses  and  rings  hang  round  it. 
Necklaces,  brooches,  and  indented  armlets. 

Piein.  But,  ere  we  reach  'em,  uriy  things  enough, 
Beeide  the  broken  swords  that  lie  below 
And  brave  men  brandisht  in  the  morning  light. 

Xhpwrath.  Brave  men  then  should  not  cross  us ;  wise  men 
don't. 

FS^a  Rupert.  Your  spirit  all  attest ;  but  those  the  least 
Whose  safety  hangs  upon  your  saddle-skirts. 
Men  are  not  valued  for  their  worth  in  Italy : 
Of  the  same  price  the  apple  and  the  peach, 
The  service  and  the  fig. 

Zinga.  Well,  there  they  beat  us. 

Pmn.  Whatever  they  may  be,  we  can  not  hdp  it. 

Fra  Rtipert.  Help  it,  I  say,  ye  can  ;  and  ye  shall  help  it, 
Altho'  I  perish  for  ye. 

Klapwrath.  Then  indeed, 
Frate !  some  good  might  come  of  it ;  but  wilt  thou  ? 

Fra  Rupert.  Abandon  to  his  fate  my  poor  Andrea ! 
Has  he  not  slept  upon  this  bosom  f 

Eiapwrath.  Has  he  f 
He  must  have  had  some  scratches  on  his  face. 

Fhi  Rujwt.  Has  he  not  eaten  from  this  hand  ? 
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K!apwrath.  WI17  then. 
He'll  never  die  for  want  of  abpetite. 

IVa  Rupert.  Have  we  not  drunk  our  water  btym  one  bowl  f 

Slt^nerath.  Father  1  ;ou  were  not  veiy  liberal ; 
He  mi^t  have  drunk  tiie  whole  of  mine,  and  w^oome. 

/Va  Rupert.  How  light  ye  make  of  life  I 

Zitua.  Faith  !  not  bo  light ; 
I  think  it  worth  a  tug,  for  my  part  of  it ; 
Nor  would  I  leave  our  quarters  willingly. 

jPmm.  O  the  delight  of  floating  in  a  bath. 
One  hand  athwart  an  orange-boueli,  the  other 
Flat  on  the  marble  paTement,  and  our  eyes 
Wandering  among  those  figures  round  liie  arch 
That  scatter  flowers,  and  laugh  at  us,  and  vie 
With  one  another  vbich  ehafl  tempt  us  most ! 
Nor  ia  it  undelightful,  in  my  mind, 
To  let  the  curly  wave  of  the  warm  eea 
Climb  over  me,  and  languishingly  chide 
My  stopping  it^  and  push  me  gently  away. 

Kk^^raa.  Water,  cold,  tepid,  Iiot,  is  one  to  me. 
The  only  enemy  to  honest  wine 
la  water ;  plague  upon  it ! 

Zinf/a.  80  say  I. 

Rra  Rupert.  Three  braver  friends   ne'er  met.    Hei !   hei ! 
hei !  hei ! 
The  very  name  of  friend !    You  can  not  know 
What  love  I  bear  Andrea ! 

Piein.  All  the  world 
Knows  it. 

FiiUt.  The  mischief  he  designs,  who  guesses  f 

Pmm.  ah  boys  are  mischievous. 

FVa  Rupert.  Alas  1  but  mischief 
l^ere  miglit  be  without  treacbeiy. 

Puin.  Poor  Andrea ! 
So  little  fit  f  <n-  it ! 

ISv  Svpert.  Frank  generous  souls 
Always  are  first  to  suner  from  it,  laot 
To  know  it  when  thOT-  meet  it. 

KUipwrath.  Who  shall  harm 
Our  own  king's  colt  f    Who  moves,  speaks,  looks,  agfunat  him» 
Why !  that  man's  shroud  is  woven,  and  spread  out. 

li-a  Rvpert.  Let  mine  then  be  !  would  it  had  been  so  ere 
I  saw  this  day ! 

Reein.  What  has  he  done  f 

liv  Rupert.  To  me 
AU  kindness  ever.    Why  such  mad  resolves 
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Against  the  Uvea  of  his  most  sure  def  eadera  ? 
Against  his  coimtrj'meii,  his  guards,  his  fathei'a 
Host  chosen  friends  ? 

Zinga.  Against  your  life  F 

Fra  Rupert.  No,  no ! 
HeaTsn  protecte  me  ;  he  sees  it ;  nor  indeed 
(To  do  him  justice)  has  he  such  a  heart. 
But  why  ask  >n«  to  aid  him  9     Why  ask  me 
Whether  he  was  as  strong  at  heart  as  Zinga, 
Desterons  at  sword  as  Klapwrath,  such  a  fool  .  . 
Pardon !  your  pardon,  gentlemen  !  [^Lookiny  at  Fbein, 

Pmn.  As  Psein. 

/Va  Svpert.  The  very  word !     Who  else  dared  utter  it  ? 
I  give  him  ap !     I  almost  give  him  up  ! 

Klapwrath.    He    shall   not  rule   us.    The   best   blood   of 
Hungary 
Shall  not  be  pour'd  this  night  apon  the  wine. 

D-a  Rvpert.  If  you  must  leave  the  country  .  .  and  perhaps 
No  worse  may  reach  the  greater  part  of  you  .  . 

Ptritt.  I  have  no  mind  to  leave  it. 

Zinga.  Noae  shall  drive  us. 

Klapwrath.  The  wines  of  Hungary  strive  hard  with  these, 
Yet  Klapwrath  is  contented ;  he  nates  change. 

Zinga.  Let  us  drink  these  out  first,  and  then  try  those. 

Fra  Rupert.  Never  will  come  the  day  when  pine-root  fire 
And  heavy  oonea  puff  fragrance  round  the  room, 
And  two  bluff  heathy  chndren  drag  along 

SOne  by  the  ear,  the  other  by  the  scut) 
L  bullae  hare  for  supper ;  where  each  greyhound 
Knows  his  own  master,  leaps  up,  hangs  a  foot 
Inward,  and  whimpers  piteously  to  see 
Flagons  go  round,  then  oS  for  bread  and  lard. 
Those  were  your  happy  times ;  unless  when  foray 
Stirr'd  ye  to  wrath,  and  beeves  and  swine  and  trulls 
(Tempting  ye  from  propriety)  heapt  up 
A  mount  of  sins  to  strive  against ;  abduction 
Of  linen-chests,  and  those  who  wove  the  linen ; 
And  shocking  oaths  obscene,  and  well-nigh  acts; 
Fracture  of  ceUar-doors,  and  spinning-wheels  ; 
And  (who  can  answer  for  you)  worse,  worse,  worae ! 

Klapu>ratk.    'Sblood !    Frate !    runs   no   vine-juice   in   our 
arteries? 
Psein's  forehead  starts  wty  veins  upon  eaoh  side ; 
His  nostrils  blow  so  hot  they'll  crack  my  boots. 

Zinga.  Must  we  move  hence  ? 

fVa  Rvpert.  To  die  like  sheep  ?  like  conies  ? 
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Ye  shall  not  die  alone ;  I  will  die  with  tou. 
There  have  been  kings  who  aacrifi(»d  their  sons. 
Abraham  would  have  done  it ;  Pagans  have ; 
But  guardians  such  as  I  tun  !  .  . 

Kli^ivrratk.  Frate!  Frate! 
Don't  tear  those  tindeiy  rags,  or  they  will  quit  thee 
With  only  horee-hair  under,  and  some  stiffer. 

/i-a  Rtymt.  Ton  conquer  me,  you  conquer  me,  I  yield. 
He  was  not  bloody.    Could  it  end  with  one ! 
And  we  knew  which  .  .  or  two,  or  three. 

Zinga.  But  us? 

F^a  Supert.  "If  once  the  captains  of  the  companies," 
8aid  he  .  .  and  then,  I  own,  he  said  no  more  : 
He  saw  me  shudder,  and  he  sped  away. 

Slapierath.  Are  we  to  hold  our  throats  out  to  the  knife  ? 

Fra    Euptrt.    Patience!    dear    douhtful    Klapwrath!    mere 
suspicion! 
He  did  not  say  the  knife,  or  sword,  or  halter, 
He  might  have  meant  the  scaffold ;  nothing  worse ; 
Deprive  you  he  mi^t  not  of  all  distinction. 
Nay,  mig^t  spare  one  or  other  of  yoa  yet : 
Why  then  prevent  what  may  need  no  prevention  ? 
Slyer  are  few ;  many  more  sanguinary : 
HxiBt  we  (don't  say  it)  give  hJTn  up  ?    I  hope 
He's  mischierouB  through  weakness,  not  malignity. 

^ingtt.  What  matters  that  ?    A  feather-bed  may  stifle  us 

Sf  we  will  let  it)  with  a  babe  to  press  it. 
there  no  other  prince  in  Hungat^ 
Fit  to  maintain  us  here  ? 

Hv  Rvperi.  The  very  thought 
That  came  into  my  head ! 

Piein.  But  when  oun  fall. 
What  matters  it  who  leaps  upon  his  horse 
To  overlook  our  maintenance  ?     A  fool 
I  may  he  ;  can  his  wisdom  answer  that  ? 

2inga.  He  doubts  my  courage,  bringiog  thus  his  own 
Against  it.     He's  a  boy ;  were  he  a  man, 
No  injury,  no  insult,  no  affront .  . 
Every  man  is  as  brave  as  I ,  .  Stop  there ! 
By  aU  my  saints  !  (ITt  thoiet  atv»rai  about  him)  by  all  mj  services ! 
This  hut  shall  smash  his  teeth  who  dares  say,  '  h-arer.' 

KUtpwrath.  TATiat  I  am  you  know  beat,  at  battling  it ; 
Nothing  is  easier  :  but  I've  swum  two  nights 
And  days  together  upon  Baian  wine. 
And  so  hare  ye  :  'twould  swamp  that  leaky  nomp-skuH. 
Behead  us ;  good !  but  underrate  us ;  aevet ! 
TOL.  vn.  L 
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Fra  Uttptrt.  Having  thus  elear'd  our  conaciences,  and  shown 
Our  puri^iu  face  of  day,  we  swear  .  .  [Setitate* 

Zinga.  Frate,  if  you  don't  grudge  an  oath  or  two  .  . 

Fra  Rupm-t.  Death  to  Andrea !  loyalty  to  Lewis ! 

AV.  Hurrah! 

Fhi  Rupert.  Sweet  friends !  profane  not  thue  the  doister! 
Leave  me  to  weep  for  him '  the  cruel  boy ! 

EKB  IT.      PALACE   OF  ATEB8A ;   SALOON  OVBRLOOKINO  THK 

Sakcia,  Filippa,  Maria,  FiAMMBrrA. 
Maria.  Ha !  here  they  nome  again.     See  !  lady  Sancia 
I^eaning  upon  Filippa.     They  are  grown 
Wiser,  and  will  not  barter  songs  for  griefs. 


A  mRlliiir  lii;ht  on  Latmoi  fell ; 
It  cume  nol  from  the  lowly  cell, 

It  ({lidpd  from  I  hfi  skied ; 
It  liijhted  upnn  one  vho  elept, 
Somn  voire  t)>en  ukt  him  why  he  w«pt, 

Bome  soft  tiling  preat  his  eyea. 


He  knew  the  liRht  was  frero  above, 
He  pUy'd  the  Bhifljng  ^me  of  love, 
And  lout  at  lait  thne  siifhii. 

Fiammttta  [(o  Filippa).  I  wish  he  would  come  nearer,  jiott 
to  see 
How  my  hair  shinen,  powder'd  with  duet  of  gold  : 
1  think  he  then  would  call  me  .  . 

Maria,  WTiat? 

Fiammetta.  Fiamnietta. 

Filippa.  He  hardly  .  .  poet  as  he  seems  to  be  .  . 
Such  OS  be  is  .  .  eould  feign  a  better  name. 
He  does  not  seem  to  be  cut  out  for  Binging. 

Fiammetta.  I  would  not  have  his  voice  one  tittle  altered. 
The  poetry  is  pretty  .  .  She  says  nothing. 
The  poetry  is  charming  .  .  Now  she  hears  me. 
The  moat  delightful  poetry !  .  .  0  lady 
Filippa '.  not  one  praise  for  it !  not  one ! 
I  never  dreamt  you  were  yourself  a  poet. 

Filippa.  These  summer  apples  may  be  palatable. 
But  will  not  last  for  winter ;  the  austere 
And  wrintle-rinded  have  a  better  chance. 
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Throw  a  whole  honejcomb  into  a  hajBtaok, 
It  may  draw  flies,  but  never  mil  feed  horses. 
From  theae  same  cogs  (eternally  one  tone) 
The  mill  has  floured  us  with  euch  dust  all  over 
As  we  must  shake  off,  or  die  apoplectic. 
Your  gentle  silkeD-veet^d  swains  may  wish 
All  poetry  one  eheepfold. 

Maria.  8heep  are  well, 
Like  men  and  most  things,  in  their  proper  places. 
But  when  some  prancing  knight  would  entertain  as. 
Borne  eallant,  brightening  every  gem  about  him, 
I  would  not  hare  upon  the  palace-steps 
A  hind  cry  out,  "  Uake  way  there  for  my  sheep." 
They  say  (not  speaking  of  this  woolay  race) 
They  say  that  poets  make  us  lire  for  ever. 

FUippa.  Sometimes  the  life  they  lend  is  worse  than  none. 
Shorn  of  its  glory,  shrivel'd  up  for  want 
Of  the  fresh  air  of  virtue. 

J^ammttta.  Yet,  to  live ' 
0 !  and  to  live  by  those  we  love  so  well ! 

Filippa.  If  sudi  irregularitiee  continue 
After  to-night,  when  freedoms  are  allowed, 
We  must  lock  up  the  gardens,  rigorously 
Forbidding  all  the  inmates  of  the  palaoe 
To  use  the  keys  they  hare. 

Fiammetta.  The  giwd  king  Bobert 
Sooner  had  driven  out  the  nightingales 
Than  the  poor  timid  poets. 

Filippa.  Timid  poets! 
What  brood  are  they  of  ? 

Fiammetta.  Such  as  sing  of  love. 

FiUppa.  The  very  worst  of  all ;  the  boldest  men  I 

Maria.  Nay  ;  not  the  boldest ;  very  quarrelsome, 
Tragic  and  comic,  hot  and  cold,  are  so  ; 
And  BO  are  nightingales  ;  the  gardener 
Has  told  me ;  and  the  poets  do  no  worse 
Than  th^  do.     Here  and  there  they  pluck  a  feather 
From  one  another,  here  and  there  a  crumb  ; 
But,  for  hard  fighting,  fair  straight-forward  fighting, 
With  th'H  one  nosegay  I  oould  beat  them  all. 
In  good  king  Bobcrt's  day  were  lute  and  lyre  ; 
Now  hardly  dare  we  hang  them  on  the  nail, 
But  run  away  and  throw  them  down  before 
The  boiat«rouB  drum  and  trumpet  hoarse  with  rage. 
Let  poetry  and  music,  dear  Fihppa, 
Uiutb  form  unfrozen  and  uneheofet  1 
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Fih'ppa.  Ah  child ! 
Thy  fancy  too  Bome  poet  hath  inflamed : 
Believe  me,  they  are  dangerous  men. 

Marui.  No  men 
Are  dangerous. 

Filippa,  O  my  child ! 

Maria.  The  veiy  creatures 
■WTiom  God  has  given  us  for  our  protection. 

MUppa.  But  against  whom  ? 

Maria.  I  never  thought  of  that. 

Fiammetta.  Somebody  told  me  once  that  good  king  Bobert 
Gave  keys  to  three  or  four,  who  neither  were 
Nor  would  he  constant  inmates  of  the  court. 

Maria.  Who  might  and  would  not !    This  Is  an  enigma. 
They  must  have  felt  then  very  low  indeed. 
Among  our  glass-house  jewels  newly  set, 
I  have  Been  vile  ones,  and  have  laught  to  think 
How  nicely  would  my  slipper  pat  their  faces ; 
They  never  felt  thus  low. 

SamTM.  We  feel  it  for  them, 
Prescriptively,  we  leave  to  our  asaayers 
To  stamp  the  currency  of  gold  and  brass, 

I\ammett<t  {to  Fiuppa).  Have  you  not  prala'd  the  king  your 
very  self 
For  saying  to  Fetrarca,  as  he  did, 
"  Letters  are  dearer  to  me  than  my  oiown. 
And,  were  I  forced  to  throw  up  one  or  other. 
Away  should  go  the  diad^n,  by  Jove !  " 

Saneia.  Thou  art  thy  very  father.     Kiss  me,  child ! 
His  father  said  it,  and  thy  father  would. 
When  shall  such  kings  adorn  the  throne  again ! 

Fiammetta.  When  the  same  love  of  what  Heaven  made  most 
lovely 
Enters  their  hearts ;  when  genius  diinee  above  them, 
And  not  beneath  their  feet.  [^Qoet  vp  to  QiovAsm. 

Saneia  {to  Filitpa).  Eapturous  prl ! 
Warmth  ripens  years  and  wisdom.    She  disooureea 
Idly  as  other  girls  on  other  things. 

Filippa.  That  ripeninc;  warmth  fear  I. 

Saneia.  Portending  what  ? 

FiUppa.  Ah,  gracious  lady !  sweetest  fruits  fall  soonest.  . 

Saneia.  (Who  sweeter  ?) 

FiUppa.  And  are  braised  the  most  by  fatling. 

Mana  (Joining  them).  Sicily  and  myself  are  msagreed. 
Surely  the  man  who  sang  must  have  thick  fingers. 
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He  pUy'd  BO  badly :  but  his  voice  ia  eweet, 
For  all  its  trembling. 

Fiammetta.  Now  I  think  the  trembling 
Hakes  it  no  votes.    I  wish  he  would  go  on. 

Maria.  Evidently  the  Bong  ehould  finish  there. 

fiammetla.  Evidently  it  ^ould  go  on  .  .  (luide)  for  ever. 

Maria.  Ho !  ho  !  you  are  not  cruel  to  the  knight  ? 

Fiamvietta.  It  is  no  knight  at  all. 

Saiteia.  How  know  you  that  ? 

Maria.  You  wonld  be  lightened  .  . 

Fiamptetta.  He  could  never  Mghten. 

J&TM.  If  tilting  .  . 

J^'tamnutta.  Nobody  would  hurt  Oiovaimi. 


Akdkka,  Ma&ia,  and  Fiaiucetta. 
Andrea.  So !  you  too  have  been  listening,  every  soul, 
I  varrant  ye. 

Maria.  And  have  you  too,  Andrea  ? 

Andrea.  From  that  snug  little  wat«h-tower ;  'twas  too  high ; 
I  only  lookt  upon  the  tope  of  trees. 
See!  him  there!  maskt!  under  the  mulberry  ! 

Fiammetta.  I  do  not  see  him  .  .  Look  for  him  elsewhere : 
That  is  a  shadow. 

Andrea.  Think  you  eo  f    It  may  be. 
And  the  guitar? 

Fiammetta.  What!  that  great  yellow  toad-stool ? 

Andrea.  How  like  is  everything  we  see  by  starlight ! 

FiaiHtnetta  {aiidt).  If  there  were  not  a  star  in  all  the  sky, 
Every  one  upon  earth  would  know  Giovanni  ! 

Andrea.  I  wish  the  mulberries  were  not  pajst,  that  dozens 
Might  drop  upon  him,  and  might  speckle  over 
TTi's  doublet :  we  should  see  it  like  a  trout 
To-morrow,  white  and  crimson,  and  discover 
The  singer  of  this  nonsense  about  light. 

Ftammttta.  If  you  don't  like  it,  pray  don't  listen  to  it. 

Mario  {tnalitfioutlj/).  Then  let  us  come  away. 

Fiammetta.  Fray  do. 

Maria  {taking  hir  amt).  Come. 

F\atnmttta  (peeeiihli/).  No. 

Maria.  Listen  !  another  song  ! 

Fiammetta.  Hush  !  for  Heaven's  soke ! 
O !  will  you  never  listen  ?     All  this  noise ! 

Maria.  laughter  might  make  some ;    smiles  are  much  too 
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Fiammttla.  WeU  ;  you  liave  stopt  him  ;  are  yoi 
Maria.  Quite,  quite ;  if  you  are. 
Fiammttta.  He  Degine  again  ! 
HuBh !  for  the  hope  of  Paradise !    0  hush ! 


No ;  he  who  darei  tell  one 
To  otber  earn  Uun  one's  ihdl  iul. 

1  Btng  for  her  iiloiie. 

Andrea.  I  have  a  mind  to  be  .  . 

Maria.  What?  prince! 

Andrea.  What?  angry. 

Maria.  Not  you. 

Andrea.  Not  I P    Why,  who  should  hinder  me  t 

Maria  (coaxing).  No,  no  ;  you  won't  be  angry,  prince  ! 

Andrea.  I  said 
Half-angry,  and  reeolre  to  keep  my  word. 

Maria.  Anger  is  better,  aa  pomegranates  are, 
Split  into  halves,  and  losing  no  small  port. 

Andrea.  I  never  heard  such  trutli  about  pomegranates ! 
What  was  the  other  thing  we  reason'd  on  ? 
Ho !  now  I  reooUect,  as  you  shall  see. 

[_Ooe»:  all/olloit: 

eOENE  yl.      OAKOEN. 

AiTDBEA,  Mabia,  Fiamxetta,  and  fioccAcao. 

Axdrta.  Keep  back :  where  thieves  may  be,  leave  men  alone. 
Now  for  drawn  swords !    Where  are  they ;  slipt  behind 
*    The  mulbenr :  wisely  schemed  !  'twon't  do !  come  forth ! 
Tield  !  tremble  like  a  poplar-leaf  !     Who  art  thou  ? 

\^S»iving  Boccaccio. 

Boeeaeeio.  King  Sobert,  air,  respected  me. 

Andrea.  HiAhef 
Did  hi  f    Then  far  more  highly  should  Andrea. 
Sicily !  treat  him  kindly.     We  may  all. 
£ven  yon  and  I,  commit  an  indiscretion. 
How  me  stars  twinkle !  how  the  light  leaves  titter ! 
And  there  are  secret  quiverings  in  the  herbs. 
As  if  th^  all  knew  something  of  the  matter, 
And  wisht  it  undisturb'd.     To-night  no  harm 
8haU  happen  to  the  worst  man  in  Aversa. 
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SCEXK  I.      FAIACB  OF  ATEKKA. 
AjiDREA  and  UlOTAKNA. 

Giocanna.  How  gracefully  thou  eattoet  ou  thy  horsa, 
Andr«a! 

Andrea.  Didl? 

CwrantM.  He  curveted  so, 
Sidled  and  pranced  and  croucht  and  plunged  again, 
I  almost  was  afraid,  but  dared  not  eay  it. 

Andrea.  Catit^no  is  a  sad  curvetting  rogue. 

&i»vanna.  'Twos  not  Caatagno  ;  'twas  Polluce. 

Andrta.  Waa  it  ? 
How  canst  thou  t«ll,  Qiovanna  ? 

Oiovanna.  I  can  tell. 

Andrea.  All  at  hap-hazaid :  I  am  very  aure 
Twas  not  the  horse  you  lookt  at ;  nor  <Ud  I 
Think  about  riding,  or  about  the  palfrey. 
Crimson  and  gold,  half  palfrey  and  half  ostrich. 
But  thou  too  ridest  like  a  queen,  my  dove  ! 

Oiovatma.  80  very  like  one  ?     Would  you  make  me  proud  ? 

Andrea.  God  forbid  that !     I  love  thee  more  for  beauty. 
Ne'er  put  on  pride,  my  heart !  thou  dost  not  want  it ; 
Many  there  ore  who  ao ;  cast  it  to  them 
Who  can  not  do  without  it,  empty  souls  ! 
Ha !  how  you  look  !  is  it  surprise  or  pleasure  ? 

Qiveaima.  Pleasure,  my  love  !     I  will  obey  with  pleasure 
This  your  first  order.     But  indeed,  my  husband. 
You  must  not  look  so  fondly  when  the  masks  come, 
For  you  and  I,  you  know,  shall  not  be  masked. 

Andrea.  A  oretty  reason  for  not  lookmg  fond ! 
Uust  people  uien  wear  masks  for  that  f 

Qivaanna.  Most  do. 
I  never  saw  such  fondness  as  some  masks 
Presented. 

Andrea.  Thou  hast  never  seen  half  mine ; 
Thou  shalt ;  and  then  sholt  thou  sit  judge  between  us. 
We  have  not  spoken  more  to-day,  my  chuok, 
Than  many  other  days,  yet  thou  appearest 
Wiser  than  ever.     I  have  gain'd  from  thee 
Uore  than  I  gave. 

Qiovanna.  And,  without  flattery, 
I  am  more  pleas'd  with  your  discourse  than  evnr. 

Andrea  (Jmidly).  No,  not  than  ever.    In  this  veiy  room 
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Didst  thou  not  give  to  me  tMs  very  hand 
Because  I  talked  bo  well  ? 

OiwoTtna.  We  foolish  girls 
Are  always  caught  so. 

Andrea.  Always  topt  so,  too  ? 
Well,  we  must  see  about  it  then,  in  earnest. 

Qimanna.  Andrea  !  one  thing  see  to :  pray  inquire 
If,  in  the  crowd  that  rushed  so  thro'  the  gates, 
Xo  accident  has  happen'd.     Some  cried  out, 
Some  quarrell'd ;  many  horses  started  off. 
And  bore  amid  them. 

Andrea.  Never  fear. 

Oiovanna.  But  ask.  \^Ht  goet. 


TiAimBTiA,  Maria,  Fujfpa,  and  Sakcia,  enter. 

Maria.  The  bridegroom  is  among  the  other  grooms, 
Asking  odd  questions:  what  man's  horse  broke  loose, 
Who  was  knockt  down,  what  fruit-stall  overtum'd. 
Who  quarrell'd,  who  cried  out,  struck,  ran  away. 

Giovanna.  Maria !  tbiw  is  pleasantry. 

Andrea  {reiuminff  hMtiUf).  They  say, 
Caraffa  and  Caraccioli  are  dead. 

Oiovanna.  It  can  not  bo  :  th^  were  both  well  this  morning. 

Filippa.  The  west-wind  blew  this  morning  .  .  no  air  now. 

Gimanna.  0  but,  Filippa !  they  both  came  together. 
Did  not  queen  Sancia  tell  you  ? 

liltppa.  I  have  seen 
Two  barks  together  enter  the  port  yonder, 
And  part  together. 

Gwcanna.  But  to  die  at  once  ! 

Filippa.  Happy  the  friends  whom  that  one  fate  befalls ! 

Gtovamta.  80  soon ! 

Mlippa.  Perhaps  so  soon. 

Gimanna.  It  may  be  happy. 
It  must  be  strange  ;  awfully  strange  indeed ! 

[FlAMMETTA  yOM  OUt. 

Andrea.  My  darling !  how  you  pity  those  two  youths ! 
I  like  you  for  it. 

Giotanna.  Both  have  fathers  living : 
What  must  they  suffer !     Each  .  .  I  never  heard. 
But  may  well  fancy  .  .  loved  some  girl  who  loves  him. 
I  oould  shed  tears  for  her. 

Maria.  My  dear  Gioranna ! 
Do  queens  shed  tears  f  and  on  the  wedding-day  ? 
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Saneia.  I  see  no  reason  why  they  should  not. 

Fitippa  {atide).  I, 
Alas !  see  far  too  many  vhy  they  should. 

Andrea.  What  did  Filippa  say  ?  that  brides  should  cry  ? 

Ftlippa  {to  OiOTAiTHA  and  Makia).  Not  idly  has  the  gonial 
breath  of  Bon^f 
Tum'd  into  pearls  the  tears  that  women  shed ; 
They  are  vliat  they  are  call'd :  some  may  be  brighter 
Among  your  gems,  none  purer,  none  become 
The  youthful  and  the  beautiful  so  well. 

Andrea  («  Fiammetta  enter*).  Here  enters  one  you  never 
will  teach  that, 
6he  is  too  li^t  for  grief,  too  gay  for  love. 
And  neither  salt  nor  mistleto  can  catch  her, 
Nor  springe  nor  net :  she  laughs  at  all  of  them 
Like  any  woodpecker,  and  wings  away. 
1  know  you  women ;  I'm  a  married  man  : 

Fiamtattta.  They  will  not  give  the  story  up  :  they  draw 
All  difierent  ways,  but  death  they  all  will  have. 

Andrea.  Ay,  and  one  only  will  not  satisfy  them. 

\_An  O^er  eniert,  and  eonf^t  apart  with  him. 
Certmn? 

Qiovanna.  Some  other  accident  less  heavy. 
Heaven !  let  us  hope  ! 

Andrea.  Strangled !     0  what  a  death ! 
One  of  them  .  .  one  (no  matter  now  which  of  them) 
Disliked  me,  shims'd  me ;  if  we  met,  lookt  at  me 
Straighter  and  taller  and  athwart  the  shoulder, 
And  dug  his  knuckles  deep  into  his  thigh. 
I  gave  him  no  offence  .  .  yet,  he  is  gone  .  . 
^thout  a  word  of  hearing,  he  is  gone ! 
To  think  of  this  !  to  think  how  he  has  fallen 
Amid  his  pranks  and  joyancee,  amid 
His  wild  heath  myrtle-blossoms,  one  might  say, 
It  quite  immana  me. 

Saneia.  Speak  not  so,  my  son  !  • 

Let  others,  when  their  nature  has  been  chai^d 
To  such  unwonted  state,  when  they  are  call'd 
To  do  what  angels  do  and  brutes  do  not, 
Sob  at  their  shame,  and  say  they  are  unmann'd  : 
Unmann'd  they  can  not  be ;  they  are  not  men. 
At  glorious  deeds,  at  sufierings  well  endured, 
Tea,  at  life's  thread  sna^t  with  its  gloss  upon  it, 
Be  it  man's  pride  and  pnvilege  to  weep. 
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SCEXE  Ul.      QKAND  8AL0OX. 

Math  pMiing. 
Akdkea,  Giovanwa,  Mama,  Fiammetta,  Fiuppa. 

Filippa.  It  may  l>e  right,  my  lady,  that  you  kuuw 
yfhai.  maekB  are  here. 

Otoranna.  I  have  found  out  already 
A  few  of  them.     Several  waived  (jereiuony 
(Desirably  at  maelcH)  and  paut  unnoticed. 
The  room  fills  rapidly. 

Filippa.  Not  to  detain 
My  queen  (for  hundreds  anxiously  a]i]>roa(ih), 
Pardon !  I  recognised  the  I'rince  Luigi. 

Giovanna.  larauto  ?     Tell  our  eouBin  to  keep  on 
HtB  maek  all  evening.     Hither !  uninvited ! 

Maria   {out  of  breath).    Think  you  the  dais  will  keep  llio 
masks  from  lieariug  ? 

Gimanna.  Why  should  it  ? 

Maria.  Oh  !  why  should  it  ?     He  is  here. 
Even  Filippa  could  distinguish  him. 
Every  one  upon  earth  must  know  Taranto. 

Qievanna.  Descend  we  then :  beside  the  statue  there 
We  may  converse  some  moments  privately. 

Maria.  Hadiant  I  saw  bim  as  the  sun  .  .  a  name 
We  always  gave  him  .  .  rapid  as  his  beams. 
I  should  have  known  him  by  his  neck  alone 
Among  ten  thousand.     While  I  gazed  upon  it, 
He  gazed  at  three  mysterious  masks  :  then  rose 
That  graceful  column,  ampler,  and  more  wreathed 
With  its  marmoreal  thews  and  dimmer  veins. 
The  three  masks  hurried  thro'  the  haU ;  Taranto 
After  them  (fierce  disdain  upon  hie  brow) 
Darted  as  Mercuiy  at  Jove's  command. 
No  doubt,  three  traitors  who  dared  never  face  him 
In  his  own  country,  are  courageous  here. 

Gimanita.  Taranto  then,  Taranto  was  uumaskt 
Against  my  orders ! 

Maria.  Bather  say,  hffort. 
Luigi  never  disobeyed  tiiovanna. 
'     Oionanna.  Filippa  carried  them. 

Maria.  I  know  his  answer. 

Oiovanna.  Bepeat  it  then,  for  she  may  not  to-nig^t. 

Maria.  "  Tell  her  I  come  the  cousin,  not  the  prince, 
Nor  with  pretension,  nor  design,  nor  hope ; 
I  come  the  loyal,  not  the  fond,  Taranto. ' 
Why  look  you  round  ? 
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Otomniw.  The  voice  is  surely  his. 

Maria.  The  thoughts  ore  .  . 

Oiovamta  {pretting  her  Aoik^.  Kuy,  0  HeHven !  the  epeakor 
be !  l^Both  wali  awaff. 

JF^a  Rv^ptrt  {matked  and  ditguued,  to  one  ittit).  I  heard  our 
^aciouB  queen,  espoused  to-day, 
Give  oMera  that  Taranto  keep  well  maakt. 

Next  Ma*k  (to  anothtr).  Ho  then !  Taranto  here ! 

Sfcond  Mom.  What  treachery ! 

D^a  Rup*rt    (mukad).    He  could  not  keep   away.       Tem- 
pestuoua  lore 
Has  tost  him  hither.    Let  him  but  abstam 
Froni  violence,  nor  play  the  jealous  husband, 
Aa  some  men  do  when  husbfmde  cross  their  road. 

Seamd  i&ti.  Taranto  is  a  swordsman  to  the  proof. 

Fir*t  Mati.  Where  is  he  ? 

Dra  Rupert.  He  stood  yonder,  in  sky-blue, 
With  pearls  about  the  sleeves. 

Second  Math.  Well  call  him  Phcobua ! 
I  would  give  something  for  a  glimpse  at  what 
That  mask  conceals. 

f^a  Jii^frt.  Oh !  could  we  catch  a  glimpse 
Of  what  all  masks  conceal,  'twould  break  our  hearts. 
Far  better  hidden  from  us  !     Woman !  woman !  [  Goei  off. 

Fint  Matk  (lo  teeond).  A  friar  Rupert !  only  that  hia  voiue 
Breathes  flute-like  whisperings,  rather  than  reproofs. 

SecondMaik.  Beside,  he  stands  three  inches  Mgher ;  his  girth 
Slraderer  by  much. 

firit  Msuk.  Who  thought  'twas  really  he  F 
I  only  meant  he  talkt  as  morally. 

Third  Maei;  {coming  up  to  Fourth).  I  am  quite  certain  there  is 
Frate  Bupert. 

FMrth  Matk.  Where  is  he  not  P    The  Devil's  ubiquity ! 
But,  like  the  Devil,  not  well  known  when  met. 
How  found  jou  >iini  so  readily  ?     What  mark  1 

37urd  Maek.  Stout  is  he,  nor  ill-built,  tho'  the  left  shoulder 
Is  half  a  finger's  breadth  above  the  right. 

^ntrth  Modi.  But  that  man's  .  .  let  me  look  .  .  That  man';! 
right  shoulder 
Stands  two  good  inches  bluest. 

Third  Ma$k.  Doubt  is  past .  . 
We  oatoh  him !  over-sedulous  disguise ! 


Andrea.  We  have  a  cousin  in  the  house,  my  queen  ' 
What  dost  thou  blush  at?  why  art  troubled?  sure 
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We  are  quite  grand  enough  for  him  ;  our  supper 
(I  trust)  will  answer  all  hia  espeotations. 

Maria.  So  you  have  lookt  then  at  the  supper- table  ? 

Andrea.  'Twould  mortify  me  if  Giovauua'B  guests 
"Were  disappointed. 

Oiovanna.  Uine !  and  not  youra  too  ? 

Andrea.  Ah  sly  cue !  you  hare  sent  then  for  Taranto 
And  Tould  not  tell  me !    Cousin  to  us  both, 
To  both  he  should  be  welcome  as  to  one. 
Another  little  blush !     Why,  thou  art  mine, 
And  never  shalt,  if  love's  worth  love,  repent  it. 

Giowmna.  Never,  my  own  Andrea !  for  such  trust 
Is  far  more  precious  than  the  wealthiest  realms. 
Or  all  that  ever  did  adorn  or  win  them. 

Andrea.  I  must  not  wait  to  hear  its  value  told, 
We  shall  have  time  to  count  it  out  together. 
I  now  must  go  to  greet  our  cousin  yonder, 
He  waits  me  in  the  balcony ;  the  guards 
Have  sent  away  the  loiterers  that  stood  round. 
And  only  two  or  three  of  his  own  friends 
Bemain  with  him.     To  tarry  were  uncourteous. 

Maria  {eametUy).  I  do  believe  Liiigi  is  below. 

Andrea.  Do  not  detain  me :  we  have  never  met 
Since  your  proud  sister  spoke  unkindly  to  him. 
And,  vaulting  on  his  horse,  he  hurried  home.  \_Gve*. 

Maria.  The  soldiers  there  do  well  to  guard  the  balcony. 
And  close  the  folding-doors  against  intrusion.        \_Crj/  i*  heard. 

J^ammetta.  Ha !  some  inquisitive  young  chamber-lady, 
Who  watcht  Luigi  enter,  pays  for  it. 
Those  frolicsome  young  princes  are  demanding 
A  fine  for  trespass. 

Oiovanna.  Nay,  they  are  too  rude. 
Permitting  any  rudeness.     Struggles !  sobs ! 
Andrea  never  caused  them. 

Maria.  Shame,  Taranto! 

Gimanna.  Stifling  of  screams !    Those  nearer  are  alarmed ; 
Those  farther  off  are  running  for  the  staircase ; 
And  msny  come  this  way !     What  can  they  mean  F 
See,  they  look  angry  as  they  nm,  and  dash 
Their  hands  against  their  foreheads !  [  Very  alarmed. 

Where's  a  page  ? 

{^A  page  itandt  manked  in  the  dooneag  ;  erowdi 
ofunmatktd  hekind  him. 

Maria.  A  page !  a  page  ! 

Page  {to  himteJf).  I  am  one ;  and  discovered !  \_Adcance». 

Gioeanita.  Bun ;  see  what  those  young  courtiers  round  the 
princes 
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Are  doing  in  the  balcony.     Below ; 
Not  there. 

Page.  I  might  mistake  the  Prince  Andrea, 
Not  hATineeTer  seen  him. 

Maria.  Who  then  are  yon  ? 

Page.  The  Prince  Luigi's  page,  whom  I  awaited, 
To  say  hie  groom  and  horse  are  near  at  hand. 

Maria.  He  goes  then  ? 

Page.  Ere  it  daws. 

Gimanna.  0  !  hasten  !  haat«n 
Below,  and  instantly  run  back  again, 
Beporting  me  what  you  can  difioover  there. 

Page  (refurtu).  Lady  !  the  lamps  about  the  balcony 
Are  all  extinguisht. 

Oiovanna.  Is  the  wind  so  high  f 
What  didst  thou  hear,  what  didst  thou  note,  beside  ? 

Page  {he»itatituf).    Against  the  gentlest,  the  most  virtuous 

Opprobrioos  speech,  threats,  imprecationB  .  . 

Giocanna.  Pass  it. 

Page.  Upon  the  stairs  ;  none  from  the  gardens. 

Giovaima.  There 
What  aawest  thou? 

Page.  Over  the  balcony 
Downward  some  biirden  swang. 

Oiotamu.  Some  festive  wreath 
Perhaps. 

Page.  Too  Ixeavy ;  almost  motionless. 

Mma.  Sereral  damask  draperies  thrown  aoxMS. 

Page.  May-be.     The  wind  just  stirr'd  the  bottom  of  them  : 
I  had  no  time  to  look  :  I  saw  my  prince 
Fighting. 

Maria.  0  heaven !  was  ever  night  like  this  .  . 

Page.  For  gallant  sword  !  it  left  two  proofs  behind : 
The  third  man,  seeing  me  (poor  help  for  arm 
80  valiant !)  fled. 

Maria.  0  !  we  are  Bafe  then,  all.  [  Veryjogtm*. 

Page.  No  cap  lost  they,  nor  did  the  one  who  fled : 
"Whoee  in  the  world  of  Naples,  can  be  this  ? 

[_Se  tatee  from  under  hie  riehig  emhroiiered  eloah  the 
cap  ofhjmssjk.    GiovAiofA  cla*p*  it  to  her  fate, 
andfalle  Ktth  a  etified  eeream. 
[Another  Page  hringt  in  Ancbea's  ermine  elodk. 
This  cloak  fell  near  me  from  the  balusters. 

Maria.  His  own !    Ha !  this  dark  speck  is  not  the  ermine's. 

J^lippa.  See !  she  revives !     Hide  it  away  t     0  guests 
Of  our  unhappy  festival,  retire. 
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CUASACTEBa. 


Lawn,  Eini  of  Hungary.  I.uiai,  J^inet  «/  Tarsntt.  AceiMOLi,  Sauthal  of 
Jfaplet,  Uou  hbl  Balzo.  Sfinello,  OetunU  of  Napta.  Bibmi,  Trihaiie  of 
Sent.  Fka  Rupiht.  Boccaccio.  Pituabc*.  Pknin,  a  Htrnf/arioH  Caplam. 
Pofb'b  Kuxtnu.  Pbior  op  tub  Cilbktinbk.  Wivb  of  Riskzi.  Fiuffa  or 
Catania,     Sakcia,  htr  Gnmildaufhnr.     pHmcRss  Maria.    Fiammstta. 


Boccaccio  and  Fiammetta. 

Boceaceio.  Adieu  the  starlit  gardeoR  of  Art^rHA, 
The  groves  of  Capo-Monte  ! 

FMmtMtta.  Why  adieu  ? 

Boceancio.  One  night  will  throw  its  gloom  upon  them  long. 

Fiammetta.  It  will  indeed,  but  love  can  dwell  in  gloom. 
And  not  repine  in  it. 

Boecaceio.  The  geuerouB  man, 
Who  might  have  much  impeded  ours,  gave  way 
To  bitter  impids^B.     My  face  is  flusht 
To  think  of  his  hard  doom,  and  find  myself  . 
ITappy  where  he  was  happy,  and  so  lately ! 

Fiammetta.  I  too  have  sighs,  nor  for  thee  only,  now. 
Giovaiina,  had  an  ang*il  told  it  me 
The  other  day,  1  should  have  disbelieved. 
AVe  all  are  now  alike.     Kven  queen  Sancia, 
Whose  sadnose  ie  eearee  sadness,  so  resign'd 
Is  she  to  Heaven,  at  this  balustrade 
Lean'd  and  lookt  over,  hearing  some  one  sing. 
"  Impatient  is  the  singer  thert),"  said  she, 
"  To  run  thro'  his  delight,  to  fill  the  conch 
Of  siHig  up  to  the  brim,  and  wise  were  he 
Thought  he  not,  0  my  child,  as  think  he  might. 
How  every  gust  of  music,  every  air. 
Breathing  its  freshneds  over  youthful  breastB, 
Is  a  faint  prelude  to  the  choirs  above. 
And  how  Death  stands  in  the  dark  space  between. 
To  some  with  invitations  free  and  meek. 
To  .some  with  flames  athwart  an  angry  brow ; 
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To  others  holds  given  palm  and  aureole  crown. 
Dr^^esa  as  is  the  shaaoir  of  a  loaf  .  ." 
But,  while  she  said  it,  prest  my  hand  and  wept, 
Then  prajed  of  Heaven  its  peace  for  poor  Andrea. 

Boeeaeeio.  We  may  think  too  as  wisely  as  the  queen 
When  we  attain  her  age ;  of  other  flames 
And  other  palms  and  other  crownH  just  now. 
Like  every  growth,  thoughts  also  have  their  seasonfl ; 
We  will  not  pluck  unripe  ones ;  they  might  hurt  us. 
That  lady  then  was  wiUi  you  ? 

Fiammttta.  6he  herself 
Led  me  up  hither  by  the  sleeve.    Giovanna 
Is  there  Helow,  secure,  in  Castel-Nuovo. 
Look  you  !  what  crowds  are  gathering  round  about  it. 

Boeeaeeio.  I  eee  them,  and  implore  you,  my  Fiammetta, 
To  tarry  here,  protected  by  queen  Sancia. 
Fiammttta.  And  will  you  tarry  near  me  ? 
Boeeaeeio.  While  the  queen 
Tour  sister  is  quite  safe. 

Fiammetta.  What !  thiukwt  thou 
She  ever  can  be  otherwiHe  than  safe  ? 
I  will  run  down  to  her. 

Boteaeeio.  There  is  no  danger 
At  present ;  if  there  should  be,  my  weak  aid 
Shall  not  be  wanting.     He  whom  she  laments 
I  too  lament :  this  bond  unites  me  with  her ; 
And  I  will  keep  her  in  my  sight,  and  follow 
(As  lighter  birds  follow  the  powerfuUer) 
Where'er  the  tempest  drives  her  .  .  not  to  save, 
But  break  the  fall,  or  warn  her  from  below. 

Fiammetta.  GenerouRly  spoken,  my  own  sweet  Qiovanna  I 
Do  so,  and  I  can  spare  you ;  but  remember 
Others  may  want  a  warning  too,  may  want 
Some  one  to  break  a  fall,  some  one  to  save  .  .  . 
Qiovanna !  0  Oiovanna '  to  save  what  ? 
For  what  is  left  but  love  ?  .  .  save  that,  Giovanna ! 

Boeeaeeio.  y/ere  any  infelicity  near  you, 
Crowns  and  their  realms  might  perish  :  but  your  sister 
Is  part  of  you  :  had  she  but  looM  into 
Tour  cradle,  and  no  more ;  had  one  kind  word. 
And  only  one,  fallen  from  her  upon  ynu  ; 
My  life  should  be  the  price  for  it. 

Fiammetta.  Your  life ! 
We  have  but  one,  we  two.     But  until  she 
Is  safe  again,  and  happier,  you  shall  keep  it.     . 
Go,  go  then  ;  follow  her;  but  soon  return. 
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While  yoii  are  abeent  from  lue,  Bhapeleee  fean 
Uiint  thi-ong  upon  and  keep  awake  my  sorrow. 

Boceaceio.  To  grieve  for  what  is  part,  is  idle  grief, 
Idler  to  grieve  for  what  may  never  be. 
Courage!  when  both  moet  wish  it,  we  shall  meet. 

SCEHZ  II.      CABTEL-mrOTO. 

GiOTAKK\  and  Del  Balzo. 

Qiovanna.  Ugo  del  Balzo !  thou  art  just  and  firm. 
Seek  we  the  murderora  out,  and  bring  them  forth 
Before  their  God  and  fellow-men,  if  Ui)d 
Or  fellow-men  have  they.     Spare  none  who  did 
This  cruel  deed.     The  partner  of  my  throne, 
Companion  of  my  days  .  .  until  that  day  .  . 
Avenge  !     In  striking  low  the  guilty  head 
Show  mercy  to  my  people.    Take  from  me 
And  execute  with  promptneBs  t.hiii  comm^sion. 
0  what  a  chasm  in  life  hath  one  day  made. 
Thus  giving  way  with  such  astomuUng  crash 
Under  my  feet,  when  all  seem'd  equable, 
AH  hopeful,  not  a  form  of  fear  in  eight. 

Del  Baho.  Ijady !  if  aU  could  eee  Uie  panga  within 
Which  rend  your  bosom,  every  voice  would  pause 
From  railing  and  reproach. 

Oiovanna.  Beproach  who  will, 
Bail  who  delight  in  railing.    Could  my  arm 
Protect  the  innocent? 

J)el  Baho.  But  strange  reports 
(With  this  commission  in  luy  hand  I  speak  it) 
Murmur  throughout  the  city.     Kindred,  ay, 
Close  kindred  are  accused. 

Gtoranna.  Such  accusations 
Have  burst  upon  my  ear :  they  wrong  my  cousin. 
A  man  more  loyal  than  the  brave  Taranto 
Nor  court  nor  field  e'er  saw :  but  even  he 
Shall  not  escape  if  treachery  be  found 
Within  the  shadow  of  that  lofty  mien. 

Dd  Bako.  No,  by  the  sWord  of  the  archangel !  no  .  , 
Altho'  his  siat«r  snules  this  hour  up<Hi 
,  Her  first-born  of  my  dear  and  only  brother 
The  Duke  of  Andria.     Thou  must  weep,  Francesco ! 
And  she,  and  I ;  for  sudi  dishonour  taints 
The  whole  house  through,  obscuring  past  and  future. 
Was  he  not  in  Aversa  ? 

Cwrmnn.  He  was  there. 
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Dfl  Jtako.  And  were  no  orden  given  that  he  keep  on 
TTia  mask  all  evening  f 

GioranHa.  Yes,  I  gave  thoea  oTdere. 

J>il  Balw.  The  Queen's  oonunission  reaches  not  Uie  Queen. 

Gmanna.  Imperfect  then  is  that  ooQuuissiou,  Ugo  I 

Del  Baho.  Freedom  of  speech  is  limited. 

Gioratma.  By  what  ? 

Del  Baiv>.  The  throne. 

6ioeo*na.  For  onoe  then  push  the  throne  more  back, 
And  let  thy  words  and  actions  have  their  scope. 

D4  Baho.  Why  was  Aversa  choeen  for  the  revels  ? 

[TAtf  Quern  kt»Hat«i  and  tigh»  detplg. 
One  answer  comes  from  all.     Because  the  town 
Is  Norman,  the  inhabitants  are  Norman, 
Sworn  enemies  to  an  Hungariaii  prince  ; 
The  very  name  sounds  hostilely  ;  the  walls 
Built  in  aversion  to  the  pride  of  Capua. 

Oioraana.  I  could  give  other  answer,  which  such  hearts 
Would  little  understand,     iiy  happiest  dt^ 
Were  spent  there  .  .  0  that  there  my  last  had  closed ! 
Was  it  not  in  Aversa  we  first  met  ? 
There  my  Andrea,  while  our  friends  stood  round 
At  our  betrothment,  fain  would  show  me  first 
A  horse  they  led  for  him  from  Hungary. 
The  hands  we  join'd  were  little  hands  indeed! 
And  the  two  rings  we  interclmnged  would  ill 
Let  pass  the  bossy  chain  of  his  hght  hair 
Entwisted  with  my  darter,  nor  without 
His  teeth  was  then  drawn  through  it.    Those  were  days 
When  none  saw  quarrels  on  his  side  or  mine, 
Yet  were  there  worse  than  there  were  latterly, 
Or  than  since  childhood  ever.    We  have  lived 
From  those  days  forth  without  distrust  and  strife. 
All  might  have  seen  but  now  will  not  know  that. 

Del  Baho.  Lady !  the  court  and  people  do  remember 
That  none  more  courteous,  none  more  Deautiful, 
Lives  than  the  Prince  Luigi .  .  they  acknowledge 
That  Prince  Andrea's  qu^ties  fell  short .  . 

Gumamia.  Del  Balzo  .  cease !  he  was  your  prince  but  now  .  ■ 
His  virtues  wero  domestic  .  .  few  saw  those. 

Del  Baho.  Few,  I  confess  it ;  not  so  few  the  other's. 
His  assidiutios,  his  lore. 

Giovanna.  Do  theee 
Bemember  too,  whate'er  advantages 
The  Prince  Luigi  of  Taranto  had, 
1  gave  my  hand  where  they  who  rear'd  me  wUI'd, 
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That  no  contention  in  our  family 

Might  roach  my  people  t    TJgo !  tell  me  now 

To  whom  show'd  I  my  love  ?     To  them  or  him  ? 

Dtl  Balto.  Lady !  'twas  nobly  done.    Yet  he  was  seen 
To  walk  among  the  maskers  on  that  night, 
Was  ordered  to  keep  on  hie  mask,  was  known 
To  wat£h  Andrea  in  the  balcony. 
To  rush  away,  to  fight  below  the  place 
Where  the  inhuman  deed  was  perpetrated, 
And  then  to  fly. 

Oiofitmna.  0 !  if  Taranto  could 
Be  guilty !  .  .  but  imposaible !     My  sister 
Saw  him  pursue  three  masks :  and  his  own  page 
Found  him  iu  fight  with  one,  where  two  were  elain. 

Del  Baho.  Would  any  court  receive  euch  testiniony  ? 

Ouyvantta.  Examine  then  more  closely.     I  am  lost. 
Not  in  conjectures,  for  my  mind  flies  off 
From  aU  conjecture,  but  in  vague,  in  wild 
Tumultuous  thoughts,  all  bitten,  croet,  and  crazed. 
Qo,  lose  no  moment.    There  are  other  things  [Bel  Balzo  get*. 
I  could  have  said  .  .  what  were  they  ?  .  .  there  are  things  .  . 
Maria  .  .  why  not  here !  .  .  She  knows  there  are  .  . 
O !  were  the  guilty  so  perplext  as  I  am. 
No  guilt  were  undisoover'd  in  the  world ! 


FnjFFA,  Sakoia  Teblizzi,  Del  Balzo. 

Saneia  Ttrltni.  Oentle  and  gracious  and  compassionate, 
Companion  and  not  queen  to'Uu»e  about  her, 
Giovanna  delegates  her  fullest  powers 
To  stem  Del  Balzo  ;  and  already  force 
Enters  the  palace  gates. 

Filippa.  Let  them  be  dosed 
Against  all  force.     Send  for  the  aeneBchal. 

SoHcia  I^lmi.  Acdajoli  has  departed  for  Aversa, 
There  to  make  inquest. 

lilippa.  Who  dares  strike  the  door  ? 

I>el  Balto  {mteriiM).  The  laws. 

Filippa.  Count  Ugo !  is  the  queen  extinct? 

Bel  Bako.  The  pnnce  is.     Therefore  lead  with  due  respect 
These  ladies,  and  the  rest,  away.  [To  an  Q^Etw. 

Filippa.  What  means 
This  violence  ? 

Btl  Balto  (fa  ths  O^Utr).  Let  none,  I  pray  be  used. 

[Tfc  Filippa. 
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Behold  the  queen's  oommission  !     In  that  chamber 
'Where  close  examinations  must  ensue, 
la  dear  untroubled  order  let  jonr  words 
Leave  us  no  future  yioleaee  to  be  feor'd. 

Filippa  {returning  the  paper).  The  queen  hath  acted  aa  she 
alway  acta, 
IKscreetljr  ^  bravely ;  it  becomee  her  race 
And  station  :  what  beoomes  a  faithful  subject 
Let  us  do  now.  L-^^  Quekn  mUrt. 

Sancia  Tirliat.  Turn :  lo,  the  queen  herseU ! 

2W  Babu.  Lady  1  there  is  one  chamber  in  the  reabn, 
And  only  one,  and  that  but  for  one  day, 
Tou  may  not  enter. 

OiovoKna.  Which  is  that,  Del  Balso? 

^l  Baho.  Where  the  judge  aits  against  the  criminaL 

Giopanna.  Criminal !  none  are  here. 

Dd  Balto.  If  all  my  wishes 
Avail'd  me,  there  were  none. 

Oiocanna.  Sure,  sure,  the  palace 
Is  sacred. 

IM  Baho.  Sacred  deeda  make  every  place 
Sacred,  unholy  ones  make  all  unholy.  * 

Gioianna.  But  these  are  our  best  friends. 

Filippa.  liy  royal  mistress  \ 
The  name  of  friendship  and  the  name  of  justice 
Should  stand  apart.    Fermit  me  to  retire  .  .      [7b  Dsl  Bai.zo. 
Whither,  sir,  you  must  dictate. 

Del  Baho.  Lead  them  on. 

[7'A«  Qus£N  throio*  her  amu  round  Filifpa,  wAo  fmtlj/ 
removet  them  and  goee. 
lioAj !  would  you  protect  the  culpable  f 

Giovanna.  TJgo  del  Balzo !  woiDd  you  wrong  the  queen  ? 

Bel  Balto.  I  recognise  the  lofty  race  of  Bobert, 
And  my  arm  strengthens  and  my  heart  dilates. 

GioFanna.  Perform  your  duty,  sir,  and  all  your  duty ; 
Win  praise,  win  glory  .  .  mine  can  be  but  tears. 

[0,».. 


Fea  Bitpxbt,  Dkl  Balzo. 

/Va  Rnpert.  OonfesNionals  are  close  ;  and  closer  still 
The  heart  that  holds  one  treasure. 

Del  Balzo.    Father  Bupert ! 
What  brought  thee  hither  at  this  busy  hour  ? 

Fra  Riipfrt.  Mj'  duty  :  I  must  not  delay  my  duty. 
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DtlBdlvi.  What  bit? 

Fra  Rupert.  I  would  fain  abeolve  from  sin 
(Far  08  the  Church  oUowb)  the  voret  of  Binners. 

JDel  Saho.  In  few  plain  words,  who  sent  for  thee  ? 

Ra  Rupert.  In  fewer, 
I  BCom  thy  question. 

l}el  £a&o.  Father !  thou  most  wait. 
The  prince's  death  invcdves  eotne  powerful  ones, 
Whose  guilt  or  innocence  shall  presently 
Be  ascertained. 

M-a  Rupert.  What !  and  shall  man  hear  first 
The  euiLty  soul  confess' its  secret  sin  ? 
ShalTnot  the  angek  carry  up  the  tale 
Before  the  pe^le  catch  it  ? 

Del  Baha.  Wiey,  no  doubt, 
Already  have  done  this. 

Fra  Rupert.  Not  half,  not  half. 

Del  Baho.  Father  !  it  seema  thou  knowest  more  about  it 
Thau  I  or  any  else.     Why  reddenest  thou  ? 

li-a  Rupert.  Dost  thinl,  Del  Baizo,  any  word  escapes 
The  sanotuary  of  oonsciences  F  the  throne 
■  Of  grace  and  mercy  on  our  earth  below  ? 
The  purifier,  the  confessional  ? 
So  then !  some  powerful  ones  are  apprehended 
For  what  they  did !  0  merciful  Del  Balso  ! 
Be  sparing  of  a  woman's  blood,  Del  Balzo  ! 
And  age  Hath  claims  upon  our  pity  too ; 
And  BO  hath  youth,  alas  !  and  early  ties 
Suddenly  broken  shock  far  round  about. 
Beside ;  who  knows  .  .  thoa  canst  not  certainly  . . 
If  any  can  .  .  they  may  be  innocent, 
Saeh  of  the  three,  one  more,  one  less,  perhaps  : 
Innocent  should  be  all  whose  guilt  lacks  proof. 
0  my  poor  child  Andrea,  pardon  me ! 
Thou  wouldfit  not  have  sought  blood  for  blood,  Andrea  I 
Thou  didat  love  all  these  women !  most  of  all 
Her . .  but  there's  justice,  even  on  earth,  Andrea!  [ffoM. 

J}^  BtUto.  'Tisso!  that  stem  proud  bosom  bursts  with  g^ef. 


Maria.  Ah,  why,  Del  BaIzo,  have  you  let  oome  in 
The  filthy  monk,  Fra  Rupert  ?    He  has  frightened 
Sancia  Terlizzi  almost  into  fainting. 
And  tell  me  by  what  right  hath  he  or  any 
Ordered  her  up  into  her  room,  and  taken 
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Her  mother  down  below,  into  tlioBe  chambors 
Which  we  have  alwaje  been  forbid  to  enter! 

7}»l  Baho.  Perhaps  to  ask  some  questionfi  ;  for  the  qaeen 
Ought  to  be  satisfied. 

Maria.  Then  let  me  go 
And  ask  her :  she  would  tell  me  in  a  moment 
What  they  will  never  get  from  her. 

Del  Boko.  Perhaps, 

0  princess !  you  may  have  mistaken. 
Maria.  No : 

1  nerer  was  mistaken  in  Filippa. 

Brudeness  can  neither  move  nor  disoompose  her : 

A  word,  a  look,  of  kindness,  instantly 

Opens  her  heart  and  brings  her  cheek  upon  you. 

Del  Baho.  The  countess  has  more  glorious  qualities 
Than  noble  birth  has  giTen  any  else. 
Whether  her  heart  has  all  that  tenderness  .  . 

Maria.  Is  my  heart  tender. 

Dd  Baiio.  Be  it  not  too  tender, 
Or  it  may  softer  much,  and  speedily, 
And  undeservedly.     The  queen  your  sister, 
G«ntle  as  you,  hath  fortitude. 

Maria.  GioTanna 
Is  tenderer  than  I  am ;  she  sheds  tears 
Oftener  than  I  do,  though  she  hides  them  better. 

Del  Baito.  I  saw  dieir  traces  :  bat  more  royally 
Nerer  shone  coura^  upon  grief  oppreet. 

Maria.  The  lovefy  platane  in  the  garden-walk 
Catches  the  sun  upon  her  buds  half -open. 
And  looks  the  brightest  where  unbarkt  and  unscathed. 
0  find  them  out  who  have  afflicted  her 
With  that  most  cruel  blow. 

Del  Baho.  'Tis  what  she  bade  me, 
And  what  I  now  am  hastening  to  perform.  [  Cfoai. 

GiOTAifiTA  Mtere. 


O !  I  fo^ot  to  tell  bim  what  assistance 
Fra  Bupert  might  afford  him.     Every  crime 
Is  known  to  hmi.     But  certainly  Fra  Bupert, 
Who  loved  Andrea  so,  will  never  cease 
Until  he  find  the  slayer  of  his  friend. 
Ah  my  poor  sister !  if  you  had  but  heard 
The  praises  of  Del  Balzo,  you  would  soon 
Besimie  your  courage  and  subdue  your  tears. 
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Giotanna.  Before  Del  Balzo,  slater,  I  dlsdam 
To  show  them  or  to  epeak  of  them.     Be  mine 
fiid  from  all  eyes !     Qod  only  knows  their  source, 
Their  truth  or  falsehood.     In  the  light  of  day 
Some  lose  their  bitterness,  run  smoothly  on, 
And  catch  compassion,  leisurely,  serenely  : 
Never  will  mine  nm  thus  :  my  Borrows  Ue 
In  my  own  hreast ;  my  fame  rests  upon  others, 
Who  throw  it  from  them  now  the  blast  has  nipt  it. 
'Tis  ever  so.     Applauses  win  applauses. 
Crowds  gatlier  about  crowds,  the  solitary 
Are  Kijmined  as  lepers,  and  in  haste  past  by. 

Maria.  But  we  will  not  be  solitary  ;  we 
Arc  not  so  easy  to  pass  by  in  haete ; 
We  are  not  very  leper-looking. 

Oiocanna.  CesKe, 
Maiia !  nothing  un  diis  earth  so  wounds 
The  stricken  bosom  as  suuh  sportiveness, 
Or  weighs  worn  spirits  down  like  levity. 
Give  me  your  band  .  .  Beproof  is  not  reproa(,-h. 
I  might  have  done  the  same  .  .  how  recently  ! 

Maria.  Hark  !  what  is  all  that  outciy  ? 

(liocanna.  'Tis  for  bim 
Whom  we  have  lost. 

Maria.  But  angry  voices  mist 
With  sorrowful  f 

Giixanna.  To  him  both  due  alike. 

Spinello  enten. 

Spinelto.  Hungarian  troops  throng  every  street  and  lane, 
Driving  before  them  the  inhnu,  the  aged. 
The  ihildren,  of  both  sesei^. 

Oiiypanna.  Shelter  them. 

Spinfllo.  Such  is  the  hope  of  those  base  enemies, 
That,  unprovided  for  defence,  the  oastle 
Way  fall  into  their  hands :  and  very  quickly 
(Unless  we  drivethem  back)  our  scanty  stores 
Leave  us  exhausted. 

Giovanna.  Dost  thou  fear,  Spinello  F 

SpineUo.  I  do :  but  if  my  sovran  bids  me  bare 
This  breast  of  armonr  and  assail  her  foes, 
Soon  shall  she  see  what  fears  there  lie  within. 

Giwanna.  Let  me  too  have  my  fears,  nor  worse  than  thine, 
Ix)yal  and  brave  Spinello !     Dare  I  ask 
Of  Ood  my  daily  bread  nor  give  it  those 
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Whose  daily  prajera  have  efuned  it  for  us  all  ? 
I  dare  not.     Throw  wide  open  erei;  gat« 
Asd  ataud  between  the  last  of  my  poor  people 
And  tiiose  who  drive  them  in. 

SpintHd.  We  then  are  lost. 

OwtianiMi.  Not  from  God's  sight,   nor  ULein  who  look  to 
God. 

Maria.  0  sister  !  may  that  smile  of  yours  be  parent 
Of  many.     It  sinks  back,  and  dies  upon 

The  lovely  oouch  it  rose  from.    [Del  Bai.zo  rntsr*.']    I  will  go : 
Dd  Balzo  looks,  I  think,  more  stem  than  ever. 

Qiovanna.  Del  Balzo,  I  perceive  thou  knowest  all, 
And  pitiest  my  condition.  [Dki,  Bai.zo  anaud. 

Spinglh.  Standest  thou, 
Lookest  thou,  thus,  before  thy  soTntn,  sir  ? 

Gioeanna.  fie  friends,  be  friends,  and  spare  me  one  a&oat. 
Wiser  it  were,  and  worthier,  to  devise 
How  tumults  may  be  quell'd  than  how  increast. 
On  your  discretion  lies  your  country's  weal.  [(?om. 

Spmello.  TJgo  del  BkIeo  !  thou  art  strong  in  war. 
Strong  in  alliaaces,  in  virtue  strong, 
But  durest  thou,  before  the  queen,  before 
The  lowest  of  the  loyal,  thus  impute 
With  brow  of  scorn  and  figure  ut  aslant, 
Atrocious  crimes  to  purity  angelic  ? 

Del  Balao.  Heard'st  thou  her  words   and  askeet  thou  this 
q  uestion  ? 
Spiaello !  nor  in  virtue  nor  in  courage 
(Our  beat  alliances)  have  I  pretence 
To  stand  before  thee.     Chancellor  thou  art, 
And,  by  the  nature  of  thy  office,  shouldst 
Have  undertaken  my  most  awf ij  duty  ; 
Why  didst  thou  not  ? 

Spwllo.  Because  the  queen  het«elf 
Will'd  otherwise ;  because  her  chancellor. 
She  thought,  might  vindicate  some  near  unduly. 

Del  Balto.  She  thought  so f  what!  of  thee? 

Spinelh.  Thus  it  appears. 
But  on  this  subject  never  word  escaped 
Her  lips  to  me :  her  own  pure  spirit  frankly 
Suggested  it ;  her  delicacy  shunn'd 
All  explanation,  lacking  no  excuse. 
Thou  askest  if  I  heard  ner  at  thy  entrance  : 
I  hoard  her,  like  thyself.     The  words  before 
Thou  didst  not  hoar  ;  I  did.     Her  last  appeal 
Was  for  the  wretched  driven  within  the  castle, 
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And  doom'd  to  pine  or  force  ufi  to  surrender. 
For  them  she  call'd  upon  thee,  never  else, 
To  ]iity  her  condition. 

JDel  Balso.  Pardon  me  ! 
I  have  much  wrong'd  her.    Tet,  among  the  questioiied 
Were  strangle  coofeesionB.     One  alone  spake  BcomfuUy 
Amid  her  tortures. 

SpintUo.  Is  the  torture,  then, 
The  tongue  of  Truth  ? 

Del  Boko.  For  once,  I  fear,  'tis  not. 

Spinelh.  It  iras  Gioranna'e  resolute  design 
To  iwue  her  first  edirt  through  the  land 
Abolishing  this  horrid  artifice, 
Whereby  the  harden'd  only  can  escape. 
"  The  cruel  beat  bear  cruelty,"  said  she, 
"  And  those  ivho  often  have  committed  it 
Maj-  once  go  tlirough  it." 

Ikl  Balto.  And  voidd'st  thou,  Spinello ! 
Thus  lay  aside  the  juat  restraints  of  lav. 
Abolishing  irhat  inse  and  holy  men 
Baised  for  the  safeguard  of  society  P 

Sjnntllo.  The  holy  and  the  wise  have  done  such  things 
As  the  unwise  and  the  unholy  shrink  at. 

Del  Balzo.  It  nii^ht  be  thought  a  hardship  in  a  country 
Where  laws  want  logtmuity  ;  where  scales, 
1!niidage.  and  sword,  alone  betoken  Justice. 
Hl-fuviiisht  inotfediTe  armouiy, 
With  nothing  but  cross-shooting  shafts  of  words  ! 

Spinfllo.  Since  every  deed  like  torture  must  afflict 
A  yonthful  breast,  so  mild,  so  sensitive, 
Trust  it  to  ine,  and  we  will  then  devise 
How  the  event  may  beet  be  laid  before  her. 

De!  lialxo.  A  uhie  was  given  by  unwilling  hands, 
Wliprcwith  we  entered  the  dork  narrow  chambers 
Of  this  strange  mystery.     Filippa  tirst. 
Interrogated  if  she  knew  the  murderer, 
Denird  it :  then,  if  she  suspected  any ; 
"  I  do,"  was  her  reply.     Whomf     She  was  ailrakt. 
'\Vliere  should  suspicion  now  (tell  me,  Spinello!) 
Wander  or  fix  P    I  askt  her  if  the  Queen 
Was  privy  to  the  deed.    Then  ewell'd  her  scorn. 
Again  I  askt  her,  and  I  shnw'd  the  rack. 
"  Throw  me  upon  it ;  I  will  annwsr  thence," 
Paid  with  calm  voice  Filippa,     She  was  rackt. 
Srreams  from  all  round  fill'd  the  whole  vat;lt.     "  Bee,  children ! 
How  those  who  fear  their  God  and  love  their  l*i-ince 
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Can  bear  thus  phiMiiiti  cruelty,"  said  she. 

Although  no  other  voice  escaped,  the  men 

Trembled,  the  women  wail'd  aloud.     "  To-morn>w," 

Said  I,  '.'  Filippa !  thou  must  answer  Justice. 

Belease  her."     Still  the  emile  was  on  her  face  : 

She  was  releaat ;  Death  had  come  down  and  saved  her. 

SpintUo.  FaithfuUest  friend  of  the  unhappy  !  plead 
For  us  whose  duty  was  to  plead  for  thee ! 
Thou  art  among  the  Bleeeed  !     On,  Del  Bolzo  ! 

Dei  Baho.  Sancia,  her  daughter's  child  .  . 

Spinellc.  The  playful  Sanda  ? 
Whose  fifteenth  birthday  we  both  kept  tM;ether  .  . 
Was  it  the  sixth  or  seventh  of  last  March?  .  . 
Terlizzi'e  bride  two  months  ago  ? 

Del  Baho.  The  same. 

Spinellc.  And  the  same  fate  7 

XM  Baho.  She  never  had  seen  Death  : 
She  thought  her  criee  could  drive  him  off  again, 
Thouf  ht  ner  soft  lips  might  have  relaxt  the  rigid, 
And  her  warm  teara  .  . 

Spinelk.  Del  Baizo !  wert  thou  there  ? 
Or  tearest  thou  such  dreamery  from  some  book, 
If  any  book  contain  such  ? 

Del  Baho.  I  was  there ; 
And  what  I  eaw  1  ordered  to  be  done. 
Justice  would  have  it ;  Justice  emote  my  heart, 
Justice  sustained  it  too. 

SpineUo.  Her  husband  would 
Batiier  have  died  than  hear  one  shriek  from  Sancia. 

Del  Baho.  So  aU  men  would  :  for  never  form  so  lovely 
Lighted  the  air  around  it. 

^in^lo.  Let  ua  go 
And  bear  her  home. 

Del  Baho.  To  mc  the  way  lies  open ; 
But  much  I  fear,  Spinello,  the  Hungariana 
Possess  all  avenue  to  thy  escape. 

SpineUo.  Escape  b  not  the  word  for  me,  my  &iend. 
I  had  foiwotten  the  Hungarians 
(It  seema)  the  Queen,  myself,  captivil^  . . 
I  may  not  hence  :  relate  then  if  more  horrors 
Succeeded. 

Dtl  Baho.  When  Terlizzi  saw  Filippa 
Lie  stiff  before  him,  and  that  gentle  bride 
Chafing  her  limbs,  and  shrinking  with  loud  yells 
Whenever  her  soft  hand  felt  some  swol'n  sinew, 
In  hopes  to  finish  licre  and  save  all  else, 
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He  cried  aloud,  "  Filii>pft  waa  the  murdereBS." 

At  thia  she  darted  at  Him  such  a  g^lanco 

An  the  mad  only  dart,  and  fell  down  dead. 

"  'Tie  false !  'tis  false !  "  cried  he.     "  Speak,  Sancia,  epeok ! 

Or  hear  me  say  'tis  false."    They  dra^d  away 

The  iraveriiig  youth,  and  fixt  him.     There  he  lies, 

With  what  result  of  such  inconstancy 

I  know  not,  but  am  goin^  to  inquire  .  . 

If  we  detect  the  miiiderere,  all  theee  pains 

Are  well  inflicted. 

Spinello.    But  if  not  f 

Del  Balie.    The  Laws 
Have  dune  their  duty  and  struck  fear  through  all. 

Spinello.    Alas !  that  duty  seems  their  only  one. 

Del  Sahi>.    Among  the  first  'tis  surely.     I  must  go 
And  gather  up  fresh  evidence.    Farewell, 
SpinSlo. 

Spinello.    May  good  angels  guide  your  steps ! 
Farewell !    That  Heaven  shoidd  pve  the  merciless 
So  much  of  power,  the  mercdful  so  little  ! 


SCENE  I.      CASTEL-imorO. 

OiovANHA  and  Mabu. 

Maria.  I  do  not  like  these  windows.    Who  can  see 
What  passes  under '?     Never  were  contrived 
Cleverer  ones  for  looking  at  the  sky, 
Or  hearing  our  Htinganans  to  advantage. 
I  can  not  think  their  songs  are  pastorals  ; 
They  may  be ;  if  they  are,  they  are  ill-set. 
Will  nothing  do,  Giovanna  ?     Eaise  your  eyes ; 
Embrace  your  sister. 

Oiovtmna.  So,  you  too,  Maria ! 
Have  turgid  eyes,  and  feign  the  face  of  joy. 
Never  will  joy  be  more  with  us  .  .  with  you 
It  may  be  .  .  0  God  grant  it !  but  me !  me, 
Whom  good  men  doubt,  what  pleasure  can  approach  ? 

Maria.  If  good  men  all  were  young  men,  we  might  shudder 
At  silly  doubts,  like  other  silly  things 
IS'ot  quite  so  cold  to  shudder  at. 

ffiopanna.  Again, 
Iduria !  I  am  now  quite  changed ;  I  am 
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Tour  sister  aa  I  was,  but  0  remember 
I  am  (how  lately  !)  my  Andrea's  widow. 

Maria.  I  wish  our  Httle  Sanda  would  come  hither 
With  hor  Terlizzi  .  .  thoee  inseparableB  ! 
We  scarcely  could  get  twenty  words  from  them 
All  the  day  long  ;  we  caught  them  after  dinner, 
And  lost  uiem  suddenly  as  eTening  closed. 

Giocatma.  Send  for  her.    But  i>erhft])8  she  is  with  Filippa.  .  . 

Maria.  Learning  sedateness  in  the  matron  life. 

Giotatuta.  Or  may-be  with  the  queen  whose  name  she  bears. 
And  who  diridee  her  love,  not  equally 
With  us,  but  almost  equally. 

Maria.  If  so, 
No  need  to  seek  her ;  for  tJie  queen  went  forth 
To  San  Lorenzo  at  the  dawn  of  day. 
And  there  upon  the  pavement  she  implores 
Peaoe  for  the  dead,  protection  for  the  Uving. 

Giovanna.  0  may  ner  prayers  be  heard  ! 

Maria,  li  piety 
Avails  the  living  or  the  dead,  they  wilL 

GuKonna.  How,  how  much  calmer  than  thy  ewceteat  smile 
Has  that  thought  made  me !    Evermore  speak  so, 
And  life  will  umost  be  as  welcome  to  me 
As  death  itself. 

Maria.  When  sunshine  glistens  round. 
And  friends,  as  young  as  we  are,  sit  beside  us, 
We  smile  at  Death  .  .  one  rather  grim  indeed 
And  whimsical,  but  not  disposed  to  hurt  ua  .  . 
And  give  and  take  fresh  courage.     But,  sweet  sister ! 
The  iiye  are  many  when  he  is  unwelcome, 
And  you  will  think  so  too  another  time. 
'Tis  diiefly  in  cold  places,  with  old  folks, 
Hifl  features  seem  prodigiously  amiss. 
But  Life  looks  always  pleasant,  sometimes  more 
And  sometimes  less  so,  but  looks  always  iileasaut, 
And,  vhen  we  cherish  him,  repays  us  well. 
Sicily  aaya  it  is  the  worst  of  sin 
To  cast  aside  what  God  hath  given  us, 
And  snatch  at  what  he  may  hereafter  give 
In  its  due  season  .  .  B0oui%es,  and  such  comfits, 
Cupboarded  for  Old-age.     Youth  has  her  games ; 
We  are  invited,  and  should  ill  refuse. 
On  all  these  subjocte  our  sweet  Sicily 
Discourses  with  the  wisdom  of  a  man. 
You  are  not  listening :  what  avails  our  wisdom  ? 

Gioranna.  To  kwp  afloat  that  buoyant  little  bark 
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Wliidi  swells  endang^er.     0  may  never  storm 
O'ertake  it !  nerer  worm  unaeea  eat  thro' ! 

Maria.  I  wish  we  were  away  from  these  thick  walls, 
And  these  high  windows,  and  these  church-like  ceilings, 
"Without  a  cherub  to  look  down  on  us, 
Or  play  a  prank  up  there,  with  psalter-book, 
Or  bishop's  head,  or  fiddle,  or  festoon. 

Qioeanna.  Be  satisfied  awhile :  the  nobler  rooms 
Are  lees  secure  a^iust  the  Tiolence 
Of  those  Hungarians. 

Maria.  I  saw  one  who  bowed 
Graceful  as  an  Italian.     "  Send  ava; 
The  men  below,"  said  I,  "  then  bow  again. 
And  we  will  try  which  bows  most  gracefully." 

Giotanna.  My  giddy,  giddy  sister ! 

Maria.  May  my  head 
Be  ever  so,  if  crowns  must  steady  it ! 

Gioranna.  He  might  have  thought .  . 

Mima.  Not  he  ;  he  never  thinks. 
He  bowed  and  shook  his  head.     His  name  is  Fsein. 
Often  hath  he  been  here  on  guard  before : 
You  must  rem^nber  him. 

Giovanna.  No,  not  by  name. 

Maria.  Hffeminate  and  vain  we  fancied  him. 
Because  he  always  had  a  flower  in  hand. 
Or  with  his  fingers  combed  his  forehead  hair. 

Gt'ovanna.  No  little  merit  in  that  sullen  race. 

Maria.  If  he  has  merit  I  will  bring  it  out. 

Giovanna.  Resign  that  idle  notion.     Power  is  lost 
By  showing  it  too  freely.    When  I  want 
His  services,  I  order  them.    We  port. 
Too  large  a  portion  of  tbe  hour  already 
Has  been  among  the  living.     Now  I  go 
To  other  duties  for  the  residue 
Of  this  sad  day. 

Maria.  Unwelcome  la  Maria 
Where  sorrow  is  ? 

Giovanna.  Her  sorrow  is  unwelcome  ; 
Iiet  me  subdue  my  own ;  then  oome  and  join  me. 
Thou  knowest  where  the  desolate  find  one 
"Who  never  leaves  them  deeolate.  [6<m. 

Maria.  'Tis  hard 
To  linger  here  alone. 

Offirer.  The  Seneschal 
Of  Staples.  Acciajoli. 
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Accujoii  and  i 


Aetiajoli.  B7  oommaiiil 
Of  our  meet  gracious  queen,  0  royal  lady ! 
I  oome  for  yours. 

X^ia.  That  is,  to  bear  me  company. 

Aeeiajoli.  Such  only  as  the  humbleet  bear  the  highest. 

Maria.  Seneschal !  you  excell  the  best  in  phrases. 
You  might  let  others  be  before  you  there, 
Content  to  shine  in  policy  and  war. 

Aeou^U.  Z  have  been  placed  trhere  others  irould  hare  dione. 

Maria.  Come,  do  not  beat  me  now  in  modesty. 
Had  I  doue  anything,  I  might  Bot  boast, 
Nor  shpuld  I  tTi'"Tt  I  was  improying  it 
By  telling  an  untruth  and  looking  down. 
I  do  not  nke  our  lodgement,  nor  much  wish 
To  see  an  arrow  quivering  in  that  wainscote : 
The  floors  are  weU  enough ;  I  would  not  see  them 
Paved  with  smooth  pebbles  from  Hungarian  slings. 
Can  not  you  send  those  soldiers  to  their  quarters  r 

Aeeiajoli.  In  vain  have  I  attempted  it, 

Maria.  Send  Psein 
Tome. 

Aeeiajoli.  He,  liie  the  rest,  is  an  insurgent. 
CivOest  of  barbarians,  yet  may  Fsein 
(With  horror  I  must  utter  it)  refuse. 

Maria.  Fear  of  refusal  has  lost  many  a  prize. 

[AcCtAJOLI  fOM. 

I  hope  thi»  Seneschal  will  go  himself. 

Not  send  another.    How  I  wisht  to  ask  it ! 

But,  at  my  years,  to  hint  an  act  of  delicacy 

Is  too  indelicate.    He  has  seen  courts, 

Tum'd  over  their  loose  leaves  {each  more  than  half 

niumination,  dulness  the  remainder), 

And  knows  them  from  the  cover  to  the  core. 


SCSNB  m. 
PsEQi  eondueUd  by  Acoujoli,  tcho  retire$. 
The  queen  commands  my  presence  here. 


Maria.  The  queen 
I>esired  your  presence  ;  I  alone  command  it. 
Eyes  have  seen  you,  commander  Psein  I 

Piein.  Impossible ! 
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Maria.  Yea,  eyes  have  seen  you,  general  Fsein  I    they  liave. 
And  seen  that  the;  can  trust  you. 

Paein.  By  my  troth 
To  all  that's  lovely  I 

Maria.  Ah,  sad  man  I  swear  not .  . 
Unless  you  swear  my  words. 

P»ein.  To  hear  and  swear 
And  treasure  them  within  this  breast,  is  one. 

Maria  (Psein  rtptating).  "I  gwear  to  love  and  honour  and 
obey  "  . . 
Ha !  not  the  hand  .  .  it  oomes  not  quite  so  soon  .  . 

Ptein.  \  have  but  little  praotioe  in  the  form ; 
Pardon  me,  g^adous  ladyl 

Maria.  Earn  your  pardon 
Byyour  obedience.     Now  repeat  again. 
"  Whatever  perils  may  obstruot  her  path, 
I  give  safe-conduct  to  my  royal  mistrees, 
Oiovanna,  queen  of  Naples."    {ff»  tiarU.)    Have  you  taken 
Me  for  my  sister  all  this  while  ?     I  told  you 
It  was  not  she  commanded  you,  'twas  I. 

Pttin.  Oaths  are  sad  things !     I  trot  to  church  eo  seldom 
They  would  not  let  me  out  of  mine  for  little 
{Not  they  !)  like  any  good  old  customer. 

Maria.  And  so !  you  would  deceive  me,  general  ? 

Piein  {a*td«).  I  am  appointed  !  that  soun&  veil :  but  general! 
She  said  the  same  before :  it  must  be  true. 

Maria.  Tell  me  at  once,  nor  hesitate.    Another 
May  reap  the  harvest  while  you  whet  the  sickle. 

pMin.  But  I  have  sworn  to  let  none  pass,  before 
The  will  of  my  superiora  be  announced. 

Maria.  Behold  them  here  !  their  shadow  filli?  this  palace. 
And  in  my  voice,  sir,  is  their  will  announced. 

Ptrin.  I  swore. 

Maria.  I  heard  you. 

Ptein.  But  before. 

Maria.  Before 
Disloyalty,  now  loyalty.     Are  brave 
And  gallant  men  to  ponder  in  the  choice  ? 

Pstin.  Devoted  as  I  am  to  you,  0  lady ! 
It  can  not  be. 

Maria.  Is  that  the  phrase  of  Psein  ? 
We  love  the  marvellous ;  we  love  the  man 
Who  shows  how  things  which  can  not  be  can  be. 
Give  me  this  glove  again  upon  the  water. 
And  queen  Oiovanna  shall  reward  you  for  it. 

Psein.  Upon  the  water  or  upon  the  fire. 
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The  whirlpool  or  volcano  .  .  By  bad  luck 

(What  foolB  men  are !  they  alwaye  make  their  own !) 

The  trooi)B  are  in  revolt.     Pride  brightena  zeal 

But  not  mventioQ.     How  Bhall  we  contrive 

To  manage  them  at  present  ? 

Mori*.  Tell  the  troops 
We  will  have  no  revolts.     Sure,  with  your  powers 
Of  person  and  persuasion,  not  a  man 
Would  hesitate  to  execute  Ms  du^. 

Ptein.  We  are  but  three  .  . 

Marin.  We  are  but  two :  yet,  Psein ! 
When  two  are  resolute  they  are  enough. 
Now  I  am  Tesolute,  and  so  are  you, 
And  if  those  soldiers  dare  to  disobey 
It  is  rank  mutiny  and  halbert-matter. 
Await  the  Seneschal :  he  now  returns.  [  Got». 

PmM.  Bhe  knows  the  laws  of  war  as  well  as  I, 
And  looks  a  young  Minerva,  tho'  of  Naples. 


AociAJOu  and  Pbeht. 

Aeeiajoii.  Sorrow  and  oouBtemation  are  around. 

Fuin.  Men  could  not  have  cried  louder  had  they  lost 
Policinello,  who  begets  them  fun. 
While  princes  but  beget  them  blows  and  taxes. 
When  will  they  see  things  straightly,  and  give  these 
Their  proper  station  ? 

Aeeiajoti.  Have  you  not  your  king  1 

Pmn.  0 !  qiute  ooother  matter !    We  have  ouis. 
True ;  but  his  taxes  are  for  us  ;  and  then 
The  blows  .  .  we  give  and  take  them,  as  may  happen. 

Aeciyoli.  We  too  may  do  the  same,  another  day. 

[PsEiN  »xpriit»e»  contempt. 
80 !  you  imagine  that  your  arms  sufBce 
To  keep  this  kingdom  down !     War  is  a  game 
Not  of  skill  only,  not  of  hazard  only. 
No,  nor  of  both  united. 

PMin.  What  the  ball 
Is  stuft  with,  I  know  not,  nor  ever  lookt ; 
I  only  know  it  is  the  very  game 
I  like  to  play  at. 

Aeeiajoti.  Many  are  the  chances. 

Piein.  Without  the  chances  I  would  throw  it  up. 
Play  me  at  Naples  only  five  to  one, 
I  t^e  the  odds. 
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Aeciajoli.  All  are  not  Neapolitona. 

Putin.  Then  strike  off  three. 

Aeeu^oli.  Some  Normans. 

P»ein.  Then  my  sword 
Must  be  well  whetted  and  my  home  w*Jl  fed. 
And  my  poor  memory  well  poked  for  prayers. 
And,  hark  ye  1  I  should  like  one  combatant 
As  well  as  twenty,  of  that  ugly  breed. 
Lord  Seneschal,  be  ready  at  your  post. 

Aeeiajoli.  I  trust  I  shall  be. 

Ftein.  At  what  hour  f 

Aeeiajeii.  Not  yet. 

Pwi'n.  Ay,  but  the  queen  mnst  fix  it. 

Aeciajoli.  She  inclines 
Topeace. 

F»«in.  I  know  it ;  but  for  flight  ere  peace, 

Aeaiejoli.  Flight  is  not  in  the  movements  of  our  queen. 

Fsein.  Derarture  then. 

Aeciajoli.  Sir!  should  she  will  departure. 
Breasts  are  not  wanting  to  repell  the  charge 
Of  traitor  or  intruder. 

Puin.  Here  is  one, 
Ijord  Seneschal !  as  ready  to  defend  her 
As  any  mail'd  with  iron  or  claspt  with  gold. 
Doubtest  thou  ?     Doubt  no  longer.  [  .SAotrt  t/ie  glore. 

Aeciajoli.  Whoae  is  that  ? 

Piein.  The  names  we  venerate  we  rarely  speak ; 
And  love  heats  veneration  out  and  out. 
I  will  restore  it  at  the  vessel's  side. 
And  ask  it  back  again  when  she  is  safe 
And  the  less  happy  lady  whom  you  serve. 
It  then  behoves  me  to  retrace  my  steps 
And  rally  my  few  countrymen  for  safety. 


A  Herald  eni«r».     Psein  got*. 

AeeimoU.  Whence  come  you,  At  ? 

Heriud.  From  Oaeta. 

Aemaioii.  What  duty? 

Heraid.  To  see  the  queen. 

Aeciajoli.  The  queen  you  can  not  see : 
Her  consort  died  too  lately. 

Smraid.  Therefore  I 
Must  see  the  queen. 
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AoeiajoU.  If  you  bring  aught  that  throws 
Light  upon  that  dark  treason,  speak  at  once. 

Strald.  The  light  must  fall  from  Borne.  Cola  fiieiui, 
Tribune  of  Home,  and  itrbiter  of  juBtioe 
To  Europe,  tarrying  on  the  oitreniest  verge 
Of  our  dominions,  to  inspect  the  castles, 
Heard  the  report,  brought  \rith  velocity 
Incredible,  'which  man  gave  man  along 
The  land,  and  ship  gave  ship  along  the  coast. 

Aceiofoli.  Then  twos  prepared:  and  those  who  spread  the  news 
Perpetrated  the  deed. 

M»rM.  Such  promptitude 
Could  not  escape  the  Tribune.     He  demands 
The  presence  of  Oiovauna  queeu  of  Naples, 
To  plead  her  cause  before  him. 

AeeiajoU.  Is  Bienzi 
A  king?  above  a  king? 

Mtrald.  Knowest  thou  not 
Bienzi  is  the  tribune  of  the  people  ? 

Aeoiajoli.  Sir  \  we  have  yet  to  learn  by  what  authorily 
He  r^pulates  the  destiny  of  princes. 

Herald.  The  wisest  men  have  greatly  more  to  leam 
Thau  ever  they  have  learnt :  there  will  be  children 
Who  in  their  childhood  shall  know  more  than  we  do. 
Lord  Seneschal !  I  am  but  citizen 
In  my  own  dtv,  nor  unong  the  first, 
But  I  am  herud  here,  and,  being  herald, 
Let  no  man  dare  to  question  me.    The  Uug 
Of  Hungary  is  cited  to  appear. 
Since  in  his  name  are  accusations  made 
By  some  at  Naples,  which  your  queen  must  answer. 

Aeeiajoli.  Her  dignity  and  wisdom  will  decide, 
I  am  well  pleas'd  that  those  around  the  castle 
Threw  no  obetructiou  in  your  way. 

Strald.  The  soldiers 
Beedsted  my  approach ;  but  instantly 
Two  holy  friars  spread  out  their  arms  in  front, 
And  they  disparted  like  the  Bed-sea  waves. 
And  grounded  arms  before  me. 

Aeeiajoli.  Then  no  hinderance 
To  our  most  gracious  queen,  should  she  comply? 

Heraid.  None ;  for  Bienid's  name  is  spell  against  it. 

Ov^anma  {mtm-i).  0 !  is  there  one  to  hear  me  patiently  ? 
Let  me  fly  to  him ! 

AeeitMi.  Hath  our  sovran  heard 
The  order  of  Bienzi  ? 
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Gioranna.  Call  it  not 
An  order,  lest  my  people  be  incenst. 

Herald.  Lady  !  i{  pkinly  Iiath  been  understood 
The  subject  of  my  nuBsion,  the  fev  words 
Coutaimn^it  may  be  unread  by  me. 
Therefore  I  place  them  duly  in  the  hands 
Of  the  Lord  Seneschal.     With  brief  delay 
Tour  presence  were  desirable, 

Oiovattna.  What  time 
Return  you,  sir  ? 

Strald.  This  evening. 

Oievanna.  And  by  sea.  ? 

Herald.  In  the  same  bark  which  brought  me. 

Qiovanna.  If  some  ship 
More  spaoioua  be  now  lying  at  the  mole, 
I  will  embark  in  that ;  if  not,  in  yours. 
And  we  will  sail  together.    You  nave  power 
Which  I  have  not  in  Naples ;  and  the  troops, 
And  those  who  seem  to  guide  them,  hear  your  wordo. 

Herald.  Lady !  not  mine ;  but  there  are  some  they  hear. 

Oiovanna.  I^treat  them  to  let  pass  the  wretched  ones 
Who  fancied  I  cotdd  sucoonr  them  within, 
Whom  famine  most  soon  seize.    Until  they  pass 
I  can  not.     Dear  is  fame  to  me ;  but  far 
Be  Fame  that  stalks  to  us  o'er  hurried  graves. 
Lord  Seneschal !  see  Bome's  ambassador 
Be  duly  honoured :  then,  whatever  else 
la  needful  for  departure,  be  prepared, 

ACT  IIL 

SCENE  I.      BOMB.      CAPTTOl^ 

BiEKZi  and  the  Pofe's  Nuncio. 
Nuncio.  With  infinite  affliction,  potent  Tribune  ! 
The  Holiness  of  our  Lord  the  Sovran  Pontiff 
Learns  that  Andrea,  prince  of  Hungary, 
Hath,  in  the  palace  of  Aversa,  been 
Traitorously  slain.    Moreover,  potent  Tribune ! 
The  Holiness  of  our  Lord  the  Sovran  Pontiff, 
Hears  sundry  acousations :  and,  until 
The  guilt  or  innocence  of  those  accused 
Be  manifested,  in  such  wise  as  He, 
The  Holiness  of  our  Lord,  the  Sovran  Pontiff 
Shall  deem  sufficient,  he  requires  that  troops 
March  from  his  faithful  city,  and  possess 
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Otranto  and  Taranto,  BrindiBi 
And  Beneveato,  Capua  and  Bari, 
Most  loving  cities  and  most  orthodox. 
And  some  few  towns  and  Tillages  beside, 
Yeanling  for  peace  in  bia  paternal  breast, 
He  would  especially  protect  from  tumult. 
Laying  his  blessing  on  your  bead  thro'  me 
The  humblest  of  his  servitors,  tjius  speaks 
The  Holiness  of  our  Lord  the  Sovran  Pontiff. 

Riemi  {teaUi),  Lord  Cardinal !  no  truer  stay  than  me 
Hath,  on  Italian  or  Frovenzal  ground, 
The  Holiness  of  our  Lord  the  Sovran  Pontiff. 
The  cares  that  I  have  taken  off  his  hands 
The  wisdom  of  his  Holiness  alone 
Can  measure  and  appreciate.     As  for  troops, 
That  wisdom,  seeing  them  so  far  remote, 
Perhaps  may  judge  somewhat  less  accurately. 
The  service  of  his  Holiness  requires 
All  these  against  his  barons.     Now,  until 
I  hear  the  pleas  of  Hungary  and  Naples, 
My  balance  is  suapended.     Those  few  cities. 
Those  towns  and  villages,  awhile  must  yearn 
For  foreign  troops  amon^  them ;  but  meantime 
Having  me  blessing  of  his  Holiness, 
May  wait  contente<fiy  for  any  greater 
His  Holiness  shall  opportunely  grant. 
Kissing  the  foot  of  his  Beatitude, 
Such,  my  lord  Cardinal,  is  the  reply 
From  his  most  faithful  Cola  di  Ibend, 
Unworthy  tribune  of  his  loyal  city. 

Nuneio.  We  may  discuss  anew  this  veigh^  question 
On  which  his  Holuees's  heart  is  moved. 

Rietai.  If  allocution  be  permitted  me 
To  his  most  worthy  Nuncio,  let  me  say 
The  generous  bosom  would  enfold  about  it 
The  niend,  the  neighbour,  the  whole  human  race. 
And  scarcely  then  rest  satisfied.     With  all 
These  precious  coverings  round  it,  poisonous  tongnes 
Can  penetrate.     We  lowly  men  alone 
Are  safe,  and  hardly  we.    Who  would  believe  it  ? 
Fecmie  have  heretofore  been  mad  enough 
To  feign  ambition  (of  all  deadly  sins 
Burely  the  deadliest)  in  our  lord  the  pope's 
Froteotdng  predeoeesorB !     Their  paternal 
Solicitude  meee  factious  thus  denounced. 
Ineffable  the  pleasure  I  foretaste 
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Ill  BWGaring;  to  liie  HolimesB  what  calm 
Bfiluctance  you  exhibited  ;  the  eame 
Hifl  Holiness  himnelf  might  have  exprest, 
In  bending  to  the  wishes  of  thoso  cities 
Ho  orthodox  and  loving- ;  and  how  fully 
You  manifested,  by  your  faint  apjieal, 
Ton  nigh  as  deeply  to  deoline,  as  they 
Sigh  in  their  fears  and  fondness  to  attain. 

Help  my  lord  cardinal.    This  weather  bringtt 
StimieBB  of  joints,  rbeuios,  shooting  jtains.     War  then 

eCENE  n.      CAPITOL. 

See»~zi,  AcxiiAJOLi,  Petrabca,  and  Boccaccio. 

Boeeaeeio.  If  there  waa  ever  upon  throne  one  mind 
Uore  pure  than  other,  one  more  merciful. 
One  better  stored  with  wisdom,  of  its  own 
And  carried  from  without,  'tis  hers,  the  queen's. 
Exert,  my  dear  Franceeco,  all  that  eloquence 
'Which  kings  and  senates  often  have  obeyed 
And  nations  have  applauded. 

Pttrarca.  Uy  Boccaccio ! 
Thou  knowest  Rome,  thou  buoveet  Avignon  : 
Altho'  so  brief  a  time  the  slave  of  power, 
Bienzi  is  no  longer  what  he  was. 
Popes  are  what  they  have  ever  been.     They  all 
Have  fomiliee  for  dukedoms  to  obey. 

Boecaeeio,  0  !  had  each  holy  father  twenty  wives 
And  each  wife  twenty  children  1  then  'twere  hard 
To  cut  out  dukedoms  for  so  many  mouths. 
And  the  well-furred  tiara  could  not  hatch 
So  many  golden  goose-egge  under  it. 

Patrarea.  We  must  unite  our  efforts. 

Boeeaeeio.  Uine  could  add 
Little  to  yours ;  I  am  not  eloquent. 

Pdrarea.  Thou  never  hast  received  from  any  court 
Favour  or  place  ;  I,  presents  and  preferment*. 

Boeeateio.  I  am  but  little  known  :  for  dear  to  me 
Aa  fame  is,  odioua  is  celebrity. 

Pitrarea.  I  see  not  why  it  should  be. 

Boeeaeeio.  If  no  eyes 
In  the  same  head  are  quite  alike,  ours  may 
Match  pretty  well,  yet  somewhat  differ  too. 

Petrarea.  Should  days  like  youra  waste  far  from  i 
friends? 
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Soeeaeeio,  Leave  me  one  flame ;  then  may  my  breast  dilate 
To  hold,  at  last,  two  (or  almost  two)  frienaa  : 
One  would  content  me  :  but  we  most,  forsooth, 
Specolate  on  more  riches  than  we  want 
Moreover,  O  Francesco  !  I  should  shrink 
From  Bcurril  advocate,  croes-queetioning 
Whom  knew  I  in  the  palace?  whence  my  knowledge  ? 
How  long  ?  where  first  ?  whence  introduced  ?  for  what  ? 
Since  in  all  law-oourte  I  have  ever  entered, 
The  least  effrontery,  the  least  dinboneHty, 
Has  lain  among  the  ptosecuted  thieves. 

Petrarea.  We  can  not  now  much  longer  hesitate  j 
He  hath  his  eye  upon  us. 

Boecaecio.  Not  on  me ; 
He  knows  me  not. 

Petrarea.  On  me  it  may  be  then, 
Altbo'  some  years,  no  few  have  intervened 
Since  we  last  met. 

Boeeaeeio.  But  frequent  correspondence 
Betains  the  features,  nay,  brings  back  tke  voice; 
The  very  shoe  creaks  when  the  letter  opens. 

Petrarea.  Bienzi  was  among  tboee  fnende  who  sooner 
Forget  than  are  foigotten. 

Boeeaeeio.  They  who  rise 
Lose  sight  of  things  below,  while  they  who  fall 
Grasp  at  and  call  for  anything  to  heli). 

Petrarea.  I  own  I  cease  to  place  reliance  on  him. 
Virtue  and  Power  take  the  same  road  at  first, 
But  they  soon  separate,  and  they  meet  no  more. 

UiJur.  The  Tribune,  ser  Francesco '.  claims  your  presence. 

Rieni.  Petrarea !  pride  of  Italy !  most  welcome ! 

Petrarea.  Tribune  of  Kome !  I  bend  before  the  fasces. 

Rienti.  No  graver  business  in  this  capitol, 
Or  in  the  forum  underneath  its  walls. 
Or  in  the  temples  that  once  rose  between. 
Engaged  the  thoughts  of  Bome.     No  captive  queen 
Comes  hither,  none  comes  tributary,  none 
Courting  dominion  or  contesting  crown. 
Thou  knowest  who  submits  her  cause  before 
The  majesty  that  reigns  within  this  court. 

Pelrm-ca.  Her,  and  her  father,  and  his  father  knew  I, 
Nor  three  more  worthy  of  my  love  and  honour 
(Tho'  bom  to  royalty)  adorn  our  earth. 
Del  Balzo  hath  supplied  the  facts  :  all  doubts 
On  every  side  of  tbem  hath  Acciajoli 
Clear' d  up. 


..Google 


WORKS  OF  LANDOR.  Pialogvks 

Jtimti.  But  aome  will  Bpring  vhere  others  fall. 
When  intellect  ia  Btrongly  exercised. 

Petrarea.  The  sources  of  our  intellect  lie  deep 
Within  the  heart ;  what  rises  to  the  braia 
Is  spray  and  efflorescence ;  they  diy  up. 

Rim%i.  However,  we  must  jKinder.     80  then  truly, 
Petrarea !  thou  dost  think  her  innocent  ? 

Petrarea.  Thou  bnowest  flhe  is  innocent,  Rienzi ! 
Write  then  thy  knowledge  higher  than  my  belief : 
The  proofs  He  there  before  thee. 

Rienxi.  But  these  papers 
Are  ranged  against  uiem. 

Petrarea.  Weigh  the  characters 
Of  those  who  sign  them. 

Rienzi.  Here  the  names  are  wanting. 

Petrarea.  Remove  the  balance  then,  for  none  is  needed. 
A^inst  Del  Balzo,  upright,  stem,  severe. 
What  evidence  can  stniggle? 

Rienzi.  From  Del  Balzo 
The  Queen  herself  demands  investigation 
Into  tiie  crime,  and  bids  him  spare  not  one 
Partaker. 

Petrarea.  Worthy  of  her  race !     Kow  ask 
If  I  behevB  her  guiltless. 

Riemi.  May  we  prove  it! 

Aeeiajoli.  She  shall  herself,  if  needful.   Should  more  answers 
Be  wanted  from  me,  I  am  here  before 
That  high  tribunal  where  the  great^ist  power 
And  wisdom  are  united ;  where  the  judge 
Glives  judgment  in  the  presence  of  such  men 
As  Btnne  hath  rarely  seen  in  ancient  days. 
Never  in  later.     What  they  hear,  the  world 
Will  hear  thro'  future  ages,  and  rejoice 
That  he  was  bom  in  this  to  raise  an  arm 
Protecting  such  courageous  innocence, 

Riemi.  Lord  Senescnal  of  Naples,  Aeeiajoli ! 
We  have  examined,  as  thou  knowest,  all 
The  documents  before  us,  and  regret 
That  death  withholds  from  like  examination 
(Whether  aa  witneseee  or  criminals) 
Some  inmates  of  your  court,  the  most  familiar 
With  queen  Giovanna. 

Aeeiajoli.  Did  she  then  desire 
Their  death  ?  aa  hidden  enemies  accuse  her 
Of  one  more  awful.     I  presume  the  names 
Of  the  young  Sancia,  count  Terlizzi's  bride. 
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And  hers  who  educated  that  pure  mind 
By  pomting  out  OiovaniLa,  two  years  older, 
Hlippa  of  Catana. 

Jlitnti.  They  are  gone 
Beyond  our  r^ch. 

Aceiajoli.  Sent  off,  no  douLt,  by  one 
Who  loved  them  moat,  who  moet  loved  her !  sent  off 
After  their  tortures,  whether  into  Scotland 
Or  Norway  or  Laponia,  the  same  hand 
WTio  wrote  those  unsign'd  pajmrs  may  set  forth. 

Rienti.  I  cannot  know  their  charactere. 

AeeiajoU.  I  know  them 
Loyal  and  wise  and  virtuous. 

Rienxi.  But  Filippa 
Gruided,  'tis  said,  ttie  counsels  of  king  Bobert. 

AenajoU.  And  -ware  those  counsels  evil  ?     If  they  were. 
How  happens  it  that  both  is  life  and  death 
The  g«od.  king  Bobert  was  hie  appellation  ? 

Sittui.  How  many  kings  are  thrust  among  the  stars 
Who  had  become  the  whipping-post  much  better  F 

Aeeiafoli.  Was  Bobert  one  ? 

Riensi.  We  must  confess  that  Bobert 
Struck  down  men's  envy  under  admiration. 

Aeeiofoli.  If  then  Filippa  guided  him,  what  harm  ? 

Rimsii.  She  might  have  feayd  that  youth  would  less  obey 
Her  prudent  counsels  than  experience  did. 

Aceiajoli.  Well  might  she  :  hence  for  many  a  year  her  carei 
Have  been  devoted  to  our  queen's  instruction, 
Together  with  queen  Sancia,  not  without : 
And  neither  of  these  ladies  (I  nov  speak 
As  president^  have  meddled  with  our  councils. 

Rienti.  When  women  of  low  origin  are  guides 
To  potentates  of  either  sex,  'tis  ilL 

Aeeiofoli.  I  might  have  thought  bo  ;  but  Filippa  showed 
That  female  wisdom  much  resembles  male ; 
Gentler,  not  weaker ;  leading,  not  controlling. 
Again !  0  tribune !  touching  low  estate. 
Id^re  vigorously  than  off  the  downier  cradle 
From  humble  crib  springs  up  the  lofty  mind. 

Rienai.  Strong  arguments,  and  cogent  facts,  are  these  ! 


>)nduct  the  queen  of  Xaples  into  court. 
AeeiajoU.  That,  by  your  leave,  must  be  my  o 


[Til  OH  rnhcr. 


.y  Google 


WORKS  OF  LANDOR. 


BiEHZi,  AociAJOU,  QlOVASHA,  and  Fbiob  of  the  CzJ-ESTnrEa. 

JHetiMt.  Giovanna,  queen  of  Naples !  we  have  left  you 
A  pause  and  space  for  sorrow  to  subside ; 
Since,  innocent  or  ^uiltj,  them  who  loBe 
80  suddenly  the  partner  of  their  hours. 
Grief  seizes  on,  in  that  dark  interval. 
Pause  too  and  space  were  needful,  to  explore 
On  every  side  such  proofs  as  may  acquit 
Of  all  connivance  at  the  dreadful  crime 
A  queen  so  wise,  and  h.eld  so  virtuous, 
Boiuat,  so  merciful.    It  can  not  be 
(We  hope)  that  she  who  would  have  swept  away 
Playthings  of  royal  courts  and  monldali  cells. 
The  instnimentB  of  torture,  that  a  queen 
Wlio  in  her  childhood  visited  the  sick, 
"Sot  made  a  luxury  or  pomp  of  doing  it. 
Who  placed  her  Httle  band,  as  we  have  beard, 
In  that  where  fever  burnt,  nor  feared  contagion, 
Should  slay  ber  husband. 

Aeei'a^'oli.  Faintnees  overpowers  her. 
Not  guilt.     The  racks  you  spoke  of,  0  Kienzi ! 
You  have  applied,  and  worse  than  those  you  spoke  of, 

Siemi.  Oladly  I  see  true  friends  about  her. 

Aeeiajoli.  Bay 
About  her  not ;  say  in  her  breast  she  finds 
The  only  friend  she  wants  .  .  het  innocence. 

Siwti.  People  of  Borne  !  your  silence,  your  attention, 
Become  you.     With  like  gravity  our  fathers 
Beheld  the  mighty  and  ai^udged  their  due. 
Sovran  of  Naples,  Piedmont,  and  Provence, 
Among  known  potentates  what  other  holds 
Such  wide  donunious  as  this  lady  here. 
Excepting  that  strong  islander  whose  sword 
Has  cut  France  thro',  and  lies  o'er  Normandy, 
Anjou,  Kaine,  Foictou,  Brittany,  Touraine, 
And  farthest  Oascony ;  whose  hilt  keeps  down 
The  Grampians,  and  whose  point  the  Pyrenees  ? 
Listen !  she  throws  aside  her  veil,  that  all 
Uay  hear  her  voice,  and  mark  her  fearless  mien. 

Gioeimtut.  I  say  not,  0  Bienzi !  I  was  bom 
A  queen ;  nor  say  I  none  but  God  alone 
Hath  right  to  judge  me.     Every  man  whom  God 
Endows  with  jud^ent  arbitrates  my  cause. 
For  of  tliat  crune  am  I  accused  whi<^  none 
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8haU  hide  from  God  or  man.     All  are  involved 

In  guilt  who  aid,  or  Bcreen,  or  spare,  the  guilty. 

Speak,  voice  of  Borne !  absolve  me  or  coademu, 

Afl  proof,  or,  proof  being  absent,  probability, 

Points  on  the  acroll  of  this  dark  tragedy. 

Speak,  and  spare  not :  fear  nought  but  mighty  minds, 

Nor  those,  unless  where  lies  God's  shadow,  truth. 

Siemi.  Well  hast  thou  done,  0  queen,  and  wisely  chosen 
Judge  and  defenders.     Thro'  these  states  shall  none 
Invade  thy  realm.     I  find  no  crime  in  thee. 
Hasten  U>  Naples !  for  against  its  throne 
King  powerful  arms  and  menace  thy  return. 

[AcciAJOU  leadi  th«  Qu«m  out. 

Prioroftht  Ctkstinta.  Thou  findest  in  that  wily  queen  no  crime. 
So  be  it !  and  'tis  well.     But  tribune,  know, 
111  chosen  are  the  praises  thou  beBtowest 
On  her  immunity  from  harm,  in  touching 
The  fever'd  and  infected-    She  was  led 
Into  such  places  by  unholy  hands. 
I  come  not  an  accuser  :  I  would  say 
Merely,  that  Queen  Oiovanna  was  anointed 
By  the  most  potent  eorcerese,  Filippa 
Ilie  Catanese. 

Jimm.  Anointed  Queen  ? 

Itier.  Her  palms 
Anointed,  so  tliat  evil  could  not  touch  them. 
Filippa,  with  some  blacker  spirits,  helpt 
To  cure  the  sick,  or  comfort  them  unduly. 

Sietusi.  Among  the  multitude  of  sorceresses 
I  find  but  very  few  such  sorceries. 
And,  if  the  Church  permitted,  would  forgive  them, 

Prior.  In  mercy  we,  in  mercy,  should  demur. 

Rienzi.  How  weak  is  human  wisdom  !  what  a  stay 
Is  such  stout  wicker-work  about  the  fold ! 

Prior.  Whether  in  realms  of  ignorance,  in  realms 
By  our  pure  light  and  our  sure  faith  unblest. 
Or  where  the  ^11  effulgence  burets  from  Eome, 
No  soul,  not  one  upon  this  varied  earth. 
Is  unbeliever  in  the  power  of  sorcery  : 
How  certain  then  its  truth,  the  universal 
Ton^e  of  mankind,  from  east  to  west,  proclaims. 

Riftai.  With  reverential  and  submissive  awe, 
People  of  Bome !  leave  we  to  holy  Church 
What  comes  not  now  before  us,  nor  phall  come, 
WTiile  matters  whifh  oitr  judgmoiita  can  decide 
Are  queiition'd,  while  crown'd  licatls  are  bowed  before  us. 
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SCEN£  I.      BIENZI  8  OWTT  APABTITEMT  CI  1 

BiEHZi,  Fbur  Ajf  belmo,  and  poor  Neapoutakb. 

JUmti.  Who  creepe  there  yonder  with  hie  fingers  folded  ? 
Hither ;  what  wantest  thou  7  who  art  thou,  man  i 

Ameimo.  The  humblest  of  the  humble,  your  Ansehno. 

Jiierai.  Mine  ? 

Anitlmo.  In  all  duty. 

Rietad.  "Wheuce  art  thou  P 

Antelma.  From  Naples. 

jBwtui.  What  askeet  thou  ? 

Afueimo.  In  the  most  holy  names 
Of  Saint  Euphemia  and  Saint  Cunigoind ! 
And  in  beh^  of  theae  pour  creatures  ask  I 
Justice  and  mercy. 

Rierai.  On  what  count  ? 

Anttlmo.  On  life. 

Riemi.  Who  threatens  it  in  Bome  ? 

Atuelmo.  In  Bome  none  dare 
Under  the  guardianship  of  your  tribtmaL 
But  Naples  is  abandoned  to  her  fate 
"Bj  those  who  ruled  her.    Those,  alas !  who  ruled  her 
Heaveu  has  abandoned.    Crimes,  outrageous  crimes, 
Have  swept  them  from  their  people.     We  ahtne 
In  poverty  are  left  for  the  protection 
Of  the  more  starving  popumce.    0  hear, 
Mercifnl  Tribune !  hear  their  cries  for  bread !  [^All  ery  out. 

Antelmo  {to  Ihfm).  Ye  should  not  have  cried  now,  ye  fools  ! 
and  choak  ye ! 

RUnti.  That  worthy  yonder  looks  well  satisfied : 
All  of  him,  but  his  Bhoulder,  eeeme  at  ease. 

Atuelmo.  Tonunaso!  art  thou  satisfied  ? 

Thmmato.  Not  I. 
A  fish  upon  my  bread,  at  least  os  Friday, 
Had  done  my  body  and  my  soul  some  good. 
And  quickea'd  one  and  t'other  at  thanksgiving. 
Anchovies  are  rare  cooks  for  garlic,  master !  [Tb  fi.i£Kzi. 

Atuelmo.  I  sigh  for  such  delusion. 

Riemi.  So  do  I. 
How  came  they  hither  ? 

Atuelmo.  By  a  miracle. 

Rietizi.  My  honest  friends  !  what  can  we  do  for  you 
At  Bome  ? 
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Atudmo.  Speak.    Does  the  Deril  ^pe  your  tongitos  ? 

Mob.  We  orave  our  daily  broad  from  nofy  hands, 
And  from  uone  other. 

Rien%i.  Then  youx  daily  bread 
Ye  will  eat  hot,  and  delicately  small. 
Frate  Aneelmo,  what  meanB  this  ? 

Annlmo.  It  meauB, 

0  tribune,  that  the  lady,  late  our  queen. 

Hath  set  aside  broad  lands  and  blooming  ^rdenn 

For  hospitals ;  which,  with  unrighteous  zeal, 

She  builds  with  every  church.     There  Saint  Antonio 

Beyond  the  gate  of  Capua !  there  Saint  Martin 

On  Mount  Saint-Eremo  !  there  Sotn^  Maria 

Ineoronata.'    All  their  hospitaU ! 

No  one  hath  monaeteiy !  no  one  nuns ! 

Jiiemi.  Hard,  hard  upon  you  !     But  what  means  were  yo 
To  bring  so  many  euppncants  so  long 
A  journey  with  you  ?  ' 

AnMlmo.  'Twas  a  miracle. 

Simti.  Miracles  never  are  of  great  duration. 
Huny  them  back  !     Hurry  ye  while  it  lasts  ! 

1  would  not  spoil  it  with  occult  supplies, 
I  rererence  holy  men  too  mudi  for  that, 

And  leave  them  to  the  only  power  above  them. 

Possibly  quails  and  manna  may  not  cross  you 

If  you  procrastinate.    But,  setting  out 

To-morrow,  by  whichever  gate  seems  luckjest. 

And  questioning  your  honest  mules  discreetly, 

I  boldly  answer  for  it,  ye  shall  find 

&r  their  mild  winking  (should  they  hold  their  tongues) 

The  coin  of  our  lord  Clement  on  the  back 

Of  one  or  other,  in  some  well-thonged  scrip. . 

Aruehno  {atide).  Atheist ! 

1\mtaa»o.  Ah  no,  father !     Atheists 
Never  lift  up  their  eyes  as  you  and  he  do. 

[^Going  togffhfr. 
I  know  one  in  a  twinkling  For  example, 
Cosimo  Cappa  was  one.    He  denied 
A  mirade  his  mother  might  have  seen 
Not  twelve  miles  from  his  veiy  door,  when  she 
Was  heavy  with  him ;  and  the  saint  who  workt  it. 
To  make  ^'•^  one,  cost  thirteen  thousand  ducats. 
There  was  an  atheist  for  you!  that  same  Cappa  .  , 
I  saw  him  burnt  .  .  a  fine  fresh  lusty  man. 
I  warrant  I  remember  it :  I  won 
A  heap  of  chesnuts  on  that  day  at  morra. . 
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A  sad  poor  place  this  Rome !  look  where  ;ou  wiU, 
No  drying  paste  here  dangles  from  the  windows 
Across  the  sunny  street,  to  make  it  cheerful ; 
And  much  I  doubt  if,  after  all  ita  fame. 
The  nasty  yellow  river  breeds  anchovies. 

aOZSB  U.      BIEKZl'S  OWN  APAATUENT  DI  THS 

EiENZi  Oftd  Am  Wife. 

Jiiensi.  I  have  been  sore  perplext,  and  still  am  so. 

Wtfi.  Tet  falsehood  drops  from  truth,  as  quicksilver 
From,  gold,  and  ministers  to  purify  it. 

Rienti.  The  favour  of  the  pei^le  is  uncertain. 

Wife.  Gravely  thou  piveat  this  intelligence. 
Thus  there  are  people  m  a  northern  isle 
Who  tell  each  other  that  the  wearier  chaises. 
And,  when  the  eun  shines,  say^the  day  looks  bright. 
And,  when  it  shines  not,  there  are  clouds  above. 

Jtietai.  Some  little  £ef,  eome  dukedom,  we'll  suppose, 
Mi^t  shelter  us  against  a  sudden  storm. 

Wife.  Not  BO :  we  should  be  crusht  between  two  rocks, 
The  people  and  the  barons.     Both  would  hate  thee, 
Both  call  thee  traitor,  and  both  call  thee  truly. 

Jiiemi.  When  we  stand  high,  the  shaft  comes  slowly  up ; 
We  see  the  feather,  not  the  point ;  and  that 
Loses  what  venom  it  might  have  below. 

Wi/e.  I  thought  the  queen  of  Naples  occupied 
Thy  mind  entirely. 

Sietm.  From  the  queen  of  Naples 
My  hopes  originate.    The  pope  is  willing 
To  grant  me  an  investiture  when  I 
Have  given  up  to  him,  by  my  decree, 
Borne  of  her  cities. 

Wifi.  Then  it  is  untrue 
Thou  hast  acquitted  her  of  crime. 

SienKi.  I  did ; 
But  may  condemn  her  yet :  the  king  of  Hunganr 
Is  yet  imheard :  there  are  strong  doubts :  who  knows 
But  stronger  may  arise  !     My  mind  misgives. 
Tell  me  thou  thinkest  her  in  fault.     One  word 
Would  satisfy  me. 

Wife.  Not  in  fault,  thou  meanest. 

Rtemi.  In  fault,  in  fault,  I  say. 

Wife.  No,  not  in  faiUf. 
Much  k'Hs  BO  foully  criminal. 
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Rignti.  O '.  could  I 
Absolve  her ! 

Wi/».  If  her  gtxiit  be  tnanJfeRt, 
Absolve  her  not ;  daliTer  her  to  death. 

Rienti.  From  what  the  pope  and  Icing  of  Hungarj 
Adduce  .  .  at  present  not  quite  opeidy  .  . 
I  must  condemn  her. 

Wife.  DoBt  thou  deem  her  guilty  7 

Biemi.  0  Ood  !  I  wish  she  were !  I  must  condemn  her. 

Wife.  Hiieband !  art  thou  gone  mad  ? 

Rieiai.  None  are  much  else 
"Who  mount  bo  high,  none  can  stand  firm,  none  look 
Without  a  fear  of  falling  :  and,  to  fall ;  .  , 
No,  no,  'tis  not,  'tis  not  the  worst  disgrace. 

Wife.  What  hast  thou  done?  Kavethine  eyes  seen  corruptio 

Rieim.  Thinhest  thou  gold  could  move  Bienzi  ?  gold 

Storking  incessantly  demoniac  miracles) 
uld  chain  down  Justice,  or  turn  blood  to  water  7 

Wife.  Who  800ms  the  ingot  may  not  scorn  the  mine. 
0«ld  may  not  move  thee,  yet  what  brings  gold  may. 
Ambition  is  but  avarice  In  moil. 
Blinder,  and  often  weaker.    Is  there  strength. 
Cola !  or  speed,  in  the  oblique  and  wry  f 
Of  blood  tum'd  into  wator  talkest  thou  ? 
Take  heed  thou  turn  not  water  into  blood 
And  show  the  pure  impure.     If  thou  do  this. 
Eternal  is  the  stain  upon  thy  hand ; 
Freedom  thro'  thee  will  be  the  proud  man's  scoff, 
The  wise  man's  problem ;  even  the  slave  himself 
WiU  rather  bear  the  scourge  than  trust  the  snore. 
Thou  hast  brought  large  materials,  large  and  solid, 
To  build  thy  gloiy  on  r  if  equity 
Be  not  the  base,  tay  not  one  stone  above. 
Thou  hast  won  the  infiuence  over  potent  minds, 
Kelax  it  not.     Truth  is  a  tower  of  strength. 
No  Babel  one :  it  may  be  rais'd  to  heaven 
And  will  not  anger  God. 

Rienai.  Who  doubts  my  justice  ? 

Wife.  Thyself.     Who  prosecutes  the  criminal  ? 
Thyself?    Who  racks  the  criminal  ?     ThyseM. 
ITiUiappy  man !  how  maim'd  art  thou !  what  limb 
Proptntionato !  what  feature  undiafigured ! 
Go,  oathe  in  (torphyry  .  .  thy  leprosy 
Will  never  quit  tkee :  thou  hast  eaten  &iiit 
That  brings  all  sins,  and  leaves  but  death  behind. 

Sieni.  Bat  hear  me. 


.y  Google 


WORKS  OF  LANDOR.  Pialooi 

in/e.  I  have  heard  thee,  and  such  words 
As  one  who  loves  thee  never  ehould  have  heard. 

Jtiemi.  I  must  provide  a^inst  baronial  power 
By  every  aid,  external  and  internal, 
For,  since  my  elevation,  many  friends 
Have  fallen  froai  me. 

Wife.  ThroT  not  off  the  rest. 
What !  is  it  then  enough  to  stand  before 
The  little  crags  and  sweep  the  lizards  down 
From  their  wajm  baaking-place  with  idle  wand, 
While  under  them  the  drowsy  panther  lies 
Twitching  his  paw  in  his  dark  loir,  and  wuta 
Secure  of  sprinping  when  tliy  back  is  turned  P 
Popular  power  can  stand  but  with  the  people  : 
Let  them  trust  none  a  palm  above  themeelVefl, 
For  sympathy  in  high  degrees  is  frozen. 

Jtienzi.  Such  are  my  sentiments. 

Wi/e.  Thy  sentiments ! 
They  were  tiiy  passion.    Are  they  sentiments  7 
Go !  there's  lie  distaff  in  the  other  room. 

Rimai.  Thou  blamed'st  not  what  seemed  ambition  in  me. 

Wife.  Becaitse  it  gave  thee  power  to  bless  thy  oountiy. 
Stood  tribunitial  ever  without  right  ? 
Sat  ever  papal  without  perfidy? 
0  tribune  !  tribune !  whom,  weak  woman  teaches  ! 
If  thou  deceiveet  men,  go,  next  enslave  them ; 
Else  is  no  safety.    Woold'st  thou  that  ? 

Siemi.  To  make 
Any  new  road,  some  plants  there  must  be  crusht, 
And  Dot  the  higher  only,  here  and  there. 
Whoever  purposes  great  good,  must  do 
Some  partial  eviL 

Wife.  Thou  haet  done  great  good 
Without  that  evil  yet.     Power  in  its  prime 
Is  beautiful,  but  sickened  by  excess 
Collapses  into  loathsomeness  ;  and  eoom 
Shrivels  to  dust  its  fierce  decrepitude. 

Ritmi.  Am  I  deficient  then  in  manly  deeds, 
Or  in  persuasion  ? 

Wife.  Of  all  manly  deeds 
Oftentimes  the  most  honest  are  the  bravest, 
And  no  persuasion  bo  persuades  aa  tmUi. 

Riemi.  Peace !  peace !  confound  me  not. 

Wife.  The  brave,  the  wise, 
The  just,  ore  never,  even  by  foes,  confounded. 
Promise  me  but  one  thing.    If  in  thy  soul 
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Thou  thmkest  this  young  woman  free  from  blame, 
Thou  wilt  absolve  her,  openly,  with  honour, 
WbateTer  Hungaty,  whatever  Avignon, 
May  wlueper  or  may  threateD. 

Riemi.  If  my  power 
Will  bear  it ;  if  the  sentence  will  not  shake 
This  scarlet  off  my  shoulder. 

Wife.  Cola!  Cola! 

SCEHS  m.      TRIBUNAL  DT  THX  CAPITOL. 
BlEKZI,  CmZE^B,  &C. 

Citinen.  There  is  a  banner  at  the  gates. 

Zujtii-  A  banner ! 
Who  dares  hoist  banner  at  the  gates  of  Borne  ? 

Cititen.  A  royal  crown  surmounts  it. 

Jtimzi.  Down  with  it ! 

Cititen.  A  king,  'tis  said,  beai«  it  himself  in  hand. 

Sifftzi.  Trample  it  in  the  dust,  and  drag  him  hjtlier. 
What  are  those  shouts  ?    Look  forth. 

Uih^  {hoeing  looked  out).  The  people  cry 
Around  four  Imighta  who  bear  a  sable  flag  : 
One's  helm  is  faiuiion'd  like  a  kingly  crown, 

Riemi.  Strike  off  hia  head  who  let  the  aocursed  symbol 
Of  royalty  come  within  Boman  gate : 
See  this  be  done :  then  bind  the  bold  offenders. 

[Lewis  0/  Htjitoahy  mter». 
Who  art  thou  ? 

Letoi*.  King  of  Hungary. 

Rittai.  What  brings  thee  ? 

Letei*.  Tribune !  thou  knoweet  well  what  brings  mo  hither 
Fraternal  lore,  insulted  honour,  bring  me. 
Thinkest  thou  I  complain  of  empty  forms 
Violated  to  chafe  me  ?  thinkest  thou 
'Tis  that  I  waited  in  the  port  of  Trieste 
For  invitatioD  to  my  bromer's  wedding, 
Nor  invitation  came,  nor  embassy  ? 
Now  creaks  the  motive.     Silly  masquerade 
Usurpt  the  place  of  tilt  and  tournament ; 
No  knight  attended  from  without,  save  one, 
Our  cousin  of  Taranto :  why  he  came. 
Before  all  earth  the  dire  event  discloses. 

Eienti.  Lewis  of  Hungary !  it  suits  not  us 
To  regulate  the  laws  of  chivalry 
Or  forms  of  embassies.     We  know  there  may  be 
Less  folly  in  the  lightest  festival 
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Than  in  the  sternest  aad  severest  war. 
Patiently  have  we  heard ;  as  patiently 
Hear  thou,  in  turn,  the  accused  as  the  accuser ; 
Else  neither  aid  nor  counsel  hope  from  me. 

Lewu.  I  ask  no  aid  of  thee,  I  want  no  oounsel, 
I  claim  but  justice :  justice  I  will  have, 
I  will  have  vengeance  for  my  brother's  death. 

Rienxi.  My  brother  too  was  murdered.     Was  my  grief 
Less  deep  than  thine  ?    If  greater  my  endtirance, 
See  what  my  patience  brought  me !  all  these  friends 
Around,  and  mee,  a  prince,  a  king,  before  me. 
Hear  reason,  as  becomes  a  Christian  knight. 

Lewi*.  Te  always  say  to  those  who  suffer  wrong, 
Hear  reaeon  .'     Is  not  tliat  another  wrong  ? 
He  who  throws  fuel  on  a  fiery  furnace 
Cries,  Wait  my  nignalfor  it  !  iltae  not  vet .' 
Issue  one  edict  more  ;  proclame,  0  tribune. 
Heat  never  shall  be  fire,  nor  fire  be  fiame. 

Riettti,  ^ing  Lewis  !  I  do  issue  such  an  edict 
(Absurd  as  thou  mayeet  deem  it)  in  thia  place. 
Hell  hath  its  thunders,  loud  and  fierce  as  Heaven's, 
Heaven  is  more  great  and  glorious  in  its  calm  : 
In  this  clear  region  is  the  abode  of  Justice. 

Lewie.  Was  it  well,  tribune,  to  have  heard  the  cause, 
Nay  and  to  have  decided  it,  before 
Both  sides  were  here  1     The  murderess  hath  departed, 
And  may  have  won  her  city  from  the  grasp 
Of  ray  brave  people,  who  avenge  their  prince. 
The  mild  Andrea.     Justice  I  will  have, 
I  will  have  vengeance. 

Riemi.  Every  man  may  ask 
If  what  I  do  is  well :  and  angry  tones, 
Tho'  unbecoming,  are  not  unforgiven 

Where  virtuous  grief  burets  forUi.     Bat,  king  of  Hungary, 
We  now  will  change  awhile  interrogations. 
I  ask  thee  was  it  well  to  bring  with  thee 
Into  our  states  a  banner  that  blows  up 
The  people  into  fury  ?  and  a  people 
Not  subject  to  thy  sceptre  or  thy  will  ? 
We  knew  not  of  thy  coming.     When  thy  friends 
In  Naples  urged  us  to  decide  the  cause, 
'Twas  in  thy  name,  as  guardian  to  thy  brother, 
Bringing  against  the  queen  such  accusations. 
And  so  supported,  that  we  ordered  her 
To  come  before  us  and  defend  herself. 
She  did  it,  nor  delayed.     The  cardinal 
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Bishop  of  Orvieto  and  die  Cardinal 

Del  SaagTo  on  their  part,  on  hera  Del  Balzo 

And  Acdajoli,  have  examined  all 

The  papere,  heard  the  witnesees,  and  signed 

Their  sentence  under  each.     These  we  euggest 

To  the  approval  of  thy  chancery. 

Lewit.  Chanceiiee  were  not  made  for  murderesses. 

RtMti.  I  am  not  learned  like  the  race  of  kings, 
Tet  doth  my  memory  hold  the  scanty  lore 
It  caught  betimes,  and  there  I  find  it  written, 
Not  in  Hungarian  nor  in  Boman  speech, 
Vengeanee  it  mine.     We  execute  the  laws 
Agajust  the  dJsobeHiient,  not  against 
Those  who  suhmit  to  our  award.     The  queen 
Of  Xaples  hath  submitted.     She  is  free, 
Unless  new  proof  and  stronger  be  adduced 
To  warrant  her  recaU  into  my  presence. 

Lewit.  Becall'd  she  shall  be  then,  and  proof  adduced. 

Rimzi.  We  have  detected  falsehood  in  \ta  stead. 

Lmei*.  I  will  have  justice,  come  it  whence  it  may. 

Siemi.  Cecco  Mancino  !  read  the  law  against 
Those  who  accuse  maliciously  or  lightly. 

iftmeino  (rgadt).   "  WTio  shall  accuse  another,  nor  make  good 
His  accusation,  shall  incur  such  fine, 
Or  such  infiiction  of  the  scourge,  as  that 
False  accusation  righteously  deserves. " 

£tim»'.  Fine  cannot  satis^  the  wrongs  that  royalty 
Beceives  from  royalty, 

Zeteit.  Wouldst  thou  inflict 
The  scourge  on  kings  ? 

Siemi.  The  lictor  would,  not  I, 

Leiei*.  What  insult  may  we  not  expect  ere  long ! 
And  yet  we  fare  not  worst  from  demagogues. 
Those  who  have  risen  from  the  people  s  fist 
Perch  first  upon  their  shoulders,  then  upon 
Their  heads,  and  then  devour  their  addled  brain. 

Riensi.  We  have  seen  such  of  old. 

Ztu>i».  Hast  thou  seen  one 
True  to  his  feeder  where  power  whistled  shriller, 
Shaking  the  ta^^  and  the  fur  before  hint  ? 

Rierai.  History  now  grows  rather  dim  with  me. 
And  memory  less  vivacious  than  It  was  : 
No  time  for  hawks,  no  tendency  to  hounds ! 

Lewi*.  Cold  sneers  are  your  calm  judgments !  Here  at  Borne 
To  raise  false  hopes  under  false  promisee 
Is  wisdom  !  and  on  such  do  we  rely ! 
vol-  vn,  o 
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Jiifnzi.  Wisdom  with  ub  is  not  hereditary, 
Nor  brought  ue  from  the  woods  in  ennine-ekins, 
Nor  pinmed  upou  our  tuckers  ere  we  chew, 
Nor  offered  with  the  whiBtle  on  bent  knee, 
But,  King  of  HungaiT !  we  can  and  do 
In  Bome  reword  it  and  in  all  revere ; 
We  have  no  right  to  scoff  at  it,  thou  bast. 
Cecco  Mancino ! 

Maneino.  Tribune  most  augniBt ! 

Riemi  {fuming  hit  hack,    and  pointing  to  th*  tagU»  over  h\ 
tribunal).  Furl  me  that  fl^g.     Now  place  it  underneath 
The  eagles  tiiere.     Allien  the  isia^  Roee,  restore  it. 

\W'mli»  downjrom  tht  tribunal. 


ecsnx  i.    falace  oh  tee  shore  nkab  naples. 
Qiovahma,  Acoiajoli,  Del  Balzo,  Ldioi  of  Takahto,  Kniohtb. 

Aeeiajoli.  My  queen !  behold  us  in  your  native  land 
And  lawful  realm  again  1 

Giovanna.  But  other  sounds 
Than  greeted  me  in  earlier  days  I  hear, 
And  otiier  Bights  I  see ;  no  friends  among  them 
Who  guided  me  in  childhood,  warn'd  in  youth, 
And  were  scathed  off  me  when  that  thunderbolt 
Fell  down  between  ua.     Are  they  lost  so  soon ! 
So  suddenly !    Why  could  they  not  have  oome  ? 
[  Ji.  Del  Balzo. 
Where  is  Filippa  F  where  Terlizzi  ?  where 
Maternal  Sancia  ? 

Del  Baho.  Such  her  piety, 
Nor  stran^r  nor  insurgent  hath  presumed 
To  throw  impediment  before  her  steps. 
For  friends  alike  and  enemies  her  prayers 
Are  daily  beard  among  the  helpless  crowd. 
But  loudest  for  Oiovanna ;  at  which  name, 
Alone  she  bends  upou  the  marble  floor 
That  saintly  brow,  and  stirs  the  duet  with  sighs. 

Giovanna   {to  Aeeiajoli).    Arms    only   keep    her    from    me. 
Whose  are  yonder  ? 

Aeeiajoli.  I  recognise  Calabrian ;  Tarantine. 

Qimanna.  Ah  me!  suspicion  then  must  never  cease! 
Never,  without  Lui^,  Tarantine 
Arms  glitter  in  the  field.    Even  without  him 
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("Wliich  can  not  be)  hia  troops  in  my  defence 
Would  more  again  thoee  odioiie  thoughts,  among 
My  easy  people,  guileless  and  misled. 

Del  Biuto.  Hia  duty  and  his  fealty  enforce 
What  loyally  and  honour  would  peieuade. 


Taranto  is  a  fief :  Taranto'i 


Huet  lead  his  army  where  his  suzerain 
Conunands,  or  where,  without  commanding,  needs. 

Aeeitjoli.  He  can  not  see  your  city  in  your  abseQce 
A  prey  to  lawless  fury,  worse  than  war. 

Btl  BoIm.  Ay,  and  war  too :  for  those  who  came  as  pilgrims 
And  penitente,  to  kise  the  holy  frock 
Of  father  Rup«rt,  spring  up  into  soldiers ; 
And  thus  are  hundreds  added  to  the  guards 
Which  that  most  powerful  friar  placed  around 
Him  whom  ve  mourn  for.    Three  strong  companies 
(Once  only  eight  score  each)  are  f  orm'd  within 
The  conquerwL  city.     Canopies  of  state 
Covered  with  sable  cloth  parade  the  streets, 
And  crudfizes  shed  abundant  blood 
Daily  from  freshened  wounds ;  and  virgins'  eyes 
Four  torrents  over  faces  drawn  with  gnef . 
What  saint  stands  unf  orgotten  ?  what  uncall'd  ? 
TTnincenst  f    Many  have  come  forth  and  walkt 
Among  the  friars,  many  shouted  loud 
For  vengeance.     Even  Luigi's  camp  stood  wavering. 
Only  when  first  appeared  your  ship  afar, 
And  over  the  white  sail  the  sable  nag. 
Flapping  the  arms  of  Anjou,  Naples,  Hungary, 
'IVas  only  then  the  rising  mutiny 
Paus'd,  and  subsided ;  only  then  Lnigi, 
Pointing  at  that  trine  pennant,  turn'd  their  rage 
Into  its  courae. 

Aeeiajoli.  Perhaps  the  boat  I  see 
Crossing  the  harbour,  may  bring  some  intdligence ; 
Periiaps  he  may,  himself  .  . 

Giooanna.  No !  not  before  .  . 
No !  not  at  present .  .  Must  I  be  ungrateful? 
Never !  .  .  ah,  must  I  seem  so  F 


A»  Old  SnigiU.  From  the  prince 
Commanding  us,  0  lady  1  I  am  here 
To  lay  his  homage  at  his  Hege's  feet. 
Ha  bids  me  say,  how,  at  the  first  approach 
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Of  that  auHpicioiis  vensel,  which  broug^ht  hither 
Before  her  city's  port  its  lavfiil  queen. 
His  troops  demanded  battle.     In  one  hour 
He  places  in  your  royal  hands  the  keys 
Of  your  own  capital,  or  falls  before  it. 

Oiovanna.  God  gract  he  fall  not !     0  return !  return ! 
Tell  him  there  are  enow  .  .  without,  within  .  . 
And  were  there  not  enow  .  .  persuade,  implore  .  . 
8how  how  Taranto  wants  him ;  his  own  country, 
His  happy  people  .  .  they  must  pine  without  hun  ! 

0  miserable  me !     0  most  ungrateful ! 
Tell  him  I  can  not  see  him  .  .  I  am  iU  .  . 

The  sea  disturbs  me  .  .  mj  head  turns,  aches,  splits  .  . 

1  oan  not  see  him  .  .  say  it,  air  !  repeat  it. 
Knight.  May-be,  to-morrow  .  . 
Oimanna.  Worse,  to-n 


Sail  back  again  .  .  saj  everything  .  .  thauks,  blessings. 

Enight.  Too  lato  !  Those  thundering  shouts  are  our  asMult  .  . 
It  was  unfair  without  me  ;  it  was  hard  .  . 
Those  are  less  loud. 

Oioeantui.  Luigi  is  repulst! 
Perhaps  is  slain  f  slain  if  repulst .  .  he  said  it. 
Yes ;  those  faint  shouts  . . 

Knight.  Lady,  they  are  less  loud 
Because  the  walls  are  between  him  and  us. 

Qioranna  (falh  on  her  biea).  0 !   every  saint  in  bearen  hs 
glorifiea ! 
Which,  which  hath  saved  him ?     [Sum.'}     Tet,  0  sir !  if  walla 
Are  between  him  and  us,  then  he  is  vhere 
His  foes  are !     That  is  not  what  you  intend  7 
What  is  it?    Cries  again ! 

Kn^hl.  Not  one  were  heard 
Had  our  prince  dropt.     The  fiercest  enemy 
Had  shrunk  appall'd  from  such  majestic  beauty 
Falling  from  heaven  upon  the  earth  beneath ; 
And  his  own  peo|^e  with  closed  teeth  had  fought. 
Not  for  their  lives,  but  for  hie  death  :  uo  such 
Loud  acclamation,  lady  !  had  been  heard, 
But  louder  woe  and  wailing  from  the  vanquisht. 

Giovanna  {atidt).  Fraiees  to  thee,  0  Yirgin  !  who  concealedst 
So  kindly  all  my  fondness,  half  my  fears  1 

Aeei^oli.  The  dust  is  rising  nearer.     Who  rides  hither 
In  that  black  scarf  ?  with  something  in  his  hand 
Where  the  sword  should  be.     'Tia  a  sword,  I  see, 
In  form  at  least.     The  dust  hangs  dense  thereon. 
Adhesive,  dark. 
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Del Balto.  Seneschal!  i 
This  morning  I  would  an 

Aeei^li.  He  throws 
The  bridle  on  the  mane. 

Sd  Baho.  He  entera  .  . 
We  shaU  hear  aU. 


Luigi  of  Taraato  {throwing  up  hit  rltor).  Pardon  this  Iwt  di«- 

There  was  no  time  to  take  my  vizor  off, 
Scarcely  to  throw  mj  sword  down  in  the  hall. 
My  Toysi  cousin !  let  a  worthier  hand 
Conduct  you  to  tlie  city  you  have  won. 
The  city  of  your  fathers. 

Oievanna.  0  Luigi  '. 
None  worthier,  none  more  loyal,  none  more  brsre. 
Cousin  !  by  that  dear  name  I  do  adjure  you  ! 
Let  others  .  .  these  my  friends  and  ministen  .  . 
Conduct  me  to  the  city  you  have  won, 
The  city  of  your  fathers,  as  of  mine. 
Let  none  who  carried  arms  against  the  worst 
Of  my  own  people  (for  the  veiy  worst 
Have  only  been  misguided)  come  into  it 
With  me,  or  after.     Well  thou  govemest 
Thy  vassals,  0  Luigi !    Be  thy  dukedom 
Increast  in  all  the  wealth  my  gratitude 
Can  add  thereto,  in  chases,  castles,  towns ; 
But  hasten,  hasten  thither !     There  are  duties 
(Alas !  thou  knowest  like  oureelves  what  duties) 
I  must  perform.     8hould  ever  happier  days 
Shine  on  this  land,  my  people  will  remember, 
With  me,  they  shine  upon  it  from  Taranto. 
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FEA  RUPERT. 


UasiMi  I^-  BvTBLLO,  Ait  ntpktu.  Chablii  II.,  of  Dxirauo.  Othd,  huiband 
of  QinoMtia.  Fiu  BvputT.  Uaxiiok.  Btbpsbh,  0  tAeplurd.  Hehalu. 
FiOE.  Moke.  Obihcillor.  H:oit  SnwAKD.  Loao  Chanubillaim. 
ComiMixoBa,  Sbcbstakibs,  Oppiouu,  Soujobb. 

FEUAI^E  CHARACTERS. 

wifi  of  CItarUt.     Aoma  or  Dukazio. 


Ubbah.  Dubazzo. 

Vrhan.  CharleB  of  Dur&zzo  !  I  have  found  tkee  worthy 
to  wear  not  only  ducal  coronet, 
But  in  that  potent,  in  that  faithful  hand, 
To  wield  the  royal  sceptre. 

Dwaao.  Holy  father ! 

I  am  half-ready  to  aecept  the  charge, 
When  it  befalls  me,  studying  your  content. 

Urian.  So  be  it.     The  crown  of  Naples  ie  now  vacant. 

Zturmsso.  Good  heavens !  is  then  my  mother  (let  me  call  hw 
£ven  my  mother,  by  whose  bounteousness 
My  fortunes  grew,  my  youth  was  educated) 
Giorauna !  is  she  dead  ? 

Urban.  To  virtuous  deeds, 

Like  those,  she  long  hath  been  so. 

DwoKui.  His  Beatitude, 

The  predecessor  of  your  Holiness, 
Who  through  her  hands  received  his  resting-place 
At  Avignon,  when  Italy  rebell'd. 
Absolved  her  from  that  heavy  accusation 
Her  enemy  the  Hungarian  brought  acainst  her. 

Vrhan.  1  would  not  make  Infallibihty 
Fallible,  nor  cross-queation  the  absolved, 
I  merely  would  remove  that  stumbling-block 
The  kingdom  from  her. 
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Dwauo.  Let  anuther  then 

Aid  such  attempt. 

Urban.  Another  ehall. 

Durfoio.  Another 

Nearer  in  Uood  ie  nme. 

Urban.  Ere  long,  Durazzo, 

I  ma;  look  round  and  find  one,  if  not  nearer 
In  blood,  yet  fitter  to  perform  the  duties 
Imposed  on  him  b;  me. 

Dwaao.  None,  holy  father ! 

Is  fitter. 

Urban.  Easy  then  are  the  oonditions. 

I  vould  not  place  Butello,  my  own  nephew, 
Altho'  deeerring,  and  altho'  besought 
By  many  of  the  Neapolitans, 
By  many  of  the  noble  and  the  powerful 
In  every  city  of  that  realm,  not  him, 
Durazzo !  would  I  place,  against  thy  interests, 
80  high.     But  hap^  frcnn  thy  gratitude 
Accept  I  might  in  lua  behalf  a  dukedom 
Or  petty  principality,  dependent 
Upon  our  See  or  (may-be)  independent ; 
For  there  are  some  who  fain  would  have  things  so. 
We  must  content  the  nations  of  tbe  earth. 
Whom  we  watch  over,  and  who  look  to  us 
For  peace  and  quiet  in  the  world  we  rule. 
Why  art  thou  beating  time  so  with  thy  foot 
At  every  word  I  speak  f  why  look  so  stem 
And  jerk  thy  head  and  rest  thy  hand  on  hip  f 
Thon  art  determin'd  on  it,  art  not  thou  ? 

Dtmsao.  I  can  not,  will  not,  move  her  from  her  seat, 
60  help  me,  God ! 

Urban.  Impious  young  man  !  reflect ! 

I  give  thee  time  ;  I  give  thee  all  to-morrow. 

BOHNB  n.      A  STHBET  IS  ITAPLE8. 
Mjttmt»       AoATBA. 

Agalha  {to  her»«lf).  'Twas  he  !  'twas  father  Bupert. 

Maximin  (ovtrhMring).  Well!  what  then f 
What  wouldst  thou  with  him  ?  thou  must  wait  his  leisure : 
I  have  some  business  first  with  father  Rupert. 

Agatha  {gating  anxiovtly).  Can  it  be?  can  it  be? 

Maximin.  Have  not  men  sins 

As  well  as  women  ?  have  not  we  our  shrivera. 
Our  scourers,  soderers,  calkeiB,  and  equippers  ? 
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Ayatlia  {anbraeit^  him).  Forbear!     0,  for  the  love  of  Q«d, 
forbear ! 
Heed  him  not,  Mazimin !  or  he  will  cast 
Thy  soul  into  perditioa ;  he  has  mine. 

Maximtn.  And  vho  art  thou,  good  voman  ? 

Agatha.  That  fair  same 

Is  mostly  given  with  small  courtesy, 
Ab  Bomething  toBt  at  iiB  indifferpntly 
Or  scornfully  by  higher  ones.     Thy  sister 
Was  what  Uiou  calleat  her ;  and  Bupert  knows  it. ' 

Maxmin.  My  sister  ?  how !  I  had  but  Agatha. 
Agadia! 

Agatha.  Maximin  !  we  have  not  met 
Since  that  foul  day  whose  damps  fell  not  on  thee, 
But  fill'd  our  father's  house  while  thou  wert  absent. 
Thou,  brother !  brother  I  couldst  not  save  my  peace. 
Let  me  aave  thine.     He  used  to  call  me  daughter. 
And  he  may  call  thee  son. 

Jfajntniit.  The  very  word ! 

He  began  fathering  early :  seven  years  old 
A^  most  was  father  Bupert.  Holy  names 
Are  covered  ways  .  . 

Agatha.  .  .  To  most  unholy  deeds. 

MaxtmtH.  I  see  it ;  say  no  more :  my  sword  is  reddening 
With  blood  that  runs  not  yet,  hut  soon  shall  run. 

Agatha.  Talk  not  thus  loud,  nor  thus,  nor  here. 

Mimmin.  Cross  then 

Over  the  way  to  that  old  sycamore  ; 
The  lads  have  left  off  playing  at  pEillone. 
I  found  out  long  ago  his  frauds,  nis  treasona, 
His  murders ;  and  he  meditates  a  worse. 
Agatha !  let  me  look  into  thine  eyea, 
Try  to  be  glad  to  see  me  :  lift  them  up, 
Nay,  do  not  drop  them,  they  are  gema  to  me, 
And  make  me  very  rich  with  only  lookiiig. 
Thou  must  have  been  most  fair,  my  Agatha ! 
And  yet  I  am  thy  brother  \     Who  woifld  think  it? 

Agatha.  Nor  time  nor  toil  defonns  man's  countenance. 
Crime  only  does  it :  'tis  not  thus  with  oura. 
Kissing  the  seven  tirjIh  burnt  in  below 
Thy  little  breast,  before  they  well  had  healed, 
I  Uiought  thee  atill  more  beautiful  with  them. 

Maximirt.    Those  precious  signs   might  have  done  better 
for  me. 

Agatha.  Only  tbo  honest  are  the  prosperous. 
Maximin.  A  httlo  too  on  that  side  hatn  slipt  off. 
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Agatha.  Becover  it. 

Maximin.  How  can  I  ? 

Agatha.  Save  the  inuocent. 

MaximiH.  But  whom  ? 

Agatha.  Giovanna. 

Maximin.  Is  the  queen  in  danger  ? 

Agatha,  Knowest  thou  not  ? 

Xaximin.  Hide  we  away  our  knowledge  ; 
It  may  do  harm  by  daylight.     I  stand  Bentry 
Id  many  places  at  one  time,  and  wink. 
But  am  not  drowsy.     Trust  me,  she  is  safe. 
And  thon  art  then  our  Agatha  '     'Twould  do 
Our  mother  good,  were  uie  alive,  to  find  thee ; 
For  her  last  words  were,  "  Agatha,  where  art  thou  F  " 

Agatha.  Oh  !  when  our  parents  sorrow  for  our  crimes, 
Thea  is  the  sin  complete. 

Maxitnijt.  She  sorrows  not, 

And  'tis  high  tim.e  that  thou  should'st  give  it  over. 

Agatha.  Alas  !  onr  marrow,  siaewa,  veins,  dry  up, 
But  not  our  tears ;  they  start  with  infancy. 
Bun  OB  through  life,  and  swell  against  tlie  grave. 

Mammin.  I  must  now  see  Fra  Bnpert.     Come  thou  after. 
He  shall  admit  thee.    Pelt  him  with  roproaches, 
ThenwiUI  .  . 

Agatha.  Brother  '.  not  for  these  came  I, 

But  to  avert  one  crime  from  his  o'erladen 
Devoted  head.     He  hath  returned  .  . 

Maximin.  .  .  To  join 

Oiovanna  with  Andrea  ?     On  with  me  : 
We  may  forbid  the  banns  a  second  time, 
TTi^ing  perhaps  a  few  impediments. 
He  hath  been  in  some  convent  o'er  the  hill. 
Doing  sad  penance  on  Calabrian  rye, 
How  then  couldst  thou  have  heard  about  him  ?  how 
Find  he  waa  here  in  Naples  ? 

Agatha.  There  he  should 

And  may  have  been :  of  late  he  was  in  Buda. 

JKirtmut.  Tou  met  in  Buda  then  ? 

Agatha.  Not  met. 

Maximin.  How  know 

His  visit  else,  if  he  waa  there  indeed  f 

Agatha.  While  thou  and  Stephen  Stourdsta  tended  sheep 
Together,  I  was  in  our  mother's  sieht, 
And  mostly  in  her  chamber ;  for  ill-health 
Kept  her  from  work.     Often  did  Father  Rupert 
Pray  by  her,  oftt'U  hear  her  long  confesi>ion, 
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Long,  because  little  coold  be  thought  of  for  it. 

"  Now  what  a  comfort  would  it  be  to  you. 

If  thJB  poor  child  read  better,"  said  the  fnar, 

"  To  listen  while  she  read  how  blessed  saints 

Have  suffered,  and  how  glorious  their  reward." 

Hy  mother  claspt  her  hands,  and  "  What  a  oomiort ! " 

Echoed  from  her  sick  bosom. 

"  Hath  she  been 
Confirm'df"  he  askt.     "  Yea,  Qodbe  prais'd,"  sighMshe. 
"  We  may  begin  then  to  infuse  some  s^t 
Into  this  leaven,"  said  the  friar,  well-pleas'd. 
"  The  work  is  righteous :  we  will  find  spare  hooia." 
She  wept  forjoy. 

Maximin.  Weep  then  (if  weep  at  all) 
Like  her. 

Agatha.  Keligious  tract*  soon  tost  aside, 
Florentine  stories  and  Siciliao  song 

Were  buzz'd  into  my  eare.     The  songs  much  pleas'd  me, 
The  stories  (these  he  cull'd  out  from  the  book, 
He  told  me,  as  the  whole  was  not  for  madde) 
Fleas'd  me  much  lesa ;  for  woman's  faults  were  there. 

Maximin.  He  mi^t  have  left  out  half  the  pages,  still 
The  book  had  been  a  bible  in  its  bulk 
If  all  were  there. 

Agatha^  To  me  this  well  applies, 

Not  to  my  sex. 

Maximin.  Thou  art  the  best  in  it. 

Those  who  think  ill  of  woman,  hold  the  tongue 
Thro'  shame,  or  ignorance  of  what  to  say, 
Or  rifle  the  old  ragbag  for  some  shard 
Spotted  and  stale.     On,  piythee,  with  thy  atoiy. 

Agatha.  He  taught  me  that  soft  speech,  the  only  one 
For  love ;  he  taught  me  to  repeat  the  words 
Most  tender  in  it ;  to  observe  his  lips 
Pronouncing  them  ;  and  his  eyes  scorcht  my  cheek 
Into  deep  scarlet.    With  his  low  rich  voice 
He  sang  the  sadness  of  the  laurel'd  brow, 
The  tears  that  trickle  on  the  rocks  around 
Talchiusa.     "  None  but  holy  men  can  love 
As  thou,  Petrorca!  "  sighed  he  at  the  close. 
Graver  the  work  he  brought  me  next.    We  read 
The  story  of  Franoeeca. 

Maximin.  What  is  that  ? 

Agatha.  Piteous,  most  piteous,  for  most  guilty,  passion. 
Two  lovers  are  condemn'd  to  one  unrest 
For  agoB.    I  now  first  knew  poetry. 
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I  had  known  Bong  and  sonnet  long  before  : 

I  aail'd  no  more  amid  the  barren  ielee. 

Each  one  small  self ;  the  mighty  continent 

Boee  and  expanded  ;  I  was  on  its  shores. 

Fast  fell  the  drops  upon  the  page  :  he  chided : 

"  And  is  it  puniBhment  to  be  whirl'd  on 

With  our  beloved  thro'  eternity  ?  " 

"  Oh !  they  were  too  unhappy,  too  unhappy ! " 

Sobb'd  I  aloud:   "  Who  ootud  have  written  this?" 

"  Tenderest  of  tender  maids ! "  cried  he,  and  claspt  me 

To  his  hot  breast.    Fear  seiz'd  me,  faintiiese,  ahaiue. 

Be  calm,  my  brother ! 

Maximin.  Tell  then  other  tale, 

And  skip  far  on. 

Agatha.  The  queen  Elizabeth 

Heard  of  me  at  the  nunnery  where  I  served ; 
And  the  good  abbess,  not  much  loving  one 
Who  spoke  two  languages  and  read  at  night, 
Ferauaded  her  that,  beiu^  quick  and  needy, 
'Twould  be  by  far  more  charitable  in  her 
To  take  me  rather  than  some  richer  girl. 
To  read  by  her,  and  lace  her  sandals  on. 
I  serr'd  her  several  yearaj  to  her  oontent. 
One  evening  after  dusk,  her  closet-door 
Being  to  me  at  every  hour  unclosed, 
I  was  just  entering,  when  some  voice  like  his. 
Whispering,  but  deep,  struck  me :  a  glance  eufficed : 
'Twas  he.     They  neither  saw  me.     Now  occurr'd 
That  lately  had  Elizabeth  said  more 
And  worse  against  Oiovanna.     "  She  might  be 
OuiltlesB,  but  should  not  hold  the  throne  of  Naples 
From  the  sweet  child  her  daughter :  there  were  some 
Who  had  strong  arms,  and  might  again  do  better 
In  cowl  than  fiercer  spirits  could  in  casque." 
Sleepless  was  I  that  night,  afraid  to  meet 
The  wretched  man,  aimid  to  join  the  queen. 
Early  she  rose,  as  usual ;  earlier  I. 
My  sunken  eyes  and  paleness  were  remarkt, 
And,  whence  ?  was  askt  me. 

"  Those  who  have  their  brothers 
At  Naples,"  I  replied,  "most  gracious  lady. 
May  well  be  sleepless ;  for  rebellion  shakes 
A  throne  unsteady  ever." 

First  she  paus'd. 
Then  said,  with  greater  blandness  than  before, 
"  Indeed  they  may.    But  between  two  usurpers 
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AVhat  ctoice  ?    Your  brother  may  improve  his  fortuae 

B;  loyalty,  and  teaching  it.     You  wiali 

To  join  him   I  nee  clearly,  for  hia  good; 

It  may  be  yours  :  it  may  be  ours  :  go  dien, 

Aid  him  with  prudent  counsel :  the  supply 

Shall  not  be  wanting,  secrecy  must  not." 

She  urged  my  parting :  the  same  hour  we  parted. 

SCENE  III.      SVPBKT'B  cell. 

Rupert.    Maxiiun. 

Jtupert.     Thou  haat  delaid  some  little,  Kaximin. 

Maximin.  Frate  I  I  met  a  woman  in  the  street, 
And  she  might  well  delay  me  :  guess  now  why. 

Raptrt.   Who  in  the  world  can  guess  the  why  of  women  ? 

Maximin,  She  said  she  knew  us  both  in  Hungary. 

Rvpert.  I  now  suBpert  the  person  :  she  is  crazed. 

Maximin.  Well  may  she  be,  deprived  of  euch  a  friend. 

Rupert.  No  friend  was  ever  mine  in  that  false  sex.     • 
I  ft-"!  inipotient,  MaxiuuD. 

Maximin.  Impatient ! 

And  so  am  I. 

[Maximin  tkrowi  open  the  door,  emd  Agatha  >ni»ri.) 
Knowest  thou  this  woman,  Frate  ? 

Elbert.  Art  thou  crazed  too  ?     I  know  her  ?     Not  at  all. 

Maximin.  And  hast  thou  never  known  her  ?  nerer  toucht  her  ? 
X  only  mean  in  giving  her  thy  blessing. 

Rupert.  A  drunken  sailor  in  a  desert  isle 
Would  not  approach  her. 

Maximin  [iniiiffnaMt).  Not  my  sister? 

Agatha.  Scomer ! 

Insidter ! 

[Aside.    He  may  have  forgotten.     Can  he  ? 
He  did  nut  see  me,  would  not  look  at  me. 

Maximin.  My  sword  shall  write  her  name  upon  thy  midrif. 
Ptotmitb! 

Agatha.  Hold!  hold!     Spare  him  yet,  Uaximin ! 
How  could  I  .  .  and  the  man  who  .  . 

Maximin.  Speak  it  out, 

Worthless  one ! 

Agatha.  I  nni  worthless.     IjOt  him  live  ! 

Oh  let  him  live  '. 

Maximin.  Thou  lovest  thy  betrayer. 

Agatha.  The  once  beloved  are  imestranged  by  falsehood ; 
They  can  not  wliolly  leave  us,  tho'  they  leave  us 
And  never  look  behind. 
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JAui'min.  Wild !  wild  m  hawk '. 

Siipert  {on  At*  knMt).  Vision  of  light,  of  love,  of  purity ! 
Dost  thou  revisit  on  the  verge  of  earth 
A  8011I  BO  k«t,  to  rescue  it  ?    Enou^, 
Ag&tlia !     Do  not  ask  him  for  my  life  ; 
No,  bid  him  slay  me ;  bid  hini  quench  the  dajE 
That  have  in  equal  darkness  set  and  risen 
Since  proud  Buperiore  bomsht  faithful  kive. 
I  am  grown  old ;  few  years  are  left  me,  few 
And  sorrowful :  my  reason  comes  and  goes : 
I  am  almost  as  capable  of  crimes 
Aa  virtueB. 

Marimin.    By  my  troth,  a  hundred-fold 
More  capable. 

Rupert.  Both  ('tis  Heaven's  will)  «te  over. 

Here  let  me  end  my  hours :  they  should  have  all 
Been  thine ;  he  knows  it ;  let  hun  take  tLem  for  thee  ; 
And  close  thou  here  mine  eyes  where  none  behold. 
Forgiving  me  .  .  no,  not  forgiving  me. 
But  praying,  thou  pure  soul !  for  Heaven's  fomveness. 

Maximin.  I  will  not  strike  thee  on  the  ground  :  rise  up. 
Then,  when  thou  riseet .  . 

Agatha.  Come  away,  my  brother ! 

R^ert.  Never,  so  help  me  saints  !  will  I  rise  up : 
I  wiU  breathe  out  my  latent  breath  before  her. 

Moitimi*.  It  sickens  a  stout  man  to  tread  on  toads.        [  Qof». 

Rupert  {rietng  ilotcly,  and  pawing  a  dagger  through  hiijingert). 
And  the  stout  man  might  sUp  too,  peradventure. 

SCENE  IV.      PALACE   WEAK  VAFLE6. 

DuaAZZO.     Mabqasita. 

Duraao.  The  Pope  is  not  averse  to  make  me  king. 

Margarita.  Do  we  not  rule  already  ? 

Dwama.  Rule  indeed ! 

Tee,  one  small  dukedom.     Any  shepherd-dog 
Might  make  his  voice  heard  farther  off  than  mine. 

Margarita.  Tet,  my  sweet  Carlo,  oftentimes  I've  heard  you, 
When  people  brought  before  you  their  oomplaints. 
Swear  at  them  for  disturbing  your  repose, 
Keeping  you  from  your  hounds,  your  bird,  your  ride 
At  evening,  with  my  palfrey  biting  yours 
Playfully  (like  two  Christians)  at  tiie  j[ate. 

Dwrauo.  I  love  to  see  my  bird  soar  in  tlie  air. 
My  hound  burst  from  his  puzzlement,  and  cite 
His  peers  around  him  to  arraign  the  boar. 
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Margarita.  I  thmk  aueh  aembUncea  of  high  estate 
Are  better  than  the  thing  itself,  more  pleasant, 
Uore  \rhulesom8. 

J}uTaxtA.  And  thinks  too  my  Margarita 

Of  the  gray  palfrey  7  like  a  aumiuer  dawn 
His  dapper  sides,  his  red  and  open  nostrils. 
And  bis  fair  rider  like  the  sun  just  rising 
Above  it,  making  bill  and  vale  look  g^. 

Margarita.  She  would  be  only  what  Durazzo  thinks  he 

Ihtra^sa.  Queenly  he  thinks  her :  queen  he  swears  to 

Margarita.  I  am  contented ;  and  should  be,  without 
Even  our  rule  :  ij  brings  us  but  few  cares,* 
Yet  some  it  brings  us  :  why  add  more  to  them  ? 

Duraaxo.  I  never  heard  you  talk  so  seriously. 
Not  long  ago  I  little  heeded  state, 
Authority,  low  voice,  bent  knee,  kist  hand  : 
The  Pope  has  proved  to  me  that,  sure  as  any 
Of  the  seven  sacramentB,  the  only  way 
To  rise  above  temptation,  is  to  seize 
All  that  can  tempt. 

Margarita.  There  must  be  truth  then  in  it. 

But  what  will  some  men  think  when  you  deprive 
Our  aunt  of  her  inheritance  ? 

Duraiaa.  Men  think ! 

Do  not  men  always  think  what  they  should  not  ? 

Margarita.  We  hear  so  from  the  pulpit :  it  must  be. 
But  we  should  never  take  what  is  anomer's. 

Ihiraiao.  Then  you  would  never  take  another's  child 
To  feed  or  clothe  it. 

Margarita.  That  is  not  my  meaning. 

I  am  quite  sure  my  aunt  has  loved  me  dearly 
All  her  life  long,  and  loves  me  still ;  she  often 
(Kissing  me)  said.  Sou)  like  thou  art  Maria  ! 
You  know,  Durazzo,  how  she  loved  my  mother. 

Bwranxo.  And  she  loved  me  no  less :  and  we  love  her 
And  honour  her. 

Margarita.  May  we  not  then  obey  her  ? 

Jhtraam.  The  Pope,  who  teaches  best,  says  otherwise. 
Bule  has  been  teniious  to  her  all  her  reign, 
And  dangerous  too. 

Margarita.  Make  it  lees  dangeroos,  make  it 

Less  tedious. 

DuroKto.        She  has  chosen  the  duke  Otho 
To  sit  above  thy  husband,  and  all  else. 

Margarita.  I  think  my  husband  ia  as  brave  as  hs. 
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Duraao.  I  think  so  too  :  yet  people  doubt. 

Margarita.  Indeed ! 

Ihtraao.  And  doubt  they  will,  unless  the  truest  knight 
Of  Margarita  takee  to  horae,  and  bcoutb 
Her  grandsire's  realm  of  foreigners  like  Otho. 

Margarita.  If  you  do  that,  you  must  dipleaee  our  aunt. 

Dwaao.  Perhaps  so:  and  ha«t  never  tiiou  displeas'd  her? 

Margarita.  Never  ;  although  I  BometimeB  did  what  might. 

Duraaaa.  I  can' not  disappoint  the  Holy  Father. 

Margarita.  Nay,  Omi  foroid  !     But  let  me  no  more  see  her, 
To  hear  her  tell  me  all  she  did  for  me ! 
I  can  bear  anything  but  evil  tongues. 

Ihtratzo.  Then  let  us  slink  away  and  live  obscurely.    [_Going. 

Mw-garita.  Come  back  again  .  .  Now!  would  you  leave  me  so? 
I  have  been  thinking  I  must  think  no  more 
About  the  matter  .  .  and  am  quite  reeolved. 

Duraao.  My  sweetest !  you  have  several  female  cousins ; 
What  are  they  ? 

Margarita.  Duchesses. 

Duraao.  But  are  they  queens? 

Margarita.  No  indeed;   and  why  should  they  be?     They 
queens? 

Dvraao.  I  know  but  one  well  worthy  of  the  title. 

Margarita.  Now,  who  can  possibly  that  be,  I  wonder ! 

Duraao.  She  on  whose  brow  already  Majesty 
Hath  placed  a  crown  which  no  artificer 
Can  render  brighter,  or  fit  better,  she 
Upon  whose  lip  Love  pays  the  first  obeisance.        [Saiutxag  htr. 

Margarita.  I  know  not  how  it  is  that  you  persuade 
So  easily  .  .  not  very  easily 
In  this,  however :  yet,  if  but  to  teaze 
And  plague  a  little  bit  my  sweet  dear  cousins. 
Writing  the  kindest  letters,  telling  them 
TheX  I  am  still,  and  shall  be,  just  the  same. 
Their  loving  cousin ;  nor  in  form  alone ; 
And  if  I  write  but  seldom  for  the  future, 
'Tis  only  that  we  queens  have  many  cares 
Of  whidi  my  charming  cousins  can  know  nothing. 

Duraao.  What  foresight,  friendliness,  and  debcocy ! 

Margarita.  Nothing  on  earth  but  these,  in  the  idea 
Of  vexing . .  so,  not  vexing  .  .  only  plaguing 

Sou  know,  love !  what  I  mean)  my  sweet  dear  oousina, 
uld  make  me  waver  .  .  and  then  you,  sad  Carlo ! 
Dwasto.  To  please  me  .  . 
Margarita.  Now,  what  would  you  have  me  say  ? 
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Paoe,  GiovA^dA,  AoNES,  Mazoidi. 

Page.  Fly,  0  my  lady !    Troops  are  near  the  dty. 

Oiovanna,  There  always  are. 

Page.  But  strangers.     People  aay 

Durazzo  .  . 

Oioratuta.  Wha.t  of  him  ? 

Agnei.  Now  then  confess 

I  knew  him  better.     No  reports  have  reacht  us 
These  several  days  :  the  roads  were  intercepted. 

Giovanna.  I  will  fear  nothing  :  Otho  watches  over  ua. 
Insects,  that  build  their  tiny  haliitationa 
Against  sea-clilfe,  become  sea-cliffs  themselves. 
I  rest  on  Otho,  and  no  storm  can  shake  me. 

AgM*.  How  different  this  Dtirazzo! 

Giovanna.  All  men  are  : 

But  blame  not  without  proof,  or  sign  of  proof, 
Or  accusation,  any  man  so  brave. 

Pagt.  Lady  !  his  soldiers  on  Camaldoli 
Wave  the  green  banner  and  march  hitherward. 

(?iofii«flfl(fl/i!w(ip(iiHi)).  Itcannotbe!  myCarlo!  myCarlinoI 
What !  he  who  said  his  prayers  with  hands  comprost 
Between  my  knees,  and  would  leap  off  to  say  them  ? 
Impos«ible  !     He  may  have  been  deterred 
From  helping  me :  his  people,  his  advisers, 
May  have  been  adverse  .  .  but' .  .  make  war  upon  me ! 

0  they  have  basely  slandered  thee,  my  Carlo  ! 
Agtt«».  He  has  been  with  the  Holy  Father  lately. 
Giovanna.  Tliie  would  relieve  me  from  all  doubt,  alone. 
Agruf.  So  kind  as  you  have  been  to  him  !  a  mother ! 
Giovanna.  Remind  me  not  of  any  benefit 

1  may  have  done  him  :  tell  me  his  good  deeds, 
Speak  not  (if  some  there  may  have  been)  of  mine  : 
'Twould  but  disturb  the  image  that  has  never 
Yet  fallen  from  my  breast,  and  never  shall. 

He  was  my  child  when  my  own  child  indeed. 
My  only  one,  was  torn  away  from  me. 

Agne*.  And  you  have  brooded  o'er  a  marble  egg. 
Poor  darkling  bird  I 

Giovatma.  0  Agnes !  Agnes !  epare  me. 

Let  me  think  on  . .  bow  pleasant  'twas  to  n>llow 
In  that  Carlino,  in  that  lovely  boy, 


The  hidings  of  shy  love,  its  shame,  its  glee, 
Demurenf  looks  at  matters  we  deem  light. 
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And,  well  worth  every  leBson  ever  taught, 
Laagltter  thiit  loosens  graver,  and  that  shakes 
Our  Bolemn  gauds  into  their  proper  place. 

MamMin  {out  0/  breath).  The  casUe-gatee  are  open  for  one 
moment .  . 
Seize  tiiem  and  enter  .  .  Crowds  alone  impede 
Durazzo,  and  not  arms. 

Agnt*.  Do  you  believe 

His  treason  now  ? 

Qiovmna.  Peace,  peace  !  'tis  hard,  'tie  hard ! 


ItcPEBT  and  Mazdok. 

BMperi  {aUme).  I've  do^ed  him  to  the  palace :  thme's  ei 
treachery. 
GioT&nna  .  .  and  that  witch,  too,  Agatha  .  . 
Why  not  all  three  together  ?     Sixty  milee 
From  Naples  there  is  Muro.    Now,  a  word 
Was  dropt  upon  it.    We  must  be  htunane. 
But,  one  more  trial  first  to  make  him  serve 
In  'Btablishing  the  realm.     I  fain  must  laugh 
To  think  what  creatures  'stabllsh  realms,  and  how. 

(Maiimih  entert.) 
Well,  Maiimin  !     We  Uve  for  better  days 
And  happier  purports.     Oouldst  thou  not  devise 
Something  thiit  might  restore  the  sickened  state. 
And  leave  our  gracious  king  the  exercise 
Of  his  good  will,  to  give  them  oompanies 
Who  now  are  ensigns  ?    Ah  brave  M&ximin ! 
I  do  remember  when  thou  wert  but  private. 
Psein,  Klapwrath,  Zinga,  nmrcht,  and  made  thee  way. 
Nothing  in  this  our  world  would  fain  stand  stilL 
The  earth  we  tread  on  labours  to  set  free 
Its  fires  within,  and  shakes  the  monntain-heads ; 
The  ii.ni'tnH.lB,  the  elements,  all  move, 
The  sea  before  ue,  and  the  sky  above, 
And  angels  on  their  missions  between  both. 
Fortune  will  on.     There  are  whom  happiness 
Hakes  restless  with  close  constancy  ;  uiere  are 
Who  tire  of  the  pure  air  and  sunny  sky, 
And  droop  for  clouds  as  if  each  hair  were  grass. 
TOL.  vn.  p 
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Nil  wonfler  then  slioiild  vaore  aspiring  soiilfl 
lie  weaiy  of  one  poRture,  ont;  dull  gloom 
All  the  any  tlirougli,  all  the  long  day  of  life. 

Maximiiiiaape*).  Weary  !  ay  am  I.     Can  I  soon  be  captain  P 

Rupert.  Why  not? 

Maximin.  And  then  what  service  f 

Rupert.  QrUeen  Giovanna 

Is  blockt  up  in  the  castle,  ae  thou  knowest ; 
Was  not  my  counsel  wise,  to  keep  thee  out? 
Famine  had  else  oonsumed  thee  ;  she  spares  none. 
Charles  of  Durazzo,  our  beloved  king, 
Presses  Uie  siege  ;  and,  when  the  queen  gives  up, 
Thou  art  the  man  I  propheRy  to  guard  her. 
There  are  some  jewels :  lightly  carried  in, 
A  thousand  oxen  cannot  baul  them  forth  ; 
But  they  may  drop  at  Mum,  one  by  one, 
And  who  should  husband  them  eav^  U^imin  1 

Maximin  {pretending  alarm).  I  will  not  leave  my  sister  out  of 
sight: 
She  ne  er  must  fall  again. 

Rupert.  Forefend  it,  heaven ! 

I  might  be  weak !    She  would  indeed  be  safe 
Where  the  queen  is  !     But  who  shall  have  the  heart 
To  shut  her  up  ?     What  has  she  done  ?     Her  brother 
Uight  be  a  ccnnfort  to  her ;  and  the  queen 
And  some  few  ladiee  trust  her  and  caress  her. 
But,  though  the  parks  and  groves  and  tofts  around, 
And  meadows,  from  their  first  anemones 
To  their  last  safEron-crocuses,  though  all 
Open  would  be,  to  her,  if  not  to  them. 
And  villagers  and  dances,  and  carousals 
At  vintage-time,  and  panes  that  tremble,  partly 
By  moon-ray,  j»rtly  by  guitar  beneath, 
Yet  might  me  hours,  without  street-views,  be  duU. 

Maximin.  Don't  tell  her  so.    Get  her  once  there.    But  how  f 
Beside,  the  queen  will  never  trust  Hungarians. 
There  would  be  mortal  hatred.     Is  there  fire 
Upon  the  hearth  ? 

Rwpert.  None. 

Maximin.  Why  then  rub  yonr  hands  ? 

BOSNX  n.      OSTEL-irUOTO. 

OioTAinTA  and  Aonzs. 
Giovanna.  'Tis  surely  wron^  that  those  who  fight  for  us 
Bo  faithfully,  bo  wretohedly  £ould  perish ; 
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That  duiftlefie  jewels  sparkle  round  your  temples 
While  theirs  grow  dans  with  famine. 

AgnM.  Now  I  see, 

0  my  poor  queen  !  the  folly  of  refusal, 
When  th^  had  brought  us  safe^. 

Qiovanna.  Not  quite  that. 

To  me  at  least,  but  sustenance  and  comfort 
To  our  defenders  in  the  castle  here. 

Agnti.  Will  you  now  take  them  ? 

Owcaima.  If  Bome  miracle 

Might  turn  a  jewel  to  a  grain  of  com, 

1  would :  my  own  were  kneaded  into  bread 
In  the  first  days  of  our  captirity. 

Agtu*.  And  mine  were  etiU  withholden !    Pardon  me. 
Just  Heaven ! 

Qixanna.  In  words  like  those  invoke  not  Heaven. 
If  we  a&yju*t,  what  can  we  hope  f  but  what 
Uay  we  not  hope  if  we  say  mereifvl  ? 

Agnet.  And  yet  my  fault  is  very  pardonable. 
We,  at  our  time  of  life,  want  these  adornments. 

Giovamta.  We  never  want  them.     Youth  has  all  its  own ; 
None  can  shed  lustre  upon  closing  days, 
Mockers  of  eyes  and  lips  and  whatsoever 
Was  prized ;  nor  can  uiey  turn  one  erey  hair  brown, 
But,  skilfully  transmuted,  might  prolong 
The  life  and  health  and  happiness  of  hundreds. 

Affw*.  Queens  may  talk  so. 

Qiovanna.  Not  saf dy,  but  to  friends. 

Affnet.  With  power  and  pomp  .  . 

Giovanna.  Behold  my  pomp,  my  power ! 

Theee  naked  waUs,  cold  pavement,  grated  windows. 

AgntM.  Let  me  share  these  with  you.     Take  all  my  jewek. 

Qiovanna.  Forbear,  forbear,  dear  Agnes ! 

Agnet.  Earth  then,  take  them ! 

[Throwing  them  from  hw. 

BOZITZ  m.      CABTZL-ITUOVO. 

Dmuzzo.    BiTFEBT.    Giovahxa.    Agneb. 
Suraao.  Upon  my  knees  I  do  entreat  of  you 
To  hear  me.    In  sincerity,  the  crown 
(Now  mine)  was  forced  upon  me. 

Qiovanna.  Carlo!  Carlo! 

Know  you  what  crowns  are  made  of  ? 

Durmo  {ritit^).  I  must  wear  one, 

However  fitly  or  unfitly  made. 
F  2 
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(iiaranna.  Tlie  uniiiiio  ia  uut^ide,  th«  metal  ^lunu 
Into  tho  bniiu. 

Duratxo.  Its  duties,  its  couditions, 
Are  not  unknown  to  me,  nor  its  aad  cares. 

Gioeanna.  'Tie  well  Maria  my  sweet  sister  lives  not 
To  see  this  day. 

Duraxu.  But  Mei^arita  lives, 

Her  beauteous  daughter,  my  beloved  wife. 
8he  thinks  you  veiy  kind  who  let  her  go 
And  join  me,  when  strange  rumours  flew  abroad 
And  liars  call'd  me  traitor. 

Giovanna.  With  my  blessing 

She  went,  nor  heard  (I  hope)  that  hateful  name. 

D^traiae  (nfglt'gmtlg).  My  cousin  Agnes!  not  one  word  from 

Agntt.  Charles  of  Durazzo  !  Ood  abandons  thee 
To  ^y  own  will :  can  any  ^ph  lie  lower ! 

Ihiraiao.  'Twos  not  my  wilL 

AgitM.  No ! 

DurOMo.  What  I  did,  I  did 

To  satisfy  the  people. 

Agttei.  Satisfy 

Ooean  and  Fire. 

Dvrami.  The  Church  too. 

AfHM.  Fire  and  Ocean 

Shall  lie  together,  and  shall  boUi  pant  gorged. 
Before  the  Church  be  satisfied,  if  Churdi 
Be  that  proud  purple  shapeless  thing  we  see. 

Dwrauo  {to  Jiufwt).  Sbow  the  pope's   charter  of  investi- 
tare. 

Jtuptrt.  'Tis  this.     May  it  please  our  lady  that  I  read  it. 

Giovanna  {to  Jhiratso).  Reasons  where  there  are  wrongs  but 
make  them  heavier. 

Ihtratao  {to  Agtut).  When  the  whole  nation  cries  in  agony 
Against  the  sway  of  G«mians,  should  I  halt  ? 

Agnet.  No  Oerman  rules  this  countiy  ;  one  defends 
And  comforts  and  adorns  it :  may  he  Icxig ! 
The  bravest  of  his  race,  the  most  humane. 

Surano.  Quell'd,  fugitive,  nor  Qermany  nor  Fnmoe 
Afford  him  aid  against  us. 

Oiovanna.  Sir !  he  hoped 

No  aid  from  France. 

Agnt*.  Does  any  ?     What  is  France  P 

One  flaring  lie,  reddening  the  face  of  Europe. 

Duraao.  French  is  Provenza. 

Agnti.  There  our  arts  prevail, 
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Our  race  :  no  lair  of  tigers  is  Frovenza. 

I  call  that  France  wbere  mind  and  soul  are  French. 

Durasu.  Sooner  would  he  have  graapt  at  Qermaii  arms. 

Qiovanna.  Ood  hold  them  both  from  Italy  for  ever ! 

Dwaxzo.  She  shall  want  neither.     The  religioua  call 
Bleflsings  upon  us  in  long-drawn  processionB. 

Agiut.   Who  are  the  men  you  please  to  call  religious  F 
Sword-outlers  to  all  Majeetiee  on  earth. 
Drums  at  the  door  of  every  theatre 
Where  tragedies  are  acted :  that  friar  knows  it. 

JRt^trt.  Such  is  the  fruit  of  letters  sown  in  courts ! 
Peaches  with  nettle  leaves  and  thistle  crowns  \ 
Upon  my  failh  !  kings  are  unsafe  near  them. 

Dnrauo  {to  Agnet).  May-be  we  scarcely  have  your  sanction, 
lady? 
Am  I  one  ? 

Ague*.         No. 

Dunmo.  What  am  I? 

AgitM.  What !  an  ingrate. 

D¥rwao  {woffinglif).  Is  that  to  be  no  kinef    You  may  rave  on, 
Fur  oousin  A^es :  she  who  might  complain 
Absolves  me. 

Agnet,  Does  the  child  she  fed  ?  the  oiphan  ? 
The  outcast  ?  does  he,  can  he,  to  hiniitelf. 
And  before  ua  ? 

Dturauo.  I,  the  king,  need  it  not. 

Agnet.  All  other  blind  men  know  that  they  are  blind. 
All  other  helpless  feel  their  helplessness. 

BOEini  rv.      UNDKB  CAflTBL-NUOVO. 

DuRAZzo  and  Bupsbt. 

Jiupert.  Bemaxkt  you  not  how  pale  she  tum'd  ? 

DvroMto.  At  what  ? 

£up«rt.  I  s^d  kings  were  trnsafe.     She  knew  my  meaning. 

DuraxK.  No  man  auve  believes  it :  none  believed  it, 
Beside  th4  vulgar,  when  Andrea  died. 

Rvpmrt.  If  urdered  he  waa. 

Duraao.  Kysteriously.     Some  eay  .  . 

Jbtptrt.  What  do  some  say  ? 

Danaao.  I  never  heeded  them. 

I  know  thee  f  aitfiful :  in  this  whole  affair 
I've  proved  it.     He  who  goes  on  looking  back 
la  apt  to  trip  end  tumble.  \_Got«. 

Ri^ert  {alone).  Why  this  hatred  ? 

Are  there  no  memories  of  her  far  more  pleasant  ? 
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I  saw  her  in  her  childiah  days :  I  saw  her 

When  she  had  oast  awaj  her  toys,  and  sate 

Sighing  in  idleneBB,  and  wishing  more 

To  fall  into  her  hip ;  but  what  ?  and  how  ? 

I  saw  her  in  the  gardens,  still  a  child. 

Bo  Tonng,  she  mockt  the  ladies  of  the  court, 

And  threw  the  gravel  at  them  from  her  slipper, 

And  ran  without  if  thej  pursued,  but  atopt 

And  leapt  to  kiss  the  face  of  an  old  statue 

Because  it  smiled  upon  her :  then  would  she 

Shudder  at  two  wrens  fighting,  shout,  and  part  them. 

Next  came  that  age  (the  lovel;  seldom  pass  it) 

When  boohs  lie  open,  or,  in  spite  of  pressing, 

Will  open  of  themBelves  at  some  one  place. 

Lastly,  I  saw  her  when  the  bridal  crown 

Entwined  the  regal.     Oh !  that  ne'er  theee  eyes 

Had  seen  it !  then,  Andrea !  thou  had'st  lived, 

My  comfort,  my  support.     Divided  power 

Uf  could  I  brook  ;  how  then,  how  tolerate 

Its  rude  uprooting  from  the  breast  that  rear'd  it ! 

And  must  I  now  sweep  from  me  the  last  blossoms 

That  lie  and  wither  in  the  walk  of  life  ? 

Fancies !  .  .  mere  fancies !  .  .  let  me  cease  to  waver. 

Who  would  not  do  as  I  did  ?    I  am  more 

A  man  than  others,  therefore  I  dare  more, 

And  suffer  more.     Such  ia  humanity  : 

I  can  not  halve  it.    Superficial  men 

Have  no  absorbing  passions :  shallow  seas 

Are  void  of  whirlpools.     I  must  on,  tho'  loath. 


SCBNE  V,       PAIACE-OABDES. 

Maxihin  and  Aoatha. 

Maximin.  Courage  !  or  start  and  leave  me.     Sobs  indeed ! 
Pack  those  up  for  young  girls  who  want  some  comfi.ts. 
Nay,  by  my  soul,  to  see  grown  women  sob  it,     ■ 
As  thou  dost,  even  wert  thou  not  my  sister. 
Smites  on  me  here  and  whets  my  sword  at  once. 
It  maddens  me  with  choler  .  .  for  what  else 
Can  shake  me  so  ?    I  feel  my  eyes  on  fire. 
He  shall  pay  dear  for  it,  the  cursed  Frate. 

Agatha.   Why,  Maximin,  0  why  didst  thou  consent 
To  meet  the  friar  again  P 

Maximin.  To  make  Tiim  serve  tlioe. 

Agatha.  Poverty  rather !  want .  .  even  infamy. 
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Miuemin.  Did'st  thoti  not  pity,  would'st  not  serve,  the  queeu  ? 

Agatha.  0  might  I !  might  I !  she  alone  on  eaiih 
la  wretdieder :  my  soul  sli^  ever  bend 
Before  that  sacredeBt  supremacy. 

Maximin.  Come  with  me  :  ve  will  talk  about  the  means. 

Agatha.  But,  be  thou  calm. 

Maximin.  A  Iamb. 

He  little  thinks  lAtidt. 

To  Bee  the  lamb  turn  round  and  bite  tbe  butcher. ' 

Agatha!  Agatha !  wfaOe  I  repeat 
Thy  name  again,  freehness  breathes  over  me. 
What  is  there  lite  it  ?    Why,  'tia  like  sweet  hay 
To  rest  upon  after  a  twelve  hours'  march. 
Clover,  with  all  ite  flowers,  an  arm's  length  deep. 


scEm  n.    sixtEB.    palace 

BcTELLO  and  Bupebt. 

Butello  (rtadt).  "  We,  Urban,  by  the  graoe  of  Orod  .  ." 

Rupert.  Well,  well ; 

That  is  all  phrase  and  froth ;  dip  in  the  spoon 
A  little  deeper ;  we  shall  come  at  last 
To  the  Bweet  solids  and  the  racy  wine. 

ButeUo.  Patience,  good  Frate,  patience ! 

Rupert.  Kow,  Butello, 

If  I  cried  patianet,  wouldst  not  thou  believe 
I  meant  delm/  ?    So  do  not  cry  it  then. 
Bead  on  .  .  about  the  middle.     That  will  do  .  . 
Pass  over  love,  golieilude,  gfief,  /oretight. 
Paternal  or  avuncular.     Push  on  .  . 
There  .  .  thereabout. 

BtdtHo.  Lift  off  thy  finger,  man, 

And  let  me,  in  God's  name,  read  what  wants  reading. 

Rupert.  Prythee  be  speedy  .  .  Where  thou  seest  my  nami 

BuUUo  {read*).  ' '  If  tnat  our  well-beloved  Prate  Rupert 
Shall,  by  his  influence  thereunto  directed 
By  the  blest  saints  above,  and  the  good  will 
Which  the  said  Frate  Rupert  ever  bore  us, 
Before  the  expiration  of  one  month. 
So  move  the  heart  of  Carlo  of  Durazzo 
That  the  said  Carlo  do  invade  and  seize  .  . 

Rupert.  What  would  hie  Holiness  have  next  ? 

BuUllo.  Wait,  wait. 

"Naples,  a  kingdom  held  by  our  penuission  .  . 
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Rupert.  Ho!  is  that  all?    'Tie  done. 

ButtUo.  Hear  me  read  on. 

"  From  those  who  at  this  preeent  rule  the  same  .  . 

Rt^ifrt.  This  present  is  already  past.     I've  won. 

Butello.  "  Ajia  shall  consign  a  princely  fief  thereof, 
Hereditary,  to  our  foresaid  nephew 
Oieronimo  Butello,  We,  by  power 
"Wherewith  we  are  invested,  will  exalt 
Our  trusty  woll-beloved  Frate  Rupert 
Unto  the  highest  chaive  our  Holy  Church 
Bestows  upon  her  faithful  servitors." 

Rvferi.   vVould  not  one  swear  those  words  were  all  engrossed. 
And  each  particular  letter  stood  bolt-upru;ht, 
Captain'd  with  taller  at  the  coIumn-h^4  ? 
What  marshall'd  files !  what  goodly  companies ! 
And,  to  crown  all,  the  ^ramd  heaven-sent  commission 
Seal'd  half-way  over  with  green  wax,  and  stiff 
With  triple  crown,  and  crucifix  below  it. 
Give  me  the  paper. 

BuUlio.  Why  ? 

Buptrt  {in^iient).  Qive  me  the  paper. 

BuUUo.  His  HohnesB  hath  signed  it. 

Buptrt.  Let  me  see. 

£utdlo.  Look. 

Rvptrt.  Nay  but  give  it  me. 

Butello.  A  piece  of  paper ! 

Rup»rt.  .  .  Can  not  be  worth  a  principality. 

BuUlh  {giaing  it).  There  then. 

Bupert.  What  dukedom  has  the  grandest  sound  7 

BuUlh.  Dukedom !  the  Pope  says  principality. 

Rupert.  Thou  soon  shalt  blazon. 

Butello.  I  rely  on  you  : 

Adieu,  my  lord ! 

Rupert.  My  prince,  adieu !         (^/mm.)  Who  knows 

H  thu  will  better  me !     Away  from  court  r 
No ;  never.     Leave  the  people  ?    When  he  leaves  it, 
The  Riant  is  uplifted  off  the  earth  ' 
And  loses  all  his  strength.     My  foot  must  press  it. 
Durazzo,  in  thin^  near,  is  shrewd  and  sighted : 
I  may  not  lead  him.    IS  I  rule  no  more 
This  kingdom,  yet  ere  long  my  tread  may  sound 
Loud  in  the  conclave,  and  my  hand  at  laat 
Turn  in  their  golden  wards  uie  keys  of  heaven. 
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Giotanna.  Botli  mind  and  body  in  their  soimdest  stute 
Are  alwayB  on  the  verge  of  a  disorder, 
Asd  fear  increaaeB  it :  take  courage  then. 

Agatha.  There  ie  an  error  in  the  labyrinth 
Of  womBn'B  life  whence  never  foot  returns. 

GtM^ma.  Hath  Qod  aaid  that  ? 

Agatha.  0  lady !  man  hath  said  it. 

OvHxmna.  He  built  that  labyrinth,  he  led  that  foot 
Into  it,  and  there  left  it.    Bhome  upon  him ! 
I  take  thee  to  my  service  and  my  tnist. 
To  love  the  hateful  with  prone  prudent  will 
Ib  worse  than  with  fond  unsuepicioueueBS 
To  fall  upon  the  bosom  of  the  lovely, 
The  wise  who  value  us,  the  good  who  teach  us. 
The  generous  who  forgive  us  when  we  err. 

Agatha.  Oh !  I  have  no  excuse. 

Cfiovantta.  She  stands  absolved 

Before  her  Gtod  who  says  it  as  thou  sayst  it. 
I  have  few  questions  for  thee :  go^  be  happier. 
I  owe  thy  brother  more  than  I  can  pay, 
And  would,  when  thou  hast  leisure,  hear  what  chance 
Bais'd  up  a  friend  where  the  ground  eeem'd  so  rough. 

Agatha.  Leave  me  no  leisure,  I  beseech  of  you  : 
I  would  have  cares  and  sorrows  not  my  own 
To  cover  mine  from  me  :  I  would  be  questioned, 
80  please  you,  I  may  else  be  false  in  part. 
Not  being  wimt  eyes  bedim'd  with  weeping  see  mc. 

Gioranna.  You  come,  'tis  ntmour'd  here,  from  Hungary. 
My  infant  was  torn  from  me  by  his  imcle 
And  carried  into  Hungary. 

Agatha.  I  saw  ft. 

Giovarma.  Saw  it !  my  infant !  to  have  seen  my  infant, 
How  blessed!     Was  it  beautiful ?  strong?  smiling? 

Agatha.  It  had  mild  features  and  soft  simbright  hair, 
And  seem'd  quite  happy. 

Giovatma.  No,  poor  thing,  it  was  not ; 

It  often  wanted  me,  I  know  it  did. 
And  sprang  up  in  the  night  and  cried  for  me, 
As  I  for  it .  .  at  the  same  hour,  no  doubt. 
It  soon  soon  wasted  .  .  And  you  saw  my  child  ! 
I  wish  you  woidd  remember  more  about  him  .  . 
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The  little  he  could  say  you  muflt  remember  .  . 
Kepe&t  it  me. 

Agatha.  Ah  lady !  he  was  gone, 

Asd  angels  were  the  &«t  that  taught  him  speech. 

Giovanna.  Happier  than  angels  ever  were  before ! 

Agatha.  He  happier  too! 

OwMnna,  Ah !  not  without  hie  mother ! 

^<  gOi  go  ■  '  There  are  graveB  no  time  can  close. 


BCBHB  I.     NAP1J8.     PALACE. 
IhTRAZEO.      SUPERT.      HeHALD.      OpnoEBS. 

Dwraao.  I  thought  I  heard  a  trumpet.     But  we  reel 
Aiter  we  step  from  shipboard,  and  hear  trumpets 
After  we  ride  from  battle.     'Twas  one.     Hark ! 
It  sounds  again.     Who  enters  ? 

Officer .  I^ease  your  Highness ! 

A  herald  claims  admittance. 

Bvraao.  Let  him  in. 

Supert.  Now  for  disguises  ;  now  for  masks  ;  steel,  silk ; 
Xothing  in  these  days  does  but  maskeiy. 
Pages  talk,  sing,  ride  with  you,  sleep  beside  you, 
For  years :  behold-ye !  some  fine  April-day 
They  spring  forth  into  girla,  with  their  own  f Etces, 
Tricks,  tendernesses  .  .  .  ne'er  a  mark  of  saddle ! 

(Heraij)  enten.) 
Bacco  !  tbia  is  not  one  of  them,  however ! 

Dwatzo.  Well,  sir,  youx  message. 

Herald.  Herald  from  duke  Otho, 

I  bring  defiance  and  demand  reply. 

DuTitEto.  I  know  duke  Otho'a  nourage,  and  applaud 
His  wisdom.    Tell  duke  Otho  from  king  Carlo, 
I  would  in  his  plaoe  do  the  very  same : 
But,  having  all  I  want,  assure  your  lord 
I  am  contented. 

Rupert,  Blessed  is  content. 

Dtiraao.  Now,  should  duke  Otho  ever  catch  the  reins 
(For  all  things  upon  earth  are  changeable) 
'He  can  not  well  refuse  the  turn  he  tries. 
But  will  permit  me  to  contend  with  him 
For  what  at  present  I  projioer  to  keep. 
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Herald.  If  then  your  Highnesa  should  refuae  the  encounter, 
Which  never  knight,  and  rarely  king,  refuses  .  . 

Ihtraao.  Hold,  air  !   All  kings  are^mgfate.   The  alternative  f 

Sn-ald.  None  can  there  be  where  ooiubat  is  declined. 
He  would  not  urge  in  words  the  queen's  release, 
But  bums  to  win  it  from  a  recreant  knight. 

Dwaao.  Did  Otho  say  it  ? 

Herald.  Standing  here  his  herald, 

I  have  no  voice  but  hia. 

Durauo.  You  may  have  ears : 

Hear  me  then,  air !    You  know,  all  know  at  Naples, 
The  wife  and  hueband  are  as  near  at  present 
As  ever,  though  the  knifht  and  lady  not. 
She,  when  she  married  bim,  declined  his  love. 
And  never  had  be  hera :  Taranto  won  it, 
And,  when  he  squandered  it,  'twas  uuretriered. 

Serald.  Is  this,  sir,  lor  my  ears  or  for  my  voice  ? 
My  voice  (it  is  a  man's)  will  not  convey  it. 

Duratio  [&>  guardi].     Escort  the  herald  back  with  honours 
due,  [7b  Rupert. 

What  think  you,  my  lord  bishop  of  Nocera  ? 

Sy>ert.  Troublesome  times  !  troublesome  times  indeed  ! 
My  nock,  my  brethren  at  Nocera,  will. 
Must  want  me :  but  how  leave  my  prince,  a  prey 
To  tearing  factions,  godless,  kingless  men  ! 

Duraaio.  Never  mind  me,  good  father  ! 

Rupert.  Mind  not  you  ? 

I  can  not  go ;  I  would  not  for  the  world. 

Dwaao.  The  world  ie  of  small  worth  to  holy  men. 

Rupert.  I  will  not  hence  until  the  storm  be  past. 

Bwaao.  Ah&t  a  storm  the  roads  axe  heavier. 
Courage !  my  good  lord  bishop !     We  must  speed 
And  (£aunt  our  Veni  Domine  at  Nocera. 

Rupert.  Then  would  your  Highness  .  . 

Duratto.  Not  corporeally. 

But,  where  my  bishop  is,  I  am  in  spirit.  [^Gott. 

Rtwert  {aUme).  So  f  this  is  king  .  .  and  wit  too !  tkaft  not 


kingly, 
in  he  be  if 


Can  he  be  ignorant  of  who  I  am  ? 
They  will  shlow  fragments  of  this  sturdy  frock. 
Whence  every  thread  starts  visible,  when  all 
The  softer  nappeiy,  in  its  due  descent, 
Drops  from  the  women,  Carlo,  to  the  moths. 
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Maxdoh  and  Aqatha. 

Maximin.  How  farea  tliy  lady  ? 

Agatha.  As  one  fares  Tho  never 

Must  see  the  peopled  earth,  nor  hear  ite  voice 
Nor  knoT  its  eympathy ;  so  fares  Oiovonna ; 
But,  pure  in  spirit,  rises  o'er  the  racks 
Whereof  our  world  is  only  one  vast  chamber. 

Maximin.  Dost  thou  enjoy  the  gardens,  fields,  and  forests  7 

Agatha.    Perfectly. 

Maximin.  Hast  a  palfrey  ? 

Agatha.  Hod  I  ever? 

Beading  and  needlework  employ  the  day. 

Maximin.  Ah !  our  good  mother  little  knew  what  posts 
Those  needles  and  those  books  are,  to  bright  eyes ; 
Rivals  should  recommend  them,  mothers  no. 
We  will  ride  out  together. 

Agatha.  On  what  horses  ? 

Maximin.  One  brought  me.    Are  the  queen's  at  grass? 

Agatha.  We  have  none. 

Maximin.  Thou  art  hale,  A^tha,  but  how  enjoy 
Perfectly,  as  thou  sayest.  these  domains  ? 

Agatha.  By  looking  out  at  window  with  the  queen. 

Maximin.  All  the  day  thro'  ? 

Agatha.  I  read  to  her :  and  then, 

If  she  suspects  it  tires  me,  she  takes  up 
The  voliime,  and  pretends  great  interest 
Just  there,  and  reads  it  out. 

Maximin.  True  history  f 

Agatha.  History  she  throws  by. 

Maximin.  Then  sweet-heart  songs, 

Adventures  ? 

Agatha.         Some  she  reads,  and  over  some 
Tosses  her  work,  rises,  and  shuts  the  cover. 

Maximin.  I  would  not  shut  the  song-book.    There  are  others 
That  show  within  them  gold-and-purple  saints, 
Heads  under  arm,  eyes  upon  platter,  laughing 
At  her  who  carries  them  and  lately  wore  them. 

Agatha.  Such  are  not  wanting. 

Maximin.  Pleasant  sights  enough ! 

I  would  fain  see  them. 

Agatha.  Quite  impossible. 

Maximin.  On  feast-days  ? 

Agatha.  All  arc  in  her  bedroom -closet. 
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Maximin.  So !  the  best  books  then  most  be  out  of  night, 
As  all  the  best  things  lire !     What  are  her  pictures  ? 

Agatha.  Chiefly  her  own  lost  family,  and  those 
She  htved  the  most  in  it. 

Maximin.  O  f  or  a  glimpee ! 

Tell  me  at  least  who  are  they. 

Agatha.  Good  king  Bobert, 

Whoee  face  she  often  kisses. 

Maximin.  None  more  worth  it  ? 

Agatha.  There  are  the  two  Uaiias :  one  elate 
With  merriment,  her  eyes  orbs  wing'd  with  flame ; 
Long  deep  and  dark  the  other's,  and  within 
Whose  cooler  fountains  blissfully  might  bathe 
A  silenter  and  (haply)  purer  love. 

Maximin.  I  should  be  glad  to  look  at  them,  but  rather 
At  the  kind  queen  hereeu. 

Agatha.  That  thon  mayeet  do. 

Maximin.  When? 

Agatha.  Now ;  I  think ;  for  having  heard  who  'twas 
-  That  warned  her  of  her  danger  when  the  duke 
Bode  in,  she  wiaht  to  thank  thee.     Come  with  me : 
I  must  first  enter  and  annoonce  your  name. 

Maximin.  I  thought  you  said  eka  knew  it.  Take  your  course. 

BCENE  m.     CHAltBEB  AT  IfUSO. 

OioTAinrA.    MAxnnit.    Aoatha. 

Giotanna.  Accept  my  too  few  thanks,  sir,  for  3raur  zeal  .  . 

Maximin.  Fine  air,  my  lady  queen,  in  this  high  tower ; 
Healthy  as  Hungary ;  may  you  enjoy  it 
These  many  days ! 

Giovanna  {he. 
Was  moister,  1 

Maximin.  We  have  a  plain  in  Hungary  on  which. 
Just  in  the  middle,  all  of  Italy's 
You  shall  pin  down  nor  see  them  from  the  sides. 
And  then  what  cattle !  horse,  ox,  sheep !  God's  blessing 
ITpon  hard-working  men,  like  furlough  soldiers. 
And  rare  sport  at  me  foray,  when  the  Turk 
Might  seize  them  if  we  sent  them  not  to  quarters. 
Here  too  seems  nothing  wanting.  ^Looting  round. 

Giovanna.  A  few  friends 

Were  welcome,  could  they  but  return,  whose  pen 
And  conversation  lighten'd  former  hours. 

Maximin.  Learned  ones;  ay? 

Gioranna.  The  learned  came  around  me. 
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Maximin.  'UTiifitle,  and  they  are  at  the  barley-coma, 
Wing  over  wing,  beak  against  beak,  I  warrant. 
I  knev  two  holy  friars,  as  holy  men 
As  ever  snored  in  eaekeloth  after  sinning, 
And  they  were  learned.     What  now  was  the  apehot  ? 
I  should  have  said  one's  crucifix  waa  white, 
The  other's  black.     They  plied  mild  arguments 
In  disputation.     Brother,  waa  the  term 
At  first,  then  »ir,  then  nothing  worse  than  (foci/. 
But  those  fair  words,  lite  all  fair  things,  soon  dropt. 
Fiste  were  held  up,  grins  in  the  face  grew  rife. 
Teeth  (tho'  in  these  one  had  the  bettor  of  it 
By  half  a  score)  were  closed  like  money-boxes 
Ag^nat  the  sinner  damn'd  for  poverty. 
At  last  the  learned  and  reli^oiu  men 
Fell  to  it  mainly,  crucifix  in  hand, 
Until  no  splinter,  ebony  or  linden. 
Was  left,  of  bulk  to  make  a  toothpick  of. 

Agatha.  Brother!  such  speech  is  here  irreverent. 

Giovatma.  Iiet  him  speak  on :  we  are  not  queens  all  day. 
Boldiers  are  rivals  of  the  bierarchs. 
And  prone  to  jealousy,  as  less  at  ease, 
Less  wealthy,  and,  alliio'  the  props  of  power, 
Less  powerful  and  commandii^. 

Maximin.  Never  queen 

Spoke  truer.     I  bear  lusty  hate  to  them. 

Agatha.  Again  ?     0  Maximin !  before  our  princes 
We  never  hate  nor  love. 

Maximin.  Then,  lady,  I 

Am  your  worst  vassal. 

Gwvanna.  How  f 

Maximin.  Being  taught  to  hat«  you  .  . 

Ood  pardon  me !     None  but  the  frockt  could  teach 
So  false  a  creed.     But  now  the  heart  let  loose 
Swings  quite  the  other  way.     Folkfl  say  they  love 
Their  princes :  sure  they  must  have  wrong'd  them  first. 
I  turned  away  mine  eyes  from  your  young  beauty, 
And  muttered  to  my  beard,  aJid  made  it  quiver 
With  my  bard  breathing  of  bard  thoughts :  but  now 
Conspirators  shall  come  in  vain  against  you  : 
Here  is  the  sill  they  tread  upon  who  enter.   [Striking  hi»  breatt. 

SCENE  IV.     BUPERt'B  CLOISTER. 

Rtipart  {alone).  Fealty  sworn,  should  I  retract  eo  soon  f 
I  will  live  quiet  .  .  no  more  crimes  for  me  .  . 


.y  Google 


H  Trim.]  FRA  RUPERT. 

Wten  this  is  fairly  over  .  .  for  a  crime 
It  sorely  is  .  .  albeit  much  holier  men 
Hare  done  mach  worse  and  died  in  odour  affrv. 
They  were  spare  men,  and  Iiad  poor  appetites, 
And  vanted  little  sleep.     'Twont  do  with  me. 
Beside,  I  must  get  over  this  bad  habit 
Of  talkiuff  to  myself.     One  day  or  other 
Some  fool  may  read  me,  mart  me,  and  do  hurt. 
And  furthermore  .  .  when  highest  dignities 
Invest  UB,  what  is  there  to  think  about  ? 
What  need  for  cteremeBs,  wit,  circiunitpection. 
Or  harm  to  any  .  .  who  keep  still,  Bubmiss, 
And  brush  not  in  attempting  to  pass  by. 


Stephen  mi«rt. 
So,  Stephen !  we  Hungarians  are  sent  off. 

SUphtn.  Tour  Eererence  is  made  bishop,  we  hear  say : 
As  for  ns  all  .  . 

Rvptrt.  Lupins  .  .  when  times  are  good. 

Ah !  thou  hast  bowels ;  thou  canst  pity  others. 

SUphm.  I  cam  myself. 

St^Krt.  I  all  my  countrymen. 

I  hare  been  lately  in  that  happy  realm 
Our  native  land.  [  TFiiiptr*. 

Her  kings  should  govern  here. 

Stephen.  And  everywhere.     What  loyal  subject  doubts 
TTi'h  prince's  right  over  all  odier  princes  1 

Rupert.  Here  are  sad  discontents.     The  prince  Butello, 
Nephew  of  His  Beatitude  the  Pope, 
Can  not  yet  touch  this  principality. 
Durazzo,  our  sharp  king,  snatches  it  back, 
Altho'  the  kingdom  was  bestowed  on  him 
Under  this  compact. 

SUphen.  He  will  bring  down  bull 

And  thunder  on  his  crown.    The  pope's  own  nephew ! 

Rupert.  No  less  a  man. 

Stephen.  If  there's  pipe's  blood  in  him 

He  won't  stand  robbery. 

Rupert.  We  owe  obedience 

To  kmgs  .  .  unless  a  higher  authority 
Dissolves  it. 

Stephen.         Doubtless :  but  what  kings  ?  our  own 
Bay  I. 

Rupert.    0  Stephen !  say  it,  say  it  softly. 
Few  ean  can  open  and  cau  close  Hke  mine. 
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Sti^hen  {aside).  Ah !  how  good  men  all  over  are  malignedl 

Rupert.  I  would  not  trust  another  soul  on  earth  .  . 
But  odiers  must  be  trusted.     Lucky  they 
Who  first  bring  orer  to  right  ways  the  brave, 
First  climb  the  pole  and  strip  the  garland  off 
With  all  ite  gold  about  it.     Then  what  shouts ! 
What  hugs !  what  offers !  dowers,  in  chests,  in  farms  .  . 
Ah !  these  sm  worldly  things  too  fondly  prised ! 
But  there  are  what  lie  deeper ;  the  true  praise 
Of  loyalty,  of  sanctity. 

SlBpktn  {pondering).       "Tis  pleasant 
To  look  into  warm  chest  with  well-wrought  hinges 
That  turn  half-yearly.     Pleasant  too  are  farms 
When  harvest-moons  hang  over  them,  and  wanes 
Jolt  in  the  iron-tinged  rut,  and  the  white  ox 
Is  cali'd  by  name,  and  patted  ere  puU'd  on. 

Rupert.  These  are  all  thine.    I  have  lived  many  days 
And  never  known  that  man  unprosperous 
Who  served  our  holy  church  in  high  emprize. 

Stephen.  If  so,  I  wish  I  could. 

Rupert.  Wish  we  had  kings 

Who  keep  their  words  like  ours  of  Hungary. 

St^hen.  Just. 

Rupert.  I  have  half  a  mind  to  let  Elizabeth 

Know  what  a  zealous  subject,  what  a  brave, 
Her  daughter  haa  at  NajueB. 

Stephen.  Would  she  give  me 

(For  thanks  in  these  hard  limes  are  win^)  money  ?       * 
Think  you? 

Rupert.         Don't  squander  all  away.     Few  know 
Its  power,  its  privilege.     It  dubs  the  noble. 
It  raises  from  the  dust  the  man  as  light, 
It  turns  frowns  into  smiles,  it  makes  the  breath 
Of  sore  decrepitude  breathe  fresh  as  mom 
Into  maternal  ear  and  virgin  breast. 

Stephen.  Is  that  all  it  can  do  ?    I  see  much  farther. 
I  see  full  twenty  hens  upon  the  perch, 
I  see  fat  cheese  moist  as  a  chamel-houee, 
I  see  hogs'  snonts  under  the  door,  I  see 
Flitches  of  bacon  in  the  rack  above. 

Rt^ert.  Rational  sights !  fair  hopes !  unguilty  wishes ! 
I  am  reeolTed :  I  can  refrain  no  longer : 
Thou  art  the  man  for  prince  to  rest  upon. 
The  plain,  sound,  sensible,  etraitforward  man, 
No  courtier  .  .  or  not  much  of  one  .  .  but  fit 
To  show  courts  what  they  should  be.     Hide  this  lett«r. 
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Hind  !  if  tjiou  loseet  it,  or  let'et  an  eye 

GHanoe  on  it,  I  may  want  the  power  again 

To  serve  thee  :  thou  art  ruin'd.     The  new  tine 

Might  chide  and  chafe  should  Bupert  ask  another 

To  forward  any  suit  he  would  prefer 

For  friend  or  kindred.     Since  thou  must  retui-n 

To  Huiigary,  thou  shalt  not  go  ill-fed. 

'Tis  to  t£e  queen's  confessor ;  look  at  it ; 

Now  put  it  up ;  now,  godson  of  our  Saint ! 

Take  this  poor  purse,  and,  honest  soul !  this  blessing. 

Guides  thou  shalt  have  all  the  first  day,  and  mle^ 

How  to  go  forward  on  the  road  :  so  speed  thee ! 


bceke  i.    castle  of  ituxo. 
Gxovaxvjl,  Aoatha. 

Giowtma.  Long  have  we  lived  in  one  imprisonment  ,- 
Our  tears  have  darkened  many  a  thread  about 
Each  difitaff,  at  tiie  whitening  half-spent  fire 
On  winter-night ;  many  a  one  when  deep  purple 
Cloath'd  yonder  mountain  after  eununer-day, 
And  one  sole  bird  was  singing,  sad  though  free. 
De^,  like  all  others,  lial£  forgotten  me, 
And  grief,  methinka,  now  growmg  old,  grows  lighter. 

Agatha-  To  see  you  smile  amid  your  grief,  consoles  n 

Giovtmna.  I  never  wanted  confidence  in  you,  , 

Tet  never  have  I  opened  my  full  mind, 
Keeping  some  thoughts  secreted,  oltho'  bent 
To  axsv  them  out  before  you.     TheyhaTe  lain 
Like  letters  which,  however  long  desired, 
We  cover  with  the  hand  upon  the  table 
And  dare  not  open. 

Ayatha.  If  relief  there  be. 

Why  paiise  ?  if  not,  why  blame  your  diffidence  ? 

Oiixanna.  Fostered  too  fondly,  I  shot  np  too  tall 
In  happiness  :  it  wasted  soon.     Taranto 
Had  my  first  love ;  Andrea  my  first  vow. 
And  warm  affection,  which  shuts  out  sometimes 
Love,  rather  than  embraces  it.     To  lose  him 
Pained  me,  Ood  knows !  and  worse  (so  lost !)  than  all 
The  wild  reports  Hungarians  spread  about  me. 
My  first  admirer  was  my  first  avenger. 
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He,  laying  at  my  feet  hk  eonquermg:  Bword, 

Withdlrew.     Two  years  elapst,  he  urged  the  daugen 

That  still  encompast  me ;  recaU'd  our  walks, 

Our  studies,  our  reproofs  for  idling,  smiled 

Bt  (0  kind  man !)  the  grandfather  of  both. 

I  bade  him  hope.    Hope  springs  up  at  that  word 

And  disappears ;  Love,  radiant  Love,  alights. 

Taranto  was  my  joy ;  my  heart  was  full : 

Alas !  how  little  can  tke  fall  heart  spare  ? 

I  paus'd  .  .  because  I  ill  might  utter  it  .  . 

In  time  he  tum'd  his  fancies  to  another. 

Wretdiedest  of  the  wretched  was  I  now  ; 

But  gentle  tones  much  comforted  my  anguish, 

Until  they  ended ;  then  loud  throbs  confused 

The  treasured  words ;  then  heavy  sleep  opprest  me. 

I  was  ashamed  .  .  I  am  ashamed  .  .  yet  (am  I 

Unwomanhf  to  own  it  ?)  when  he  loved 

One  only,  I  was  driven  to  despair ; 

When  more  .  .  Adieu  Taranto  !  cried  my  heart 

And  almost  sank  thro'  sorrow  into  peace. 

0  that  fresh  crimes  in  him  should  solace  me ! 

My  life  of  love  was  over,  when  his  spirit 

Flew  from  my  lips,  and  carried  my  forgiveness 

On  high,  for  Heaven's. 

Wars  burst  forth  again ; 
He  who  defended  me  from  their  assaults 
Saw  in  me  what  ia  love,  but  whom  to  love 
He  found  not  in  me. 

"  If  my  confidence, 
Hy  gratitude,"  said  I,  "  sufiSoe  thee,  Otho, 
Here  Is  my  hand." 

He  took  it,  and  he  wept. 
Brave  man  !  and  let  me  also  weep  for  thee ! 

Agatha.  Not  beauteous  youth  enrobed  in  royal  purple 
And  bright  with  early  hope,  have  moved  you  so. 

Giovanna.  Record  not  either  ;  let  me  dwell  on  Otho  ; 
The  thoughts  of  him  sink  deeper  in  my  pillow ; 
HiH  valiant  heart  and  true  one  bleeds  for  me. 


BOEirK  n.      OOUBT-TABD  OF  HUSO. 

WATTMtw  and  Btefeek. 

Stephen.  Maxlmin !  art  thou  close  ? 
Maximin.  Tea,  close  enough, 

Altho'  I  have  the  whole  court-yard  to  cool  in. 
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St^hen.  I  meant  not  that. 

Maximin.  A  baton  to  a  pike 

Thou  didat  not ;  else  thou  hadet  not  nraken  it. 

Stephen.  Borne  folks  think  better  of  my  understanding. 

Maximin.  None  of  thy  heart:  give  me  thy  fist  then,  Stephen. 

SUphm.  That  sets  all  right. 

^ximin.  What  brought  thee  hither  ? 

SUphm.  What? 

Maximin.  Hast  secreta  f 

Stephen.  None  worth  knowing. 

Maximin.  No  man  has  : 

They  never  did  any  one  good. 

St^hen.  They  may. 

Mii.TiTniii  \  hast  commands  for  Hungary  ? 

Maximin.  For  Hungary  P 

Stephen.  ^\Tiat !  is  there  no  such  place? 

Maximin.  No,  by  my  soul !  nor  ever  will  for  me. 
Were  not  my  sister  here  about  her  duty, 
I  oould  knock  out  my  brains  against  the  wall 
To  think  of  Hungary. 

Stephen.  Yet  thou  hast  there 

No  <Toft,  no  homestead,  pullet,  chick. 

Maximin.  Hast  thou  P 

Stephen.  I  am.  a  man  at  last.     Wert  thou  but  one  I 

Maximin.  Stephen,  we  will  not  quarrel. 

Stephen.  I  am  rich 

I  meant  to  say. 

Maximin.        So  far  so  well :  however. 
Not  some  boli  thief  who  stands  some  ages  back 
(Tho'  better  there  than  nearer)  nor  some  bolder 
Who  twists  God's  word  and  overtumB  his  scales, 
Nor  steel,  nor  soil  in  any  quantity. 
Nor  gold,  whose  chain  encompasses  the  globe, 
Nor  even  courage,  Stephen,  is  sofficient 
To  make  a  man :  one  breati  on  Woman's  wrongs, 
lifting  the  heart,  does  that. 

Stephen.  And  other  things. 

Maximin.  Chick,   pullet,  homestead,  croft ;   are  these  our 
makers? 

Stephen.  I  have  them  in  this  lining,  one  and  all. 

Maximin  (tutpeeting).      Stephen !    I  oould    show  thee  the 
duplicate 
In  the  same  hand.     He  who  fixt  me  at  Muro 
WiU  fix  thee  too  in  some  such  place  as  firmly. 
What !  hast  no  heart  for  castles  ?  art  low-minded  ? 
Haw !  irith  chick,  puUet,  homestead,  croft  ?    Sit  down : 
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Thoii  didnt  not  nwent  no  after  all  thy  wnlk 
As  thou  doBt  now.     What  ails  thee,  man  'i 

Stephen.  What  aila  me ! 

Nothing. 

Maximin,  But  did  Fra  Rupert,  did  he  truly 
Clap  thee  up  here  ?    Geverly  done !    Don't  blame  him. 

Stephen.  Blame  him !  if  fnar  he  were  not,  and  moreoyer 
The  tadpole  of  a  bishop,  by  the  martyr ! 
I  would  run  back  and  grapple  with  hia  weazon. 

Maximin.  He  is  too  cunning'  for  ue  simple  men. 

Stephen.  For  thee,  it  eeema,  he  has  been  .  .  but  for  me, 
I,  man  or  child,  was  never  yet  out-witted. 

Maximin.  Ah  !  ve  all  think  so ;  yet  all  are,  by  weaker. 
And  now  about  the  letter. 

Stephen.  Thee  he  trusted  ; 

I  know  he  did ;  show  me  the  duphcate. 

Maximin.  Duplicates  are  not  written  first  nor  shown  first. 
How  many  men  art  good  against  ? 

Stephen.  One  only, 

Maximin.  Then  five  might  overmaster  thee  and  gag  thee, 
And  five  are  ready  in  the  Apennines  ; 
If  I  knew  -where  exactly,  I  would  tell  thee. 

Stephen.  A  fiend  of  hell  in  frock '. 

Maximin.  No,  not  so  bad  : 

He,  without  blame  or  danger  on  thy  part. 
Shall  build  thy  fortune. 

Stephen.  He  ?  I  scorn  the  thief  .  . 

Beside  .  .  he  would  not. 

Maximin.  Would  or  not,  he  shall. 

[BrTKPBjes  heniate*. 
Am  I  an  honest  man  ? 

Stephen.  Why !  as  men  go, 

Maximin.  Give  me  the  letter  then,  and,  on  my  life. 
It  shall  do  more  and  better  for  thee  much 
Than  placed  in  any  other  hands  but  mine. 

^An  Officer  jwUM. 
Ho  !  Captain  !  see  an  honest  man  at  last, 

[  Giving  him  the  letter. 
And  you  the  very  one  he  came  about. 

Stephen  (threatening  M*xnnv).    Traitor  ! 

Maximin.  A  traitor,  with  a  vengeance,  is  he. 

Stephen.  Hangman ! 

Maximin.  Thou  needst  not  call  him;  he  will  come 
Presently.  [7b  (A»  Officer. 

This  poor  hind  hath  saved  the -prince 
From  inaunrectioii,  from  invasion.     Bead.  [Officer  rtadt. 
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The  roral  farour  will  ehine  warm  upon 
One  fnend  of  miae. 

Officer.  Be  aiire  :  he  will  be  made. 

Tis  but  our  Beirice  .  .  We  must  not  complain  .  . 
Tho'  there  are  thiuga,  of  l&t«,  which  aoldiere'  crops 
Swell  high  against.     We  captains  .  . 

JfiLctrnt'tt.  Ay,  we  captains !  .  . 

Officer.  I  must  be  gone  to  Naples ;  eo  must  thou 
My  gallant  grey-coat.  [  ffw*  otA. 

Maximin.  Tell  me  how  thou  earnest 

To  MuTO,  of  all  places  in  the  world, 
It  lies  so  wide  of  any  road  to  Hungai;. 

Stephen.  Fra  Rupert  bade  me  follow  at  mid-day 
A  band  of  holy  mendicants,  due-south, 
To  bafSe  all  suspicion  :  the  next  mom 
To  cross  the  mountains  on  my  left,  and  turn 
Northward,  and  then  take  boat  by  Pesaro. 
While  they  were  etretcht  along  the  leveleet  tiles 
In  the  beet  chamber  .  .  being  mendicants  .  . 
Each  on  his  sheepskin  .  .  for  they  love  soft  tying  .  . 
Of  grand  farm-house  ;  and  while  nighthawt  and  griilo 
Fought  for  it  which  should  sing  them  first  to  sleep ; 
And  while  aside  them,  in  brass  pot  unfathom'd. 
The  rich  goat-whey  was  ripening  for  next  breakfast, 
I  thought  of  my  far  sheep  and  my  near  friend  ; 
Ify  near  friend  first ;  and  so,  by  luck,  here  am  I. 

Maximin.  But  how  didst  dream  that  thou  shouldst  find  u 
here? 

Siephen.   Who,  in  the  Virgin's  name,  should  first  step  up, 
After  I  bade  the  mendicants  good-bye. 
Who  but  Augustin !    Much  about  our  country, 
Mops,  wakes,  fairs,  may-poles,  gipsy-girls,  and  fortunes, 
When  suddenly,  as  one  that  knew  them  all. 
He  whisper'd  thou  wert  at  this  Muro  here, 
Some  twenty  miles,  or  near  upon  it,  off. 
I  must  fain  see  thee.     After  three  hours'  walk 
I  ask  the  distance :  twenty-five  miles  scant. 
At  night  I  supt  and  slept  with  an  old  shepherd  : 
Tfin  dog  soon  crope  betwixt  us,  so  genteefy, 
I  should  have  never  known  tt,  but  his  nose 
Was  cold  against  my  ear,  and,  when  I  tum'd, 
A  snag  or  two  was  at  it  .  .  without  harm. 
Morning  blew  sharp  upon  us  from  the  hills. 
"  How  far  are  we  from  Muro,  my  good  man?" 
Sud  I,  and  dipt  my  olive  in  the  salt. 
"  Scant  thirty  miles."     Let  never  man  believe 
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In  luck !     I  orerturned  the  salt,  alert 

To  huny  on  ;  yet  here  thou  seest  me,  rich  .  . 

Sleeping  mx  hours  in  winter,  five  in  Bummer. 

Maximin    {pondering).    Augustin    told    thee    I    was    here ! 
Augiietiii ! 
How  should  he  know  f    One  only  knew  beeide 
The  friar :  he  never  would  have  told :  ehe  told  him. 

[  Walkt  about  intpalUntly. 
Aurustin  has  smooth  locks  and  fresh  complexion, 
And  heels  for  dance  and  voice  for  dulcimer. 
Rare  articles  at  finding  aecreta  out : 
But,  with  thy  slanting  face,  and  arm  curl'd  round 
The  inside  canework  of  a  padded  chair. 
And  leg  oblique  slid  negligently  under. 
If  thou  wouldfit  keep  them  nicely  in  repair 
Ferret  no  more  my  secrets  out,  AuguBtm  ! 

Offictr  {rftunudy  Ready?  my  dapple  grey!  ready  for  Naples? 

Stephen.  Not  without  Maximin.     By  faie  advice 
I  call'd  you  in  to  help  ua :  he  shall  have 
His  share. 

Maximin.   When  our  blythe  king  sniffs  up  the  wind. 
And  sees  the  clouds  roll  mainly  from  the  north. 
And  finds  Oiovaima's  enemies  advance. 
He  may  be  kinder  to  her  :  so,  commander, 
If  you  believe  I  did  my  duty  now, 
Let  me  confirm  the  letter  you  convey. 

O^tw.  Canst  thou  add  aught  ? 

Maximin.  Much,  were  there  much  required. 

Officer.  Come  then  along :  we  viU  drink  gold  to-morrow. 

BCSKB  m.      UONABTEKT  OABOBHS. 

Rt^ert  {idone).  I  must  have  peace  :  I  con  not  live  without  it : 
Only  few  years  (who  knows)  may  yet  remain. 
They  shall  not  hurt  the  queen :  in  part  the  harm 
Would  be  my  doing.     But  then  Maximin  .  . 
He  too  ..  yet  why  not  let  him  die  in  battle  ? 
Battles  there  will  be  :  kings  are  all  tenaciouB 
Of  their  king-life  :  Italians  are  astute, 
Hungarians  valiant :  two  stout  swords  must  clash 
Before  one  break. 

That  Agatha,  that  Agatha 
Troubles  me  most  of  all !     Suppose  she  comes 
Into  my  very  palace  at  Noceni, 
And  tells  the  people  what  the  binbop  did ! 
Never  was  blow  cruel  like  this  hince  Herod. 
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Gioraima  must  then  live,  if  for  her  sake 
Alone ;  for  aach  her  tendemese,  her  truth. 
She'll  not  abftitdon  her  while  life  remains. 


DusAJZO.     Ceaxcellob.     PsivY-couifaELLOBa- 

Dwatao.  Speak,  mj  lord  chancellor :  ;ou  now  have  read 
The  letter  through ;  can  doubt  remain  upon  it  ? 

rCiUHOEixoR  thaktt  hii  head. 
Oentlemen !  you  hare  heard  it :  what  think  you  P 

Fint  Councilor.  Traitorous,  if  there  be  treason. 

Second  Cotm*»lior.  Sentence  then. 

Chaneellor.  Powerful  is  Rupert :  many  think  him  sfuntly. 
All  know  him  wise  and  wary :  he  has  friends 
In  every  house,  and  moat  among  the  women. 
Such  men  are  dangerous  to  impeach  :  beside, 
Being  now  bishop  .  . 

Duraao.  Not  quite  yet :  appointed. 

Not  seated. 

ChanetUor.  No  ?     Thie  changes  the  whole  aspect. 
Once  bearing  that  high  dignity,  once  throned  .  . 

Dura^u).  Ilike  no  thrones  that  narrow  mine  too  much, 
And  wonder  wherefore  clergymen  should  mount  thenu 

ChanetUor.  However,  sir,  smce  such  hath  been  the  custom 
From  barbarous  times  .  . 

Duraao.  Till  times  herein  as  barbarous  .  . 

ChanetUor.  .  .  We  must  observe  the  usage  of  the  realm. 
And  keep  our  hands  from  touching  things  held  sacred. 
Few  days  ^o,  for  lighter  crimes  the  friar 
Might  have  been  punisht  with  severity. 

Fint  CovtueUor.  Even  now,  although  his  legs  b^in  to  sprout 
With  scarlet  phunage,  we  may  crop  nis  creat ; 
But  better  on  the  beam  than  m  the  yard. 

Third  CottnttUor.  It  would  put  by  much  bickering. 

liturth  Coutuellor.  There  are  many 
Expectants,  holy  men,  who  would  condemn 
In  any  court  eccleaiaetical 
Appeal  so  manifest  to  foreign  force. 
And  atrip  h'm  to  the  skin  to  wash  him  clean. 

Fifih  Councilor.  And  there  are  civil  laws  which  tread  on 
velvet 
And  leave  no  scandal  when  they  pass  the  door ; 
Modest  and  mild  and  beautifully  drest, 
And  void  of  all  loquacity,  all  pomp ; 
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They,  should  7011.  ask  them  what  thej  are,  reply 
"  We  are  not  laws ;  we  are  prerogativeB." 

Carlo.  Paoluccio !  ■wit  may  give  the  best  advice. 
Far  be  from  me  all  violeace.     If  the  criminal 
Be  strong  and  boisterous,  the  ecclesiastical 
Craving'  and  crafty,  swift  or  slow  at  pleasure, 
At  least  our  civil  laws  are  excellent, 
And  what  you  call  prerogatives  are  civil. 

Faolveeio.  I  class  them  so. 

Many  at  <mee.  They  are  the  beet  of  all. 

CarU.  I  will  pursue  this  counsel. 

You  may  rise. 

ACT  V. 


GiOTAJWA.     AoATHA.     Otho.     OfBcers. 

6ioratma.  What  shouts  are  those  ?  whose  voice,  above  them 
aU, 
Above  the  neighing  horse  and  trumpet's  dang, 
Calls  to  the  rescue?    Can  I  doubt  t  .  . 

My  Otho! 
My  Otho !  rush  not  rashly  into  fight : 
Thou  canst  not  free  me. 

Agatha.  He  has  beat  them  off  .  . 

He  enters. 

(Meer.         Yes,  he  enters. 

Otho  {wounded  mortally).        Take  the  ransom  .  . 
'Tia  small  .  .  'tis  only  one  worn  Ufo  .  .  and  loose  her, 

Giovanna.  Not  from  thy  neck,  my  Otho,  while  thou  livest. 
Or  while  I  live. 

Otho.  Qiovanna  hath  embraced  me  ,  , 

I  now  have  lived  .  .  life  should  be  over  now. 

Ofiwr.  His  breath  is  gone ;  bear  him  away  :  the  king 

[^Fointt  to  the  QusEN,  who  twoont. 
May  have  commands  for  her. 

Agatha.  My  queen !  my  quees ! 

My  friend !  my  comforter !     Oh  !  that  no  more.  [^FaiU. 

scen£  ii.    pauige,  kaples. 
Makqabita.     Duiuzzo. 

Margarita.  I  can  not  see  what  mighty  things  indeed 
My  aunt  Qiovanna  ever  did  for  me  : 
Caa  youF 
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Duraao.  Thej  long  are  over,  if  ^e  did. 

Margarita.  Beside  .  . 

Durmto.  Noir  what  beeide  ? 

Margarita.  I  liad  almoet 

8aid  Buch  a  fooliah  thing;  1 

Dwaao.  Tou !  Moi^arita ! 

Mm-gariUt.  I  was  about  to  Ba;  she  did  no  mAre 
For  me  tiian  ;on.    If  she  loved  mt,  she  loved  me 
Because  she  loved  my  nLcfther,  her  own  sister ; 
Where  is  the  wonder  ?  where  the  merit  ? 

Dwasao.  None. 

Margarita.  She  even  loved  another  sister,  her 
Whom  people  call'd  Fiamnutta  ;  God  knows  why  ; 
No  ChrutisQ  name,  nought  Christian-like  about  it. 
She  was  the  one  of  Sicily,  who  fancied 
(0  shame  upon  her  !)  aomebody  .  .  a  writer. 

Dtiramo.  What  writer? 

Margarita.  Is  not  that  enough  P  a  writer ! 

Duraao.  There  is  not  much  to  thank  her  for,  if  all 
Partake  of  her  affection,  even  those 
Who  sink  so  low. 

Margarita.  She  played  with  you  the  most ; 

Ferhape  because  she  thought  you  like  her  child. 
She  did  show  pleasure  when  she  fondled  me; 
But  'twas  not  to  make  tiu  the  happier, 
Although  it  did  so,  but  herself  .  .  herself. 
Yet,  Carlo,  would  you  think  it !  there  are  times 
When  I  am  ready  to  desire  of  you 
That  you  would  let  her  out  of  euoh  a  den 
At  Muro. 

Duraao.  Had  you  mentioned  it  before, 
'  As  wishing  it  .  .  why,  then  indeed  .  . 

Margarita.  So,  then, 

Tou  would  have  let  her  out  ?    How  very  bind ! 


Duratso.  If  we  could  have  persuaded  b 


0^. 


Margarita.  Persuaded  her?  what !  out  of  prison? 

Duraao.  Do  not 

Term  it  so  harshly :  who  can  bear  to  hear 
Of  prisons? 

Margarita.  Is  the  tower  indeed  not  lockt 
Nor  bolted? 

Ditraao.       People  would  run  into  it 
And  trouble  her  devotions.     At  this  time 
She  needs  them  most  particularly. 

Margarita.  Why  ? 

Durazzi>.  Her  health  declines. 


..Google 


WORKS  OF  LANDOR.  [Dialoouks 

Margarita.  Is  %he  in  danger  ? 

Dwatto.  Some. 

Margarita.  Immment  f 

Durana.  There  are  feare. 

Margarita.  About  her  life  ? 

DttroMMo.  Men  shake  their  heads. 

Margarita.'  0  Carlo !     0  my  Carlo ! 

I  have  .  .  (will  Qod  forgiTe  me  ?)  been  ungrateful. 
And  all  thia  time !  .  .  wnen,  butvue  moment  of  it  .  . 
My  hand  in  hers,  or  hers  upon  my  head  .  . 

Durano.  Hush !  Uat^arita !  thou'rt  a  gueen  :  be  calm, 
And  worthy  of  the  station  we  enjoy.  [St  leadi  her  out. 


BCENK  in.      PALACE,    RAFLEB. 

High  Btswabs.    Chaubeblain.    Goascsum^.    Dubasio. 

Chamberlain.  Waiy  and  slow  is  this  our  chancellor, 
Where  title-deeds  are  fluttering  in  suspense ; 
The  perill'd  life  and  honour  of  his  queen 
Be  pauses  as  he  would  a  wretch  in  chains 
On  Uie  road-Bide,  saying,  So  !  th«n  t/uni  art ! 

Lord  Migh  Steward.    We  want  such  men's  religion,    their 
sound  sense , 
Coolness,  deliberation,  ponderoiu  front. 
Broad  and  darh  eyebrow.     Much  of  dignity, 
Reverence  and  awe,  build  on  these  crags  alone, 

2m^  Chamberlain.  Ye  have  them  all  in  one.    I  hear  hia  foot : 
The  king  steps  lighter :  both  advance. 

Zorrf  Sigh  Steward.  Who  come 

Behind  ?  for  there  are  many. 

(Dtjilazzo,  Chakcellor,  Counsklloks,  enter.) 

Durazto.  Take  your  seats. 

Qentlemen  !  ye  have  heard  with  indignation 
The  rash  attempt  against  my  peace  and  youie. 
Made  by  the  Suabian,  husband  of  Qioranna. 

Lord  Chamhvlain.  We  hear,  by  Heaven's  protection  of  your 
Highness. 
It  fail'd. 

Lord  High  Steujord.  And  that  he  fell  in  the  attempt. 

Ihtraxut.  Desperate,  he  cut  his  way,  tho'  woimded,  thro' 
My  bravest  troops,  but  could  not  force  the  gate ; 
Horsemen  are  weak  at  walls  nine  fathoms  high  ; 
He  had  scarce  twenty  with  him. 
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Chanedlor.  There  lie  paid 

Hie  forfeit  life,  declared  already  traitor. 

Dwaao.  On  this  ve  are  not  met,  but  to  deliberate 
On  the  state's  safely.     Uy  lord  chancellor, 
Is  the  queen  guilty  ? 

Chancellor  (ttarU).  We  must  try  her  first, 
Privately ;  then  decide. 

Duraao.  Tea,  privately ; 

Bo  pleaseth  me.     Take  then  your  eecretarieB 
And  question  her ;  decorously,  humanely. 


scene  tv.    castle  of  hubo. 
Oiovabha.    Chancellob.    Hioh  Stewabd.     Chambsrului. 


Chaneelltir.  Lady !  we  have  heard  all,  and  only  ask 
(For  the  realm's  weal)  your  Highness  will  vouchsafe 
To  sign  this  parchment. 

Giofamut  {takiiy  it).  What  contains  itf 

Chanetllor.  Peace. 

Oiovanna.  I  then  would  sign  it  with  my  blood ;  but  binml 
Runuing  from  royal  veins  never  signed  peace.  [R.adt. 

It  seems  I  am  required  to  abdicate 
In  favour  of  Duke  Carlo  of  Durazzo. 

Chancellor.  Even  so. 

Oiovanna  {to  the  othn-i).  To  you  I  turn  me,  gentlemen ! 
If  ever  you  ore  told  that  I  admitted 
His  unjust  claims,  if  ever  you  behold 
Sign'd,  as  you  fancy,  by  my  hasd  tJie  parchment 
That  waives  our  kingdom  feom  its  rigitful  heir, 
Believe  it  not :  only  oelieve  these  tears, 
Of  which  no  false  one  ever  fell  from  me 
■  Amcmg  the  many  'twas  my  fate  to  shed. 
I  want  not  yours;  they  come  too  late,  my  friends  ; 
Farewell,  then !    You  may  live  and  serve  your  country ; 
These  walls  are  mine,  and  nothing  now  beyond. 


Uaxdos'.     Stephen. 
Maximin.  Among  the  idle  and  the  fortunate 
Never  drops  one  but  catafolc  and  canopy 
Are  ready  for  him  :  organ  raves  above. 
And  songsters  wring  their  hands  and  push  dull  rhym 
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loto  dull  esre  that  worse  than  wax  hath  etopt, 
And  cherubs  puff  their  cheeks  and  cry  half-split 
With  striding  bo  aorosa  his  monument. 
Name  me  one  honest  man  for  whom  such  plays 
Were  ever  acted. 

They  will  ne'er  lay  Otho 
With  kindred  clay !  no  helm,  no  boot  beside 
His  honied  bier  f  no  stamp  of  stately  soldier 
Angry  with  grief  and  swearing  hot  reren^, 
Until  even  the  paid  priest  turns  roimd  and  winks. 
I  will  away :  sick,  weary  .  . 

(Stephen  mUri.) 

Stfphen.  Hast  thou  heard 

The  saddest  thing  ? 

Maximin.  Heard  it  ?  .  .  committed  it, 

Say  rather.     But  for  thee  and  thy  curst  gold, 
Wlkich,  like  magician's,  turns  to  dust,  I  trow, 
I  had  received  him  in  the  gate,  and  brought 
The  treasure  of  his  soul  before  his  eyes  : 
He  had  not  dosed  them  so. 

Stfphm.  Worst  of  it  all 

Is  the  queen's  death. 

Maximin.  The  queen's  ? 

Stephm.  They  stifled  her 

With  her  own  pillow. 

Jfaximin.  Who  says  that  ? 

SUphm.  The  man 

Buns  wild  who  did  it,  through  the  streets,  and  howls  it. 
Then  imitates  her  voice,  and  softly  sobs 
"Z«y  me  in  Santa  Chiara." 


sckke  vi.    waplbs.    befoke  thk  palace.     auono  drasds. 
Maxuuit.     Durazzo. 

Maximin.  Gallant  prince ! 

Conqueror  of  more  than  men,  of  more  than  heroes ! 
What  may  that  soldier  merit  who  deserts 
His  post,  and  lets  the  enemy  to  tlie  tent  ? 

Duraiao.  Death  is  the  sentence. 

Maximin.  Sign  that  sentence  then. 

I  shall  be  found  beside  a  new-made  grave 
In  Santa  Chiura. 

Ihiraiao.  Art  thou  mad  ? 
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Maximin.  I  ttball  be 

If  you  delay. 

J)urmxo  {to  Quardfi).  See  this  man  into  Himgniy. 

SCENE  Tli.      NAPLEB.      HONASTEBY  GARDEN. 

Xvpert  [aiane).  There  are  somepIeaaureB  serious  meu  sigh  over, 
And  there  are  others  maniacs  hue  in  chains  : 
I  wonder  vhat  they  are  :  I  would  exchange 
All  mine  for  either,  all  that  e'er  were  mine. 
I  have  been  sadly  treated  my  whole  life, 
Cruelly  aligh.ted,  shamefully  maligned : 
And  this  too  will  be  laid  upon  my  shoulders. 
If  men  are  witty,  all  the  wit  of  others 
Bespangles  them ;  if  criminal,  all  crimes 
Are  shoveled  to  their  doors. 

God  knows  how  truly 
I  wisht  her  life ;  not  her  imprieoninent 
More  truly.     Maximin  and  Agatha 
In  the  queen's  life  would  never  have  come  forth. 

Men  of  late  years  have  handled  me  so  roughly, 
I  am  become  lees  gentle  than  I  was. 
Derision,  scoffs  and  ecoms,  must  be  rebuft. 
Or  we  can  do  no  good  in  act  or  counsel. 
Respect  is  needful,  is  our  air,  our  day, 
'Tie  in  the  sight  of  men  we  see,  ourselves. 
Without  it  we  are  dark  and  halt  and  speechless. 
Beljgion  in  respect  and  power  hath  being. 
And  perishes  without  them.     Power  I  hold  : 
Why  shun  men's  looks  ?  why  my  own  thoughts  .  .  afraid  7 
No,  I  am  not  afraid  :  but  phantasies 
Long  dwelt  on  let  us  thro'. 

If  I  do  quail, 
Tis  not  the  mind,  the  spirit ;  'tis  the  body. 

A  3foni  (eittertHg).  Father  I  come  from  Muro,  where  a  woman 

gckly  before)  for  days  refused  all  food, 
d  now  is'dead. 

Rupert.  What  is  her  nante  7 

Monk.  One  Agatha. 

Svpert.  Did  she  receive  the  holy  Sacrament  7 

Monk.  You  must  have  known  she  did,  else  why  such  joy  7 
She  would  receive  nought  else. 

Rupert.  Then  she  is  safe. 

Mmi.  We  trust  in  Qod  she  is :  yet  she  herself 
Had  pious  doubt. 

Rupert.  Of  what  was  her  discourse  F 
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Moni.  Her  mind,  ere  eh©  departed,  wandered  from  her. 

Rupert.  What  did  ehe  talk  about  ?  dost  hear  ? 

Menh.  Bhe  said, 

"  Gupert,  if  he  oould  eee  me,  might  be"  .  .  . 

Raptrt.  ^S'h^B.t  7 

Monk.  Her  mind,  obserre,  waa  wandering. 

Rupert.  Thine  is  too. 

Tell  me  the  veiy  word  ehe  uttered. 

Monk.  "Saved." 

BleHsingfi  upon  her !  your  uplifted  hands 
And  radiant  brow  announce  her  present  bliss. 

Rupert.  Said  ehe  no  more  ? 

Monk.  "  Since  he's  not  here,  take  these, 

And  let  the  friar  and  his  brotherhood 
Say  masses  for  my  eoul :  it  may  do  good 
To  theirs  no  less." 

I  etoopt  the  holy  taper. 
And  through  her  fingers  and  her  palm  could  see 
That  ehe  held  something :  she  had  given  it 
But  it  dropt  out  of  them :  this  cmcinx, 
From  which  the  equare-set  jewels  were  removed, 
And  this  broad  golden  piece,  with  its  long  chain 
Of  soft  dark  hair,  like  our  late  i^ueen  Giovanna'a. 

Rup»ri.  Her  medal .  <  anno  prtmo  .  .  All  goes  right. 

Monk.  Your  bleaning ! 

Rupert.  Take  it,  pr'ythee,  and  b^one.     [Mont  goes. 

Nothing  has  hurt  me  :  none  have  seen  me.     Kone  f 
Ye  saints  of  heaven  f  hath  ever  prayer  been  miss'd  ? 
Penance,  tho'  hard,  been  ever  unperform'd  ? 
Why  do  ye  then  abandon  me?  like  one 
Whom  in  your  wrath  ye  hurl  aside ;  like  one 
Scathed  by  those  lightnings  which  Ood'e  eloepless  eye 
Smites  earth  with,  and  which  devils  underneath. 
Feeling  it  in  ihe  abysses  of  the  abyss, 
Bejoioe  was  not  for  them. 

Repent  I  did  .  . 
Even  of  Agatha  I  did  repent. 
I  did  repent  the  noble  fnends  had  fallen. 
Could  they  not  have  been  wiser,  and  escaped. 
By  curbing  evil  passions,  pride,  distrust, 
Defiance  7     It  was  wrong  m  them :  in  me 
'Twas  not  quite  well :  'twas  harsh,  'twas  merciless : 
Andrea  had  not  done  it :  wnmg'd,  betray'd, 
Andrea  had  not  done  it. 

Have  my  words 
Sorcery  in  them  ?  do  they  wake  the  dead  ? 


.y  Google 


s  Vntsi.]  FRA  RUPERT.  aj9 

Hide  th;  pale  face,  dear  boy !  hide  from  my  sif^ht 
Those  two  dark  drops  that  atain  thy  scanty  beard. 
Hide  those  two  eyes  that  start  so !     Curse  me,  Trill  me  ; 
'Twere  mercy,  'twere  compassion,  not  revenge ; 
Justice,  the  echo  of  God's  voice,  cries  More  ! 
I  can  endnre  all  else. 

I  will  arise, 
Push  off  this  rack  that  rends  me,  rush  before  him 
And  ask  him  why  he  made  me  what  I  am. 

{^Entmr  Officers.) 

Fir»t  Officer.  Traitor !  the  king  hath  traced  all  thy  devices. 

Rttpert.  Without  them  he  had  ne'er  been  what  ye  style  him. 

Swmd  Offietr.  Avowest  thou  thy'  perfidy  P 

Rvp»rt.  And  his. 

Third  Oigietr.  Uurderer  !  thou  shalt  confess. 

Rupert.  'Twere  ro3ral  bounty. 

Third  Ofiar.  And  die. 

Rtiperi.  'Twere  more  than  royal. 

Pir»l  O^w.  Come  thy  way. 

Rwpart.  My  way  ?  my  way  ?  .  .  I've  travell'd  it  enoug^h, 
With  or  without  thee  I  will  take  another. 

Btcit)^  Officer.  "Whither ! 

Rupert  {point*  to  the  teindote).  LoAk  yonder ! 
There  it  lies.  [Stabt  himielf. 

Andrea ! 

F^rtt   Officer    {after  a  pome).    Merciful  God  I    end  thus  his 
many  crimes  ? 

Third  Officer  {after  a  pmue).  What  moans  and  piteous  waU- 
mga  nnm  the  street ! 

Second  Officer.  Can  they  arise  for  him  so  suddenly  ? 

J-^rtt  Officer.  There  are  too  many.     None  hath  told  the  deed 
Beyoad  this  spot,  none  seen  it. 

TZird  Officer.  Now  you  hear 

Distindlv ;  if  distinctly  may  be  heard 
The  waif  of  thousands. 

Second  Officer.  Their  queen's  name  they  cry  .  . 

Third  (^cer.  With  blessing. 

Firet  Officer.  Now,  at  last,  ye  know  Giovanna  j 

And  now  will  Rupert  too  be  known,  tho'  late. 
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THE  SIEGE  OF  ANCONA. 

Ka  erent  in  the  historr  of  Italy,  including  the  Baiiuui,  is  at  onoa  bo  trmgical  and 
•o  glorioiu  ■■  the  Hietfe  of  Aaoonit ;  nor  shall  we  find  at  nay  period  of  it, 
two  cont«mporar]'  chnrart'T!'  so  admirable  for  diaiiiteraflled  vuloac  ftnd 
pronipt  hamanity,  aa  William  degli  Adalacdi  of  llucheaeUa,  ind  the 
ConntMi  oF  Battiiioro.  llie  namei  of  thuae  who  snsbuuei  the  eiese  are, 
for  the  moM-part,  fbrKOttan :  bat  Muntori  hai  iosaried  in  his  impOTuJiaMa 
work  the  mtrratiTei  of  Mnitemponuf  and  neatly  contemporar;  authora ;  and 
Stimondi  has  rendered  many  of  the  Caota  nore  geaendly  known. —JTmI.  dit 
BiptA.  IlaL,  tome  xi.  ch.  i. 

UmX  CBABACTEB8. 

Tke  CoKBct.  o?  Akcoh*.  Thi  Aschbibhop  of  Ubnti.  Tui  Bubop  or  Ahodna. 
Antonio  Htajidha.  Fitrbk  John.  Mnvut.  Cosrivzio.  CoaaADo, tre^AM- 
bJ  CntiaaiB.  Piuixrvi,/aniUfli/ Omml,  MxACHEaKLLA.  Hbr^ld,  Sixatow, 
OrpccBHl,  Pkiibti,  Psopl*. 

FEMAI.E  CHAAAOTEBfi. 
EsuiNiA,  (Ac    Cmuurt   daufhier.     Nina,  htr   eompaitioii.     AngbUCA,    mutlur  a/ 
Anionit  SlamKrm.     Halabpina.     ComtTKaK  op  BsBTlKOmo.     HaRCa,  tUtmdmt 
OH  Snamia. 

ACT  L    SCENE  I. 

On  the  itept  of  the  cathedral,  commanding  a  view  of  the  conutry.  Many  of  all 
■sea  are  loBTing  tba  church  and  lookme  at  the  approanh  of  the  Aiehbiahop, 
jnat  beyond  the  walla,  deeoeading  the  hill. 

Urminia.  Nina !  see  what  our  matin  prayers  have  brouglit  us. 

0  what  a  Bight !     The  youth  and  DiMJens  fly, 
Some  to  tfie  city,  others  up  the  hiUs, 

With  the  freah  tale  eadi  for  the  one  loved  best. 
JVitM.  They  ore  afraid  to  meet  bo  many  hones ; 

1  would  aot  Bcud  away  ao,  were  I  there. 
Would  you  ? 

.£hnmM.  My  drees  would  show  die  dust ;  or  else  .  . 
I  run  to  toll  my  father :  go,  tell  yours. 
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8CEXS  II.     conscl'b  H0UB£. 
Oohbul  and  KKXimA. 

£rminia.  Father  \  why  are  not  all  tlie  bella  set  ringing  ? 

CoHtui.  Wliat  should  the  bells  be  ringing  for  to-day  ? 

.&MMM.  Such  a  proceasiou  uumes  along  the  road 
Am  never  was  :  some  bishop  at  the  Iiead : 
And  vhat  a  horee  ia  under  bim  !  and  what 
Beautiful  boye  .  .  they  really  are  but  boys, 
Dear  father  .  .  hold  the  bridle  on  each  side ! 
Scarlet  and  gold  about  their  surplices, 
And  waving  hair;  not  like  church  servitors. 
But  princes'  sons.     I  would  give  all  tte  world 
To  aee  their  faces  .  .  not  quite  all  the  world  .  . 
For  who  would  care  about  boya'  faces,  father  ? 
Bedde,  they  are  too  distant,  veiy  far. 

Connil.  Art  thou  gone  wild,  ^roinia  ? 

Urminia.  Come  and  see. 

Cotuul  (Utttnittg,  and  rising).  What  means  this  tumult  f 


GouBuI !  we  are  lost. 

Consul.  How  so  ? 

Pint  Senator.  The  archbishop  comes,  from  Barbarossa, 

Against  the  city. 

Conmi.  What  archbishop  comee  ? 

Seeond  Senator.  Of  Mentz. 

Consul.  Then  close  the  gates,  and  man  the  walls, 

And  hurl  defiance  on  him.     Bring  my  robe, 
Erminia !  I  will  question  this  proud  prelate. 
Oasparo,  lift  my  armour  from  the  waJl 
In  readiness. 

Ogteer.  A  herald,  sir,  daims  entrance. 

Herald  mtsr*. 

Conmd.  What  would  your  master  with  hia  perfidy  ? 

Seraii.  My  master  is  the  emperor  and  ting. 

Consul.  The  more  perfidious.     Binds  bim  not  his  oath 
To  Buooour  Italy  ?    Is  slaveij  succour  ? 
Tell  the  false  priest  thou  comeet  from,  that  priest 
Who  took  the  name  of  Christian  at  the  font, 
'Twere  well  he  held  not  in  such  mookety 
The  blessed  one  he  bears  it  from.     But  wealth 
And  power  put  Wisdom's  eyes  out,  lest  she  rule. 

HsrM.  Sir  Consul !  if  the  archbishop  never  preaches, 
Fray  why  should  you  ?    It  iU  becomes  my  office 
To  bandy  words;  mine  is  but  to  repeat 

TOt.  TU.  E 
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T)[0  words  of  olhi'ra  :  and  their  wonls  are  these  : 
"  The  people  of  Aikhhiu  imwt  resign 
Their  lawleas  indepondence,  and  submit 
To  Frederic,  our  emperor  and  king," 

Consul.  Brief  is  the  speech ;  ana  brief  is  the  reply. 
The  people  of  Ancona  will  maintain 
Their  lawful  indejiendence,  and  submit 
No  tittle,  sir,  to  emperor  or  king. 

Herald.  Is  this  the  final  answer  ? 

C'oittul.  Lead  him  forth. 

OJicer  {enters).  Sir !  ere  you  hasten  to  the  walls,  look  once 
Toward  the  harbour. 

Con»td.  Gracious  Heaven  !     What  sails 

Are  those  ?    Tenetian  ? 

Offieer.  Yes ;  and  they  take  soundinga. 

Consul.  Venice  against  us  ?     Freedom's  firstborn  child. 
After  the  deluge  tl^t  drown'd  Italy, 
Alas  !  the  free  are  free  but  for  themselves ; 
They  hate  all  others  for  it.     The  first  murderer 
(Their  patron)  slew  his  brother.     Thus  would  they. 

[lb  the  Officer. 
Uerluccio !  hasten,  Tnn.Ti  !  call  back  again 
Out  mariners  to  leave  the  battlements 
And  guard  their  sisters  and  their  mothers  here. 

Officer.  Mothers  and  sisters  foUow'd  them,  to  bring 
Munition  up  the  towers. 

Coiuul.  Bid  them  return  : 

The  beach  is  open :  thither  is  my  road 
Until  more  hands  arrive. 

Mesunger  {etUeri).  Sir  1  they  weigh  down 

Machines  for  storming. 

Cotuul.  Go  thou,  tell  Campiglio 

To  intercept  them,  if  he  can,  before 
They  join  the  Germans  on  the  billw  above. 

Erminia.  0  father!  here  are  none  beside  ourselves  : 
And  those  few  people  hauling  in  the  boats 
Can  help  us  little  ;  they  are  so  afraid. 

CofutU.  Think  not  they  are  afraid  because  they  pull 
The  oars  with  desperate  strength  and  dissonance : 
Who  knows  if  they  have  each  his  loaf  at  bome, 
Or  smallest  fish  set  by  from  yesterday  ? 
The  weather  has  been  rough  ;  there  is  a  swell 
From  the  Adriatic,    Leave  me  now,  Erminia ! 

Urminia.  Alone,  dear  father? 

CoHtni  {placing  hit  hand  on  the  head  o/EsMnxu.). 

He  who  watches  over 
The  people,  never  is  alone,  my  diild ! 


.y  Google 


VaiSK.]  THE  SIEGE  OF  ANCONA, 

£!n>iinia  (nmning   bad).     Here    come  the  men  who 
debarkmg. 

Mnmzzt  (md  other*. 

Mituaai.  Hail, 

Sir  Conmil !    A]l  our  tears  then  were  but  vain  ? 

ConnU.  So !  you  did  tear  ? 

Mintasi.  Ay  did  we.    The  Venetians 

Side  in  huRO  g^eys ;  we  ply  boats  for  trade. 
But  since.  Sir  Consul,  you  expected  them, 
.  We  are  ail  safe.     I  did  not  much  misgive 
When  one  in  gallant  trim,  a  comely  youth, 
Outside  the  mole,  but  ready  to  slip  in, 
Beckon'd  me  from  his  boat,  and  gave  me,  smiling. 
This  letter,  bidding  me  deliver  it 
Into  no  other  hand  beside  the  confiul'a. 
And  adding,  "  All  will  eooa  be  well  again." 
I  hope  it  may.     But  there  was  oause  for  doubt ! 
The  galleys  have  ca«t  anchor. 

CoimU.  Sure  enough 

They  join  our  enemies. 

Minimt.  How  !     One  free  state 

Against  another !     Slaves  fig^t  slaves,  and  kings 
Fight  bdngs :  so  let  them,  tul  the  last  haa  bled : 
Bat  shall  wise  men  (and  wise  above  the  wise, 
And  free  above  the  free  are  the  Venetians) 
Devastate  our  joint  patrimony  .  .  freedom  ? 
I  fear  not  him  who  faUs  from  such  a  hi^th 
Before  he  strikes  me.     At  him !  my  brave  boys ! 
At  him !  the  recreant !    We  have  borne  too  much 
In  seeing  his  attempt.     Could  not  we  cut 
The  cables? 

Siamura.  Hare,  rare  sport  for  us ! 

Con*ul.  Stamura ! 

If  wise  Minuzzi  deems  it  feasible, 
Ye  shall  enjoy  the  pastime,  while  the  wind 
Sita  in  this  quarter,  blowing  from  due-east 
Hard  into  port :  else  must  ye  to  the  walls, 
To  meet  full  twenty  thousand,  well  approved 
In  arms  the  most-part,  all  athirst  for  plunder. 

Minusa.  Where  are  they  posted  ? 

Cen»ul.  At  the  battlements. 

Jfi'ttuKEi.  Lads!  we  must  lose  no  time. 

Saiior.  Now  let  us  see 

Whether  we  too  may  not  be  mischievous 
Ajb  they  could  wish  us,  this  fine  April  mom. 
B  2 
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Jfr'ttuai.  Each  bring;  his  hatchet.    Off !  and  quiukly  back. 

Fathsk  John  entert. 
One  word,  air  Coneul,  ere  we  part,  this  one : 
iij  wife  sits  nigh  the  old  church  porch,  infirm 
With  many  watehinm ;  thro'  much  love  for  me, 
True-hearted  !  ehould  the  waters  wash  me  home, 
Stiffen'd  a  little  more  than  is  convenient. 
Let  none  displace  her  from  that  tow  stone  seat. 
Grant  me  my  suit,  unless  I  fail  in  duty. 

Cotuui   {pretiei  hU  hand).   And  these  are  breasts  deepotie 
power  would  crush ! 

[Mixuzzi  going,  meeU  Fatb£B  Jokv,  who  had  Uitaud. 

Father  John.  Talk  ye  of  hatchets  F 

Coniul.  Father  John !  eood  day ! 

F.  John.  Yea,  with  Gtod's  blessing,  we  will  make  it  bo. 

CofutU.  I  want  your  counsel  on  a  perilous  move. 
Father !  you  were  a  diver  in  time  past. 

F.  John.  And  in  time  present  may  be  one  agnin. 

Mintmi.  Ah !  oould  you  join  us  in  our  enterprise ! 

F.  John.  "What  is  it  ? 

MinwMi.  Why,  to  dive  and  out  the  cables 
Of  yon  Venetians  dancing  there  so  gaily. 
And  bowing  in  bright  pennons  to  ^ch  other. 

F.  John.  Is  this  me  Doge's  wedding-day  with  Adria  ? 
Xo  dame  in  Tenice  ever  played  him  falser 
Than  she  will  do,  and  haply  before  night. 
Ye  Bpoke  of  hatchet!    "Twould  but  do  poor  work 
Against  a  cable. 

Stamttra.  We  can  hold  our  breath 

A  good  while  on  such  business. 

Connd.  Father  John, 

Could  you  devise  some  fitter  instruinent  F 

Mimaai.  Ah !  what  inventions  have  not  priesta  devised ! 
We  all  of  us  are  what  we  are  thro'  them, 

F.  John.  I  love  this  reverence,  my  grey  boy  !  and  aptly 
Hast  thou  believed  that  Father  John  oould  frame 
What  will  perform  the  work,  else  difficult. 
I  thou^t  of  Turks  and  Saracens,  and  flags 
Bearing  the  crescent,  not  the  winged  lion. 
When  I  prepared  my  double-handed  sickle 
To  reap  tbe  nemp-field  that  lies  under  water. 
I  will  diye  too,  and  teach  you  on  the  way 
How  ye  shall  manage  it.     So  fare  you  well, 
Sir  Consul !       '  {^Totht  Man. 
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We  have  all  the  day  before  ua 
And  not  long  woA  (tho'  rather  bard)  to  do. 

aoBHX  m. 
CoirauL  and  Ebjcinu. 

Ceiuul.  Krminia !  read  this  letter.     Wait  avhile  .  . 
BepresB  thy  curiosity  .  .     First  tell  me, 
Erminia  !  would'st  u>ou  form  some  great  alliance  ? 

Erminia.  Yee,  father  !  who  would  not  F 

CoHivi.  I  know  that  nona 

Hath  Ton  that  little  heart  of  thine  at  present. 

Erminia.  Uany,  many  have  won  it,  my  dear  father ! 
I  nevei  see  one  run  across  the  street 
To  help  a  lame  man  up  or  g^uide  a  blind  man 
But  that  one  wins  it :  never  hear  one  speak 
As  all  should  speak  of  you,  but  up  my  arms 
Fly  ready  to  embrace  lum ! 

Cotuui,  And  when  any 

S^8  thou  art  beautiful,  and  says  he  loves  thee. 
What  are  they  ready  then  for  ? 

Erminia.  Not  to  beat  him 

Certainly  :  but  none  ever  sud  such  things. 
They  look  at  me  because  I  am  your  daughter, 
And  I  am  glad  they  look  at  me  for  that. 
And  always  smile,  tho'  some  look  veiy  grave. 

Contul.  Well  now,  Erminia,  should  his  Holiness 
The  Pope  have  sent  hie  nephew  with  this  letter, 
Would  you  receive  him  willingiy  ? 

JShautM.  Host  willingly. 

CoMui.  Nay,  that  is  scarcely  maidenly,  so  soon. 

Erminia.  I  woidd  not  if  you  disapprove  of  it. 

Coutnl.  I  do  suspect  he  came  abo^il  the  galleys. 

Erminia.  0  then,  the  galleys  are  not  enemiee. 

ConttU.  Not  if  thou  giveet  him  thy  hand.    What  say'st  thou  ? 

Erminia.  I  never  saw  him. 

Contul.  But  suppose  him  handsome. 

Indeed  I  hear  much  of  his  oomeliness. 

Erminia.  Is  that  enou^  ? 

ConnU.  And  virtues. 

Erminia.  That  alone 

Is  not  enough,  tho'  very,  very  much.  , 

He  must  be  handsome  t^io,  he  must  be  brave, 
He  must  have  seen  me  often,  and  must  love  me. 
Before  I  love  or  think  of  him  as  lover : 
For,  father,  yon  are  not  a  king,  you  know, 
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Nor  I  a  princess :  so  that  all  these  gualitiee 
(Unless  you  will  it  otherwise)  are  necessary. 

Contui.  Thou  art  grown  thoughtful  suddenly,  and  prudent. 

JErminia.  Do  not  such  things  require  both  thought  and  pru- 
dence? 

Conntl.  In  most  they  come  but  slow^  ;  and  t.hin  ground 
Is  that  where  we  most  stumble  on.    The  wise 
Espoiise  the  foolish ;  and  the  fool  bears  ofi 
From  the  top  branch  the  guerdon  of  the  wise : 
Ay,  the  clear-Bighted  (in  all  other  things) 
Cast  down  their  eyes  and  follow  their,  own  will, 
Taking  the  hand  of  idiots.     They  weU  know 
They  shall  repent,  but  iind  the  road  so  pleasant 
That  leads  into  repentance. 

Urminia.  Ah,  poor  souls  I 

They  must  have  lost  their  fathers  :  then  what  wonder 
That  they  have  lost  their  way ! 

Consuf.  Now,  in  fe*  words, 

Brminia,  for  time  presses,  let  me  tell  thee, 
The  Pope  will  succour  us  against  our  foe 
If  I  accept  his  nephew  for  a  son. 

Erminia.  0  father  !  does  that  mabe  our  cause  more  righteous? 
Or  more  unrighteous  theirs  who  persecute  us  ? 

Comal,  No,  child :  but  wilt  thou  hear  him?    Kank  and  riches 
WUl  then  be  thine.     Altho'  not  bom  a  princess, 
Thou  wilt  become  one. 

Erminia.  I  am  more  already  ; 

I  am  your  daughter ;  yours,  whom  not  one  voice 
Saised  over  all,  but  thousands. 

Coiuul.  I  resign 

My  station  in  few  days. 

Erminia.  O  stay  in  it 

Until  the  enemy  is  beaten  back. 
That  I  may  talk  of  it  when  I  am  old. 
And,  when  I  weep  to  think  of  you,  may  dry 
My  tears,  and  say,  Myfntktr  then  was  Conmi. 

Consul.  The  power  may  be  prolonged  until  my  death. 

Erminia.  0  no  ;  the  laws  forbid  it :  do  they  not  ? 

Coiuul.  He  who  can  make  and  unmake  every  law, 
Divine  and  human,  will  uphold  my  state 
Bo  long,  acknowledging  his  power  supreme ; 
And  laying  the  city  s  keys  before  his  feet. 

Erminia.  Hath  he  not  Peter's  ?     What  can  he  want  more  ? 
O  father !  think  again !  I  am  a  child 
Almost,  and  have  not  yet  had  time  enough 
Quite  to  unlearn  the  lessons  you  enforced 
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By  precept  and  example.    Bear  with  me ! 
I  have  nmde  you  unhappy  man^  tiuee, 
Tou  never  made  me  so  until  this  hour ; 
Bear  with  me,  0  my  father ! 

Consul.  To  my  axnu, 

Erminia !     Thou  hast  read  within  my  breast 
Thy  leeson  backward,  not  suspecting  guile. 
Yea,  I  w«8  giulefuL     I  would  try  thy  nature ; 
I  find  it  what  ie  rarely  found  in  woman. 
In  man  as  rarely.     The  Venetian  fleet 
Would  Bide  with  ue ;  their  towers,  their  catapults 
Would  all  bo  ours,  fbd  the  Pope's  uejdLew  thine. 
Would  but  thy  fatiier  place  the  power  supreme 
Within  his  hfuads,  becoming  his  vicegerent. 
I  turn  aside  from  fraud,  and  see  how  force 
May  best  be  met,  in  parley  with  the  German. 


CoxBiTL  and  Abchbibhop. 

Arehbiihop.  I  do  presume  from  your  habiliments 
Ton  are  the  consul  of  this  petty  state. 

ConnU.  I  am. 

Arehhuhop.  You  may  be  seated.    Onoe  again  . . 
Will  you  surrender  unconditionally  ? 

Contui.  Xor  unconditionally  nor  conditionally. 

Archbishop.  I  sent  for  you  to  point  where  hes  your  duty. 

Contul.  It  lies  where  I  have  left  it,  in  the  town. 

Arehhithop.  You  doubt  my  clemency. 

ConmU.  Say  rather  '  honour.'' 

Arehhithop.  Doubt  you  a  soldier's  honour  ? 

Contid.  Not  a  soldier's 

Bat  when  the  soldier  and  the  priest  unite. 
Well  may  I  doubt  it.     Goats  are  harmless  brutes ; 
Dragons  may  be  avoided ;  but  when  goat 
And  dragon  form  one  creature,  we  abnor 
The  flames  and  ooilings  of  the  fell  chinuera. 

Arehbiihop.  And  therefore  you  refused  a  conference 
Unless  I  pitch  my  tent  beneath  your  walls. 
Within  an  arrow  s  shot,  distributing 
Ten  archers  on  each  side ;  ten  mine,  ten  yours  7 

Contul.  No  doctor  of  divinity  in  Paris 
Is  cleverer  at  divining.     Thus  it  stands. 

Arehhithop.  HI  brook  I  such  affronts, 

Connd.  Ill  brook,  perhaps. 
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Florence  and  Pisa  their  ambaeeadore 
Invited  to  a  conference  on  peace, 
And  cast  in  prison. 

ArchHthop.  Thus  we  teach  the  proud 

Their  duty. 

Conml.  Let  the  lame  man  teach  the  lame 
To  walk,  the  blind  man  teach  the  blind  to  see. 

Arehbithop.  Insolent!     Unbecoming  of  my  station 
Were  it  to  argue  with  a  churl  so  rude. 
Else :  look  before  you  thro'  the  tent :  what  see  you  ? 

Cofuul.  I  see  huge  masses  of  green  com  upheaved 
"Within  a  belt  of  pahBadss.  * 

Arehbi»hop.  "What  else  ? 

Conml.  Sheep,  oxen,  horses,  trampling  them. 

Arehimhop.  No  more  ? 

Con'ul.  Other  huge  masses  farther  off  are  smoking. 
Because  their  juices  quench  the  faggot-fire. 

Archhithop.  And  whence  come  these  ? 

ConttU.  From  yonder  houseless  fields. 

Of  crops,  and  even  of  boundaries,  bereft.  . 

AreM>i»hop.  Whose  were  they  ? 

C'onttd.  Whose  ?    The  church's,  past  a  doubt : 

It  never  takes  what  is  not  freely  given, 

Arehbithop.  Proud  rebels!  ye  have  brought  upon  your  heads 
This  signal  vengeance  from  offended  Csssar. 

Cotuul.  And  must  ten  thousand  starve  because  one  man 
Is  wounded  in  that  part  which  better  men 
Cut  from  them,  as  ill-sorted  with  our  nature  ? 
If  Satan  could  have  dropt  it,  he  were  saved. 

Arehbiihop.  What  meanest  thouf      What  oast  they  from 
themf 

Conml.  Pride. 

It  clings  reund  little  breasts  and  maatete  them. 
It  drops  from  loftier,  spum'd  and  trodden  down. 
Is  this,  my  lord  archbishop,  this  your  Eden  ? 
Is  this  the  sacrifice  of  grateful  herbs 
Ye  offer  to  your  Gods  ?     And  will  the  next 
Be  more  acceptable  I*     Bumt-offeringa  raised 
In  your  high  ^bces,  And  fossed  round  with  blood ! 

Archii*Mp.  Bloaphemer  !  I  am  here  no  priest ;  I  come 
Avenger  of  in-sulted  majesty. 
But,  if  thou  mindest  Holy  Writ,  mind  this. 
The  plainest  thing,  and  worthiest  of  remembrance :  .  . 
Bender  to  Ctesar  what  is  Craaar'B,  man ! 

Contut.  God  will  do  that  for  us.     Nought  owe  we  Ciesar 
But  what  he  sent  us  when  he  sent  you  hither, 
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To  cut  our  rising  wheat,  our  bleeding  vines, 
To  bom  our  olives  for  your  wild  carouaale  .  . 

Areihithcp.  The  onl;  wood  that  will  bum  greon  :  it  blazes 
Most  beautLfnUy,  and  so  smell  frmn  it. 
But  you  AD00iut«8  have  poor  olive  grounds. 
We  shall  wont  mora  by  Sunday. 

C'oiUvl.  May  the  curse 

Of  Ood  be  on  you! 

ArehiUhop.  We  are  not  so  impious : 

It  M  on  yoa :  it  were  a  sin  to  wiKh  it. 

CimnU.  Prince  and  archbishop '.  there  are  woes  that  fall 
Far  short  of  curses,  though  sore  chastisements ; 
ProsperitieA  there  are  that  hit  the  mark, 
And  the  clear-Bighted  see  Ghtd's  anger  there. 

Arehhi*h^.  Ajre  we  constrain'd  to  drag  and  vex  the  sea 
And  harrow  up  the  barren  rocks  below 
For  noisome  weeds  ?    Are  household  animals 
Struck  off  the  knee  to  furnish  our  repast  ? 

Coiuui.  Better  endure  than  cause  men  this  eadumnee. 

ArehhUhop.  Clearly  ye  think  so  :  we  think  othem'ise. 
'Tis  better  to  chastise  than  be  chastised, 
To  be  the  judge  than  be  the  criminal. 

Gmtul.  How  oft,  when  crimes  are  high  enough  to  strike 
^nie  front  of  Heaven,  are  those  two  characters 
Blended  in  one ! 

Ar^Hthop.      I  am  not  to  be  acJiool'd 
By  insolence  and  audacity. 

(^nttii.  Wtare, 

It  seems :  but  fortitude  and  tmst  in  God 
Wis  triumph  yet.     Our  conference  is  closed. 


ACT  II. 

BCKXE  I.     AT  THB  &AMPABTS. 

Asi^LicA,  Staicu&a,  and  Soldiers. 

Angetiea.  See  ye  those  towers  that  stride  against  the  walls  ? 

Soiiitr.  See  you  this  arrow  F    Few  were  not  more  fatal 
That  flew  from  them  :  but  this  arrests  my  arm 
Perhaps  beyond  to-morrow. 

Angeliea  {to  otheri).  Fi^t  amain. 

Soldier.  The  widow  of  Stamura  is  below. 
And,  slender  tho'  her  figure,  fair  her  face, 
Brave  as  her  hiisbund.     Few  her  words  :  beware 
Of  falling  hack,  lest  they  increase  and  shame  us. 
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Another  Soldier.  Long  live  Stamura  !    She  hath  crost  already 
The  sallyport. 

Another  Soldimr.  What  held  she  in  her  hand  ? 

Another  Soldier.  A  diataff. 

Soldier.  Hush !  what  cries  are  those  P 

Another  Soldier.  All  Oennan. 

Soldier.  What  dust  is  over-head  7 

Another  Soldier.  Ib  not  it  smoke  ? 

Hurrah  !  flames  mount  above  the  battlements. 

Soldier.  It  was  her  deed. 

Another  Soldier.  But  whose  those  cries  behind  us, 

Along  the  harbour  ? 

Soldier.  Those  all  are  Italian. 

Another  Soldier.  Look !     How  yon  tower  curls  outward,  red 
and  reeling! 

Soldier.  Ay  ;  it  leane  forward  as  in  mortal  pun. 

Another  Soldier.  What  are  those  things  that  drop  ? 

Soldier.  Men,  while  we  speak, 

Another  moment,  nothing. 

Another  Solditr.  Some  leap  down ; 

Others  would  keep  their  desperate  gram> :  the  fire 
Loosens  it ;  and  they  fall  like  shriTell'a  grapes 
Which  none  will  ^ther.    See  it,  while  you  can ; 
It  totters,  parts,  smks.    What  a  crash !    The  sparks 
Will  blind  our  archers. 

Another  Soldier.  What  a  storm  of  fire  ! 


SCENE  n.    THE  OONBDL'S  BO0BB. 
COKSTJL,  EbMIJUA. 

Erminia.  The  men  you  spoke  with  in  the  port  have  pass'd 
The  window,  and  seem  entering. 

Consui.  Friends,  come  in. 

Minteai  {entering  tctth  Stamina  and  otheri). 
Sir  Consul !  we  are  hOTs  inopportunely. 
Our  work  ia  done  :  Ood  prosper'd  it.     Young  lady  \ 
We  come  no  feastera  at  a  consul's  board. 

Contul.  Erminia !  coverest  thou  our  scanty  fan 
Because  'tie  scanty,  and  not  over-nice  ? 
Child !  thou  hast  eaten  nothing. 

Erminia.  Quite  enough. 

Consul.  No  wonder  thou  hast  lost  thy  appetite. 
And  sighest. 

Erminia.        I  am  sure  I  did  not  sigh ; 
Nor  have  I  lost  my  appetite. 
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Comul.  Then  eat : 

Take  off  the  napkin. 

Erminia.  Father !  you  well  knov 

What  is  beneath  it. 

ContiU.  Half  a  cake. 

ErMutia.  Of  beans, 

Of  ire,  of  baHey,  swept  from  oft  the  manger : 
My  little  horse  had  eaten  them  ere  now. 
But  .  . 

Conml.  The  child  weeps.     Eren  auch  flesh  must  servo. 
Heaven  grant  us  even  tluB  a  few  days  hence. 

Entinia  {to  8tam0ba).  Signor  Antonio !  do  not  look  at  mo, 
I  pray  you,  thinking  of  my  greediness ; 
Eat,  eat !    I  kept  it  .  .    If  the  sea's  freeh  air 
Uakee  hungry  those  who  sail  upon  it,  surely 
It  must  .  .  after  such  toil  .  . 

Stamura.  Such  toil  'twas  not. 

Erminia.  Father  !  could  you  persuade  him  ? 

Stamwa.  Fray  excuse  mc ! 

I  want  no  food. 

Conml.  Take  what  there  is,  and  wine, 

Wine  we  hare  BtUl  in  plenty,  old  and  strong. 

St^ura.  Qrant  me  this  one  half-beaker. 

Erminia.  Let  me  run 

And  rinse  it  well. 

Stamura.  Forbear !  forbear ! 

Contul.  We  have 

No  man  or  maiden  in  the  house ;  they  all 
Fi^t  or  assist  the  fighting. 

Mminia.  He  has  taken 

And  drank  it  every  dro^ !     Poor,  poor  Antonio ! 
0  how  he  must  have  thirsted ! 

[To  Stamtjra. 
'Twaa  half  water. 

Stamura.  It  was  not  veiy  strong. 

Minuai.  And  yet  the  colour 

Mounts  to  his  eyes  as  'twere  aheer  wine  of  Crete. 

CoTUul.  I  am  impatient  (you  must  pardon  me) 
To  hear  what  you  have  done.     Pour  out  the  wine, 
Erminia !  that  can  cause  but  short  delay. 

\_They  drink,  all  but  SrAMimA.     CriM  in  the  street, 
"  Long  live  8taiiura  ! " 

Stamura.  Call  they  me  ?  why  me  ? 

[Omj  again.     "  Long  lice  the  brace  Anoeijca." 

Stamura.  My  mother! 

Minuzzi.  Now  for  the  wine  !     The  boy  will  faint. 
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Angelica.  Help !  father  ! 

Officer.  Sir !  saw  you  not  the  flames  along  the  sky  ? 
Has  no  one  told  you  how  that  noble  lady 
Burnt  down  the  tower  with  all  its  galleries, 
Down  to  the  very  wheek  P 

Siamura.  Who  minds  the  tower  ? 

Sir !  ia  she  safe  ?  unhurt  ? 

Officer.  Sir!  the  ram's  head, 

Bla^en'd  with  Hmoke,  lean'd  prone  against  the  wall, 
Then  seem'd  to  shudder  as  'twere  half-aliTe. 
Then  fell  the  iron  mess.     It  made  no  sound 
Among  the  ashes.     Had  it  made  a  loud  one 
There  were  much  louder  from  the  wretches  crusht 
Beneath  it  and  its  tower ;  some  tearing  off 
Their  burning  armour  agonised  with  pain, 
And  others  pierced  with  red-hot  nails  that  held 
The  rafters  ;  others  holding  up  their  arms 
Against  the  pitch  and  sulphur  that  pour'd  down. 
It  was  a  sight !     Well  might  it  have  dettun'd, 
Those  who  beheld  it,  from  their  duty  here. 
Up  flew,  not  sparks  alone,  but  splinters  huge, 
Crackling  against  the  battlements,  and  drove 
More  men  away  than  all  their  arrows  oonld. 

Sfamura.  Sir  Consul !  I  must  warm  myself  with  fighting 
After  this  dip.  [^A»ide. 

Nor  see  my  mother  first  ? 
She  would  be  first  to  blame  me  if  I  did.  [Som. 

Coiuut.  God  prosper  thee,  brave  youth,  God  prosper  thee! 

Erminia  {luide).  Discourteous  man !  he  said  no  word  to  me ! 
He  even  forgot  my  father. 

Fathee  John  enter*. 

Mimazi.  Here  comes  one 

Who  can  relate  to  you  tlte  whole  exploit 
Better  than  we. 

Faihtr  John.  Where  is  Antonio  ? 

JK'nuEu'.  Gone 

This  instant.     How  was  it  ye  did  not  meet  ? 

Father  John.  Ha !  I  am  tltis  time  caught  in  my  own  net. 
I  knew  the  knave  would  run  away  at  seeing  me ; 
He  told  me  if  I  came  he  would  be  gone, 
Fearing  to  hear  my  story.     So.  sir  Consul, 
I  stole  m  softly  through  the  stable-door. 
I  can  not  knop  my  breath  beneath  the  surface 
So  long  as  boys  CMn.     They  sre  slenderer, 
Less  buoyant  too,  muyhaii.     Oft  as  I  rose 
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tiy  pilot-fish  was  with  me  ;  that  Stamura 
Would  never  leave  me. 

Urminu.  Father  John  !  your  hleRsiiig  ! 

You  always  used  to  give  it  me. 

Fathtr  John.  There,  take  it. 

How  the  girl  Msse*  my  rough  hand  to-day  !  [^A*iiU. 

Forgetful,  heedless,  reckless  of  hiniseU 
He  held  a  shapeless  shield  of  cork  before  me, 
Wherefrom  a  eilent  shower  of  arrows  fell 
From  ereiy  galley,  amid  ahoute  like  huntere' 
As  they  caught  sight  of  us.     Hie  bright  steel  points 
Bebounding  (for  not  one  of  them  bit  through) 
Qlistened  a  moment  as  they  dove  the  water. 
Theu  delved  into  the  uneven  furrow'd  Hands. 
Surely  the  lustrous  and  unclosing  eyes 
Of  well-poised  fishes  have  enjoy"  d  to-day 
A  rarity ;  they  never  saw  before 
So  many  feathers  sticking  all  upright 
Under  the  brine  so  many  fathoms  deep. 

Comul.  Father !  your  gaiety  will  never  fail  you. 

Fatktr  John.  Not  while  it  pleases  God  to  use  my  arm 
Or  wita,  audi  aa  they  are,  to  serve  my  country. 
But  this  I  tell  you :  had  the  boy  been  lees 
Assiduous,  or  less  brave,  the  fi^  had  seen 
Another  sight  they  oftener  see,  and  then 
No  Father  John  had  blest  that  maideu  more. 

JftMuni.  Stamura  saved  our  countiy,  saving  you. 

Fatlwr  John.  And  you  too,  both  of  you,  did  well  your  duty. 

Minvai.  Agrotiad  are  five  good  galleys,  and  their  crews 
Await  your  mercy. 

Father  John.  I^d  Stamura  bring 
His  captive,  that  spruce  Boman-spoken  gallant  f 

Conml.  He  brought  none  hither. 

Jftnunt.  Now  our  tale  is  told, 

A  little  fighting  will  assuage  the  toil 
And  oold  of  diving.     Brave  Stamura  tose'd 
The  net  above  his  forehead  fifty  times 
And  drew  it  off  and  shoved  it  back  ^ain, 
Impatient  for  his  mother.     He  will  bead 
(I  trow)  a  pasty  Qennan  ere  he  see  her ; 
We  too  may  lend  a  hand.     Come,  FatJter  John ! 
Shrive  aa  if  we  should  need  it. 

Contui.  Fare  ye  well. 

Thank  Ch>d !  I  am  not  rich ;  but  this  one  day, 
My  friends,  I  would  be  richer,  to  reward  you. 
The  ships  are  yours :  let  none  else  daim  one  plank. 
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SCEKE  lit.      THE  QUAY. 

People.   Stamuea. 

Siamura.  Stand  off !     The  stores  within  the  barks  belong 
Alike  and  equally  to  all.     Much  grain 
AVill  there  be  Bnilt  unlesa  a  steady  hand 
Conveys  it,  and  divides  it  house  by  house. 
Horses  no  fewer  than  three  score  are  dragged 
Within  the  gates,  from  the  lafit  charge  against  us : 
What  would  ye  ?     Wait  another  charge,  and  take  it. 

People.  Brave,  brave  Antonio ! 


SCENE  rv.    ARCHBISHOP  8  TENT. 

Akohbishop.     TAs  Brother*  Costanzio  atiS  Cobeado. 

Arehhishop.  Could  ye  not  wait  for  death  within  the  walls. 
But  must  rush  out  to  meet  it  ? 

Cottansio.  We  could  wait 

As  others  do. 

Corrado.  And  fight  we  could  as  others. 

Arehiiihop.  Coatauzio  and  Corrado !    I  am  grieved 
That  you  should  war  agaiiut  your  lawful  prince, 
Your  father  being  most  loyal. 

Coalanuo.  So  are  if  e. 

Archbishop.  What!  when  he  serves  the  emperor  and  king. 
And  you  the  rabble  ? 

Corrado.  Who  made  men  the  rabble  ? 

Archhithop.  Will  not  your  treason  and  your  death  afiUct  him  ? 

Coitatmo.  Our  treason  would  :  Ood  grant  our  death  may  not. 

Corrado.  We  never  took  the  oaths  that  he  has  taken. 
And  owe  no  duty  but  to  our  own  land. 

Archbishop.  Are  ye  Anconitea? 

Corrado.  No,  sir,  but  Italians, 

And  in  Ancona  lies  the  cause  of  Italy. 

Arehbiihop.  Pernicious  dreams!      These   drive  young  men 

But  when  they  once  take  their  own  cause,  instead 
Of  OUTS  who  could  direct  them,  they  are  lost : 
80  will  ye  find  it.     As  ye  were  not  bom 
In  this  vile  city,  what,  pray,  could  have  urged  yon 
To  throw  your  fortunes  into  it  when  sinking  ? 

Cottamio.  Because  we  saw  it  sinking. 

Corrado.  While  it  prosper'd 

It  needed  no  such  feeble  aid  as  ours. 
Marquises,  princes,  kings,  popes,  emperors. 
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Coiirted  it  then  :  aad  you,  my  lord  archbisliop, 
Would  liave  it  even  in  its  iaat  decay. 

Arehbithop.  There  is  a  spirit  in  the  land,  a  npirit 
So  pestilential  that  the  fire  of  heaven 
Alone  can  purify  it. 

Co«taKUQ.  Things  being  ho. 

Let  UB  return  and  die  irith  those  we  fc 

Arehbithop.  Captious  young  man ! 
trsitore. 

Corrado.  Alas  \  how  many  better  men  have  died 
That  death  !  alas,  how  many  must  hereaft«r ! 

ArehiUhop.  By  following  your  eitample.     Think  of  that ; 
Be  that  your  torture. 

C'ottatmo.  As  we  never  grieved 

At  following  our  betters,  grant,  just  Heaven ! 
That  neither  may  our  betters  ever  grieve 
At  following  UB,  be  the  time  soon  or  late.  {^To  th»  Guards. 

Arehbithop.  Lead  off  these  youths.    Separate  them. 

Corrado.  My  lord ! 

We  are  too  weak  (yoa  see  it)  for  resistance ; 
Let  us  then,  we  beseedi  you,  be  together 
In  what  is  left  of  life ! 

Arehbiihep.  One  hour  is  left : 

Hope  not  beyond. 

Corrado.  -  We  did  hope  more ;  we  hoped 

To  be  together,  tho'  but  half  me  time. 

Arehbithop.  It  shall  not  be. 

Coiianao.  It  shall  be. 

Arehbieh^.  Art  thou  mad  f 

I  would  not  smile,  but  such  pride  forces  me. 

Cofttuuio.  Ood,  in  whose  holiest  cause  we  took  up  arms, 
Will  reconcile  us.    Doubt  it  not,  Corrado, 
Altho'  such  men  as  that  man  there  have  said  it. 

SCENE  T.      OONBUIi's  OOUBE. 
StAUUBA.      ERlddA. 

Stamvra.  lady !  you  need  not  turn  your  faoe  from  me. 
I  leave  the  town  for  aid.     But  one  perhaps 
May  bring  it,  if  you  listen  to  him. 

£rminia.  Who  f 

Stamura.  I  made  a  captive. 

Erminia.  So  I  hear. 

Stamura.  I  come 

Seeking  the  consul :  he  expected  me. 

fWninM.  And  Aim  f 
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fiiamura.  Him  alHO. 

Ermiiiia.  Know  you  what  he  aske  ?. 

H/amura.  I  know  it. 

Erminia.  And  you  wieh  it?  you,  Stamura? 

Stamura.  I  have  no  voice  in  it. 

Brminia.  True.     Oo.    I  knnw  it.    [Stauuoa  go, 

Shameless  !  to  ask  him !  Never  did  we  meet 
But,  if  his  eye  caught  mine,  he  walk'd  aside  : 
Yet,  by  some  strange  occurrence,  we  meet  daily. 

The  Consul  enter*. 

Coneul.  Erminis !  didst  thou  send  away  Stamura  ? 

Erttinia.  He  vent  away  :  no  need  for  me  to  send  him. 

Contui.  Knowest  tliou  nhnin  he  made  his  oaptivef 

£nnima.  Yes : 
That  insolent  young  Ronmn. 

Coiuiul,  Speak  not  thus 

Before  thou  eeeet  him. 

Brminia.  I  will  never  see  him. 

Conttd.  Nay,  I  have  promised  soaroe  five  nunutes  since 
That  tliou  ehalt  hear  him. 

Emtinia.  Has  he  then  found  favour 

With  you  BO  suddenly  ? 

Coiuul.  Stamura  speaks 

Much  in  his  favour. 

Urminia.  Are  they  friends  already  f 

VoHtui.  Hardly;  we  must  suppose.     But  here  they  uome. 

StaMUBA.      ClOTIO.      COMSUI..      ESMtNlA. 

Clovio.  Sir  Consul !  I  am  Clovio  FizsarellL 
Have  you  received  the  letter  ? 

Cmiul.  I  received  it. 

Cloeto.  On  bended  knee  permit  me  to  salute 
The  lady  who  shall  rule  my  destiny. 
Your  fair  Erminia. 

MTninia.  You  are  the  Pope's  nephew, 

Sir  Clovio !  I  have  heard ;  and  you  come  hither 
Most  strongly  recommended. 

Clovio.  True,  sweet  lady ! 

But  I  do  trust,  with  all  humility. 
There  may  be  a  mere  trifle  in  myself. 
Not  to  engage  you  in  the  first  half-hour, 
But  so  to  plead  for  me,  that  in  a  day 
Or  two,  or  three  at  farthest  .  . 

Erminia.  Bir,  your  pleader 

Stands  there  ;  you  ore  his  captive,  and  not  mine. 
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Clopto.  He  knowB  me  well      He  threv  my  whole  boat's 
crew 
(Four  of  them)  overboard,  but  foiuid  bis  match 
In  me. 

Erminia.  It  Beema  eo :  does  it  not,  Antonio? 

Stomura.  Uore ;  bow  muob  more  \ 

Cloeio.  There !     He 

could  not  deny  it. 

Brminia.  And  now  be  has  persuaded  my  kind  father 
To  grant  you  audience. 

^ovio  {to  Staucba).  She  is  proud :  I'll  tame  her. 

Stamtm  (angril;/).  Sir!  [^Atide. 

No  :  be  is  my  prisoner  and  my  guest. 

.Shnt'iiM.  This  gentleman,  wbo  b  so  confidential 
With  you,  and  whom  you  whisper  to  for  counsel, 
Uay  nve  my  band  away  .  .  and  will  most  gladly. 
I  doubt  not  .  .  for  my  rather  can  refuse 
Nothing  to  one  who  made  so  great  a  prize, 
Beside  the  preservation  of  the  city. 

Clomo.  Speak  then,  my  worthy  friend,  if  thns  the  ronsul 
Honours  your  valour ;  speak  for  me ;  and  lot  me  . 
Who  owe  my  life,  owe  more  than  life  to  yon. 

Stamura.  The  consul  knows  what  suits  his  honour  beet, 
And  the  young  tady  seems  not  ill  disposed 
To  shower  bis  favour  on  such  high  desert- 
I  have  my  duties ;  but  this  is  not  one. 
Let  tiie  young  lady  give  her  hand  herself. 
If  I  had  any  wish  .  .  but  I  have  none  .  . 
It  should  be.  Sir,  that  you  had  won  it  first 
By  a  brave  action  or  a  well-tried  love. 
But,  what  is  love  ?     My  road  lies  toward  the  walls. 

[To  the  CoNScr.. 
With  your  permission,  Pir  I    I  have  yours,  ladyl 

[Staituka  gott. 

Erminia.  Father  !  I  am  unwell.     This  gentleman 
Comes  unexpectedly,  demands  abruptly  ,  . 

Cheio.  Impatiently,  but  not  abruptly. 

IHitinia.  Sir  I 

I  will  not  many :  never,  never,  never. 

[Ebuinu  fofi, 

Clovio.  Ha!  ha  !  all  women  are  alike.  Sir  Ooneul. 
Leave  her  to  me. 

Cotuvl.  Sir  Clovio  Fiizarelli ! 

I  will  do  more  than  what  you  ask  of  me. 
Igrant  you  freedom.     Go  aboard  the  pinnace 
Which  bore  you  into  port ;  and  say  at  Rome 
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That  you  hare  seen  men  ntan-iiig  in  the  streetA, 

BfH^uuBe  his  Hi>lin««H  refuHfnl  ua  help 

TTiiless  a  father  guva  a  daughter  up  ; 

And  say  the  daughter  would  not  sell  her  heart. 

Much  l^BB  her  country ;  and  then  add,  Sir  Clovio, 

(0  were  it  true !)  "  AR  women  are  alike." 


BiaHOP  of  AucoNA  and  Fathee  John. 

BitAop.  I  have  heen  standing  at  my  terraoe-wall 
And  countiug  those  who  pass  and  cry  with  hunger. 
Brother  !  the  stoutest  men  are  grown  effeminate ; 
Nay,  worse  ;  they  stamp  and  swear,  even  in  my  presence, 
And  looking  up  at  me. 

Fathw  John.  Had  times  indeed ! 

BUhop.  I  calculate  that  paving  each  an  ounoe 
Only  one  day,  scarce  would  a  sack  remain 
In  my  whole  gamer ;  I  am  so  reduced. 

Father  John.  I  come  to  heg  your  lordship  for  one  ounce 
(>f  your  fine  flour,  to  save  a  child ;  to  save 
A  mother,  who  loathes  ordinary  food  .   . 
Not  ordinary,  but  most  hitter  lupin : 
She  has  no  other  in  the  house. 

BUhop.  No  other? 

Poor  soul !  This  famine  is  a  dreadful  thing ! 
Pestilence  always  follows  it !  God  help  us! 
I  tremble  ;  I  start  up  in  sleep. 

Father  John.  My  lord  \ 

An  ounce  of  meal,  a  single  ounce,  might  calm 
These  tremblings,  well  applied.    The  nurse  that  should  be 
Can  be  no  nurse :  the  mother  veiy  soon 
Will  be  no  mother,  and  the  child  no  child. 

Bishop.   You  know  not  how  things  stand,  good  brother 

This  very  morning,  as  I  hope  for  srace. 
I  paid  three  golden  pieceR  for  the  nead, 
Think  you.  cu  what  F  an  ass ! 

Fathr  John  {luide).  The  cannibal ! 

[7b  the  Bishop.] 
^,  my  good  lord !  they  bear  high  prices  now. 

BUhop.  Why,  brother!  you  yourself  are  grown  much  tiiinner. 
How  tan  you  do  your  duty  ? 
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FaOur  John.  Were  I  not 

Hncli  thinner,  I  should  think  I  had  not  done  it. 

Bishop.  Uy  cook  asaurra  in«  that  with  wine  and  spies 
Elicampane,  cumin,  angelica. 
Garlic,  and  eundiy  savorv  herbs,  stored  by 
MoBt  ppovidentiaUy,  the  Ix>Ki  be  praised  ! 
He  can  make  that  strange  head  quite  tolesnble  .  . 
The  creature  was  a  young  one  .  .  what  think  you  f 

father  John.  They  are  more  tolerable  than  the  old. 

Buhop.  The  sellers  take  adVanta^  of  bad  times, 
Quit«  without  couBoieuce,  shame,  respect  for  persons. 
Or  fear  of  God,     What  can  such  men  expect  ? 
Tou  must  hare  seen  sad  sights  about  our  city  r 
I  wonder  you  are  what  you  are. 

Father  John.  .     Sad  sights 

Indeed! 

Bithop.  But  all  will  giye  their  confessor 
Fart  of  their  pittance ;  and  the  nearer  death 
The  readier ;  knowing  what  the  church  can  do. 
Tell  me  now,  for  my  entrails  yearn  to  hear  it, 
Do  they  not  take  due  care  of  yoa  ? 

Father  John.  No  meala 

Hare  now  their  stated  hour.     Unwillingly 
I  enter  houses  where  the  family 
Site  round  the  table  at  the  spare  repast. 
Bometimee  they  run  and  hide  it. 

Biihep.  Most  unmannerly ! 

TnbiimflTij  I  would  add  uuchriBtianlike. 

Fathtr  John.  Bometimes  they  push  toward  me  the  mttasted 
And  uninviting  food,  look  wistfully. 
Press  me ;  yet  dread  a4Xieptanoe.     Yesterday 
A  little  girl,  the  youngest  of  the  five, 
Was  raising  to  her  lips  a  mealy  bean 
(I  saw  no  (^er  on  the  uneoil'd  plate) 
And,  looking  at  my  eyes  fixt  hard  on  hers, 
And  thinking  they  were  fist  upon  die  morsel, 
Pusht  it  between  my  lips,  and  ran  away. 

Bishop.  Brother !  I  diould  have  call'd  her  a  good  child ; 
I  should  myself  have  given  the  benediction 
With  my  own  hand,  and  placed  it  on  her  head : 
I  wonder  you  don't  praise  her.    Brother  John ! 
I  have  my  nones  to  run  thro' ;  so,  ^pod-by. 

Fathtr  John.  Just  God !  does  this  house  stand  ?    Dark  are 
thy  ways. 
Inscrutable !     Be  thy  right  hand  our  guide  ! 
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«;e:*b  II.    BEXATK-HOUSE. 
Sesatorb,    Consul. 

Cottf^.  Senators !  ye  have  oall'd  me  to  debate 
On  our  ooaditinn. 

Senator.  ConBul  I  we  are  lost. 

Comul.  All  are  who  think  so. 

Second  Senator.  Eyen  tlie  beat  want  food. 

Contul.  The  braveet  do. 

Third  Senator.  How  shall  men  fight  without  it? 

Fourth  Senator.  Concord  and  peace  might  have  retum'd. 

Consul.  By  yielding. 

Think  ye  F    Not  they :  contempt  and  sorrow  migiht. 
Can  there  be  ever  concord  (peace  there  may  be) 
Between  the  Glerman  and  I^lian  ?    None. 
Remember  how  that  ancient  city  fell, 
Milano.     Seven  whole  years  resisted  she 
The  imperial  sword  :  she  listened  to  conditions 
And  fell.     The  soldiers  of  His  Majesty  .  . 
His  soldiers,  ay,  his  very  court  .  .  shed  tears 
At  such  affliction,  at  such  utter  ruin. 
At  such  wide  waUs,  sueh  universal  woe. 
They  all  were  et^ual  then ;  for  all  were  slaves, 
Scatter'd,  die  poor,  the  rich,  tbe  brave,  the  coward, 
Thro'  Bergamo,, Pavia,  Lodi,  Como, 
The  citiea  of  the  enemy.     There  stood 
No  vestige  of  the  walls,  no  church  to  pray  in  .  . 
And  what  was  left  to  pray  for  ?    What  bat  Cteear  f 
Throw  rather  all  your  w^th  into  tlie  sea 
Than  let  the  robber  prieet  lay  hold  upon  it. 
And,  if  ye  die  of  famine,  die  at  least 
In  your  own  houses  while  they  are  your  own. 
But  there  are  many  yet  whose  hearts  and  arms 
Will  save  you  all :  to-day  you  all  can  fight. 
The  enemy  shall  feed  you  all  to-morrow. 
Were  it  no  shame  a  priest  should  seize  the  prey 
That  kings  and  emperors  dropt  witli  broken  tfJon  T 
The  eagle  flew  before  your  shouts ;  and  now 
A  vulture  must  swoop  down  !  but  vultures  keep 
From  living  men  and  from  warm  blood ;  they  revel 
(And  most  the  Boman  vulture)  in  corruption. 
Have  ye  forgotten  how  your  fathers  fought, 
When  Totila  with  Goths  invincible 
Besieged  you ;  not  with  priests  and  choristers  ; 
When  twenty-seven  ships  assall'd  your  port 
And  when  eleven  only  ever  left  it  F 
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Some  fell  before  him  twice  ;  not  once  Anooaa. 
Your  fatlien  aftved  the  city  .  .  ye  shall  save  bar. 

Stnator.  Weapons  are  mBufflcieiit ;  courage,  tows, 
Avail  not.     We  are  unprepared  for  war : 
Scanty  was  our  laat  harvest :  and  these  winds 
Are  adverse.     They  know  that  who  now  defy  us, 
Blockading  us  alike  by  sea  and  land. 

CmuuI.   We  some  are  poor,  we  some  are  prosporou*. 
We  all  alike  owe  all  we  have  :  the  air 
Is  life  alike  to  all,  the  sun  is  warmth, 
The  earth,  its  fruits  and  flocks,  are  nutriment, 
Children  and  wives  are  comforts  ;  all  partake 
(Or  may  partake)  in  these.     Shall  housed  grain 
Or  ^Id  be  lees  in  common,  when  the  arms 
That  guard  it  are  not  those  tb^t  piled  it  up. 
But  those  that  shrink  without  it  ?     Come,  ye  rich. 
Be  richer  still ;  strengthen  your  brave  defendera, 
And  make  all  yours  that  was  not  yours  before. 
Dares  one  be  affluent  where  ten  thousand  starve  ? 
Open  your  treasuries,  your  granaries. 
But  throw  mine  open  first.     Another  year 
WUl  roughen  this  equality  again, 
Therich  be  what  they  were;  the  poor  .  .  alas! 
What  they  were  too  perhaps  .  .  but  every  man 
Uore  happy,  each  one  having  done  his  duty. 

Smator  {to  ano^tr).   Hark  1    the  young  fools  applaud '.  they 
rise  around; 
They  hem  him  in ;  they  seize  and  kiss  bis  hand ; 
He  shakes  our  best  supporters. 

Anothfr.  Give  the  sign 

To  those  without. 

[Feofle  enUr.'\ 

Conatd.  Who  called  yoa  hither  ?  [  Fariout  voice*. 

Firit.  Want. 

Second.  Famine. 

Third.  Our  familiea. 

Fourth.  I  bad  three  eons  ; 

One  hath  been  slain,  one  wounded. 

Fifth.  Only  one 

Had  I :  my  lose  is  greatest. 

Sixth.  Grant  us  peace, 

Sir  Consul,  peace  we  plead  for,  only  peace. 

CoHtvl.   will  peace  bring  back  the  dead  ?  will  peace  restore 
Last  honour  ?  will  peace  h^al  the  wounds  j-our  sons 
And  brothers  writhe  with  ?    They  wto  gave  those  wounds 
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Shall  carry  home  fleverer,  if  they  live, 

And  never  in  my  consulate  diall  laufi^ 

At  those  brave  men  whom  men  lees  brave  desert. 

True,  some  have  fallen  :  but  before  they  fell 

They  won  the  field ;  nor  noiv  can  earthly  power 

Take  from  their  cold  clencht  hands  the  spoil  they  grasp  ; 

No  mortal  spoil,  but  glory.    Life,  my  sons. 

Life  may  loBe  all :  the  seal  that  none  can  break 

Hath  stampt  their  names,  all  registered  above- 

Senaior  {to  a  Uan  nem-).   8peak ;    you  poor  fool!    speak 
loudly,  or  expect 
From  me  no  favour  .  .  and  tell  that  man  next. 

Man.  Oh  !  we  are  starving. 

C'ontal. .  Better  starve  than  serve. 

Attolhtr.  He  has  no  pity. 

Cm>«id.  What  is  that  I  hear? 

I  have  no  pity.    Have  I  not  a  daughter  ? 

Another.  0  what  a  daughter!     How  compassionate! 
How  charitable !     Had  she  been  bom  poor 
She  could  not  more  have  pitied  poverty. 

Consul.  Two  ounces  of  coarse  bread,  wine,  which  she  loathes,. 
And  nothing  more,  sustain  her. 

Another.  God  sustains  her ; 

He  will  not  leave  his  fairest  work  to  perish. 

C'o/ttul.  Fight  then,  fight  bravely,  while  ye  can,  my  friends  ! 
In  6od  have  confidence,  if  none  in  me. 
[Shouts  of  applaute.     Part  of  the  People  Uave  the  Senators.] 

Senator  {to  another).    Seducer  of  the  people !  shall  it  end 
Thus  vilely?  [Tb  the  Consttl.J 

You  have  stores  at  home.  Sir  Consul ! 
Tou  have  wide  lands. 

Another  Senator.  You  should  support  your  order. 

Cotuul.  ii.y  order !  God  made  one ;  of  that  am  I. 
Stores,  it  appears,  I  have  at  home ;  wide  lands ; 
Are  those  at  htmie  too  ?  or  within  my  reach  ? 
Paternal  lands  I  do  inherit ;  wide 
They  ore  enough,  but  stony,  mountainous, 
The  greater  paxt  unprofitable. 

Stnator.  Some 

The  richest  in  rich  wine. 

Con»ul.  Few  days  ago 

Nearly  a  hundred  barrels  were  unbroached. 

Another  Senator.  A  hundred  loaves,  tho'  small  indeed  and 
dry, 
Would  they  be  worth  in  such  distress  as  ours. 
We  could  raise  half  among  us. 
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Cmuui.  Shame  apoa  you ! 

Had  not  70UT  unwiite  laws  and  unfair  flirift 
Prohibited  the  entrance  of  Euppliee 
While  the;  MiUd  enter,  never  had  this  famine 
Stalked  through  the  people. 

Senator.  But  the  laws  are  laws. 

Coiuul.  Youis ;  never  theirs. 

Another  Senator.  Why  thus  inflame  the  people  ? 

CoMtd.  Who  brought  the  ]^)eople  hither  ?  for  what  end  'i 
To  serve  you  in  your  avarice ;  to  cry  peaet ! 
Not  knowing  peace  &om  servitude. 

Smator.  For  quiet, 

Spare  them  at  least  a  ])ortion  of  the  wine. 

CenmU.  Nor  them  nor  you ;  nor  price  nor  force  shall  gain  it. 

I'eoplt.  Are  we  to  perish  ?    Hunger  if  we  must, 
Let  US  be  strengthen'd  by  a  draught  of  wine 
To  bear  it  on. 

Senator.         Wine  is  the  oil  of  life, 
And  the  lamp  bums  with  it  which  else  were  spent. 

Ptopi*.  Sir  Consul !  we  forbear ;  we  honour  you, 
But  tell  UB,  ere  we  sink,  where  on^  flask  lies. 

Contul.  Oti  ask  the  women  labouring  of  child, 
Ask  those  who  nurse  their  infants,  ask  the  old. 
Who  can  not  fight,  ask  those  who  fought  the  best, 
The  wounded,  maim'd,  disabled,  the  Anixtnites. 
Sirs  !  if  ye  find  one  flask  within  our  cellar, 
Crack  it,  and  throw  the  fragments  in  my  face. 

Ptople.  Let  UB  away.  [  S/iouta  0/  applatue. 

Coiuul.  Follow  me  to  the  walls ; 

And  you,  too,  senators,  learn  there  your  duty. 

Ptople.  We  swear  to  do  our  beat. 

Contul.  Sworn  wisely !  Life 

Is  now  more  surely  to  be  won  1^  arms 
Than  de^h  is,  and  the  sword  alone  can  win  it. 
I  lead  ^e  way  ;  let  who  will  lag  behind. 

scEKB  m.  TEE  crrr. 
PAOLrcci,  Officers,  Citizens. 
(Meer.  The  consul  has  been  woimded.     Who  is  left 
To  lead  us?  and  what  leader  would  suffice? 
The  strongest  sink  with  famine,  lying  down 
Along  the  battlements,  and  only  raised 
When  sounds  the  trumpet. 

FirH  Citaen.  And  most  fall  again. 

Second  Citittn.  Our  day  is  come,  the  day  of  our  disgrace. 


..Google 


WORKS  OF  LANDOR.  [Dialocle 

Paolueei.  Ours  never  was  that  day,  and  never  aliall  be. 
Te  may  have  lost  your  eonsnl  (let  ua  hope 
He  is  not  lost  to  ua)  but  ■we  are  sure 
His  memory  and  example  yet  remain 
With  all  their  life  in  them. 
[2b  (A<  People.] 

Young  men !  perhaps 
Te  know  me  not :  your  fathers  knew  me  well; 
T%fir  fathers  better.     Three-score  years  ago 
I  was  your  consul :  none  then  preached  surrender; 
And  let  none  now :  yet  there  were  those  around 
Who  would  have  pinfolded  the  quiet  flock 
Ab  gladly  as  yon  shepherd  at  the  (^te. 

Feople.  We  can  resist  no  longer.  Who  can  count 
The  slain  ? 

Paolucci.  Say,  rather,  who  can  praise  the  slain  ? 
Glorified  souls !  happv  yoiir  sleep  1  ye  hear 
No  shameful  speech  trom  brethren ! 

Pey>U.  Arms  alone 

Should  not  subdue  us :  famiue  has :  we  starve. 

Paolueei.  While  life  remains  life's  sufferings  will  arise, 
Whether  from  famine  or  from  sharper  sting 
Than  fanune :  upon  every  hearth  almost 
There  creeps  some  scorpion  never  seen  till  felt. 
But  until  every  arm  that  guards  our  walls 
Drop  helpless  at  the  startmg  ribs,  until 
That  hour,  stand  all  imited.    Ye  despair 
Untimely.     He  who  rules  us  rules  us  well, 
Exciting  no  false  hope,  as  had  men  do 
When  ^ey  have  led  where  none  can  extricate. 
I  was  your  consul  while  the  king  Lothaire 
Besieged  the  city,  proud  as  any  prelate, 
Swearing  he  would  reduce  it.     Other  kings 
Have  sworn  the  same  .  ,  and  kept  their  word  like  kings  .  . 
Cursing  and  flying.     We  have  met  brave  foes ; 
But  they  met  braver.     Fly ;  and  let  the  crook 
Drag  a  vile  flock  back  fro;n  its  flight  to  slaughter. 

All.  We  soom  the  thought.     But  where  lies  human  help  ? 

Paolueei.  I  may  be  spared  to  seek  it,  spared  to  try 
If  one  brave  man  breathes  yet  among  the  powerful. 
Who  knows  not  Harchesella  9 

Officer.  Brave  he  is, 

But  mindful  of  the  emperor.     He  saw 
Milsno,  which  had  stood  two  thousand  years, 
Sink ;  *  every  tree,  on  hill  or  vale,  cut  down, 
*  Ancvnk  «u  boiegcd  1162,  lUi. 
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The  vine,  the  olive,  ripe  and  unripe  com 
Burnt  by  tlus  minister  of  God.     Throu^out 
There  waa  no  shade  for  sich  men  to  die  under, 
There  waa  no  branch  to  Btrow  upon  the  bier. 

AneiKtr  Officer.  His  father  wb«  courageous,  why  not  ho  ? 

A  third  (^eer.  Above  all  living  men  la  Marcheaella 
CouraeeouB :  but  pray  iFhat  are  our  desertB 
With  him,  that  he  should  hazard  for  our  sake 
|Tin  lordly  castlee  and  his  wide  domains  ? 
Perhaps  his  fume  in  arms  !     'Twere  mad  to  hope  it. 
Prudence,  we  know,  for  ever  guides  his  courage. 

Paolneei.  If  generous  pity  dwells  not  in  his  house, 
As  once  it  did,  with  every  other  virtu*. 
Seek  it,  where  brave  men  never  seek  in  vain. 
In  woman's  breast :  away  to  Bertiuoro : 
Take  heart :  the  countess  is  a  Frangipani : 
There  are  a  thousand  trumpets  in  that  name : 
Hffthinks  I  hear  them  blowing  toward  Ancoun. 
Old  men  talk  long :  but  be  not  ye  so  idle : 
Hie  to  tbe  walls :  I  will  sue  her.     To  arms ! 
To  arms !  the  consul  of  past  years  commands  you. 


SCENK  IV.    cossrLS  aocsE. 
Paolucci.    CoNsm..    Eruikia. 
Paohuei.  Consul !  how  fare  you  ? 
Cmmi.  Not  amiss. 

Paolueei.  But  wounded? 

C<mtvl.  There  was  more  blood  than  wound,  they  suy  wl 

Ertninia.  ^y  father,  sir,  slept  well  all  night. 

Paolueei.  All  night 

An  angel  vratched  him ;  he  must  needs  sleep  well. 

Contul.  I  drove  away  that  little  fly  in  vain. 
It  flutter'd  round  the  fruit  whose  v^n  was  brokea. 

Erminia.  Sweet  father!  talk  not  so;  uor  much  at  all. 

Paolueei.  Consul !  I  have  not  many  days  of  lif  o^ 
As  you  may  see ;  end  old  men  are  in  want 
Of  many  little  things  which  those  in  power 
Can  give :  and  'twere  amiss  to  hold  them  back 
Because  unclaim'd  before. 

Cotuul.  I  well  remember. 

Though  then  a  child,  how  all  this  city  praised 
Your  wisdom,  zeal,  and  probity,  when  consul. 
Ancuna  then  was  flourishing ;  but  never 
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Were  those  compensated  who  serred  their  couatry. 
Except  by  Berving  her ;  'twas  thought  enough ; 
We  think  bo  still.     BeBide,  the  treaauir 
Is  emptied,  that  it  may  procure  ub  food 
And  troops.     Be  aure  the  very  firet  that  eata 
The  strangers'  com  (if  any  reach  our  port) 
Shall  be  no  other  than  jourBelf :  jour  age 
And  virtue  merit  from  us  this  diatiuction. 

Paolveei.  Sir  Consul !  I  want  more  than  that. 

Cotuui.  Beceive  it 

And  welcome  from  the  father  and  the  man, 
Not  &om  the  consul.     Now  would  you  yourself 
Act  differently  (I  aekj  on  this  occasion? 

Paolucci,  More  kindly,  no ;  but  differently,  yes. 

CotHvi.  What  would  you  from  me  ? 

Paebicei.  High  distinction,  consul ! 

Contul.  I  will  proi>ose  it,  as  I  justly  may. 
And  do  regret  it  has  been  so  deferred. 

Paolucci.  Uay  I  speak  plainly  what  ambition  prompts  ? 

Contul,  I  hear  all  claims. 

Pacittcei.  Those  sacks  hold  heavy  sums. 

Connd.  Avarice  was  never  yet  imputed  to  you. 

Paolueei.  'Tis  said  you  can  not  move  them  from  the  town. 

Contvl.  Difficult,  dangerous,  doubtful,  anch  attempt. 
The  young  Stamura  loves  bold  enterprises. 
And  may  succeed  where  others  would  despair  : 
But,  sudi  the  lack  of  all  that  life  requirea 
Even  for  a  day,  I  dare  not  send  one  loaf 
Aboard  his  bark.     Hunger  would  urge  the  many 
To  rush  and  seize  it. 

Paohted.  They  would  not  seize  hm. 

One  loaf  there  is  at  home  :  that  boy  shall  ahare  it. 

Ihrminia.  He  would  not,  though  ne  pined. 

Conmd.  A  youth  so  abstinent 

I  never  knew. 

Paolueei.  But  when  we  are  afloat  .  . 

Cimmii.  We  shall  not  be : 

We  think  not  of  eBi^pe. 

Paolueei.  No :  God  forbid ! 

We  will  meet  safety  in  the  path  of  honour. 

ConnU.  Why  eay  afloat  then 't 

Paolueei.  Only  he  and  I. 

This  is  the  guerdon  I  demand,  the  crown 
Of  my  grey  hairs. 

Srminiii.  Alas  I  what  aid  could  either 

Afford  the  other  V     0  sir !  do  not  go ! 
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You  are  too  old ;  he  much  too  rash  .  .  Dear  father! 
If  you  have  power,  if  you  have  lore,  forbid  it ! 

Paoltuxi.  It  was  advised  that  younger  ones  should  go: 
Some  were  too  daring,  some  were  too  deepoodent: 
I  am  between  these  two  extremes. 

Contui.  But  think 

Paelueei.  I  hare  no  time  for  man;  thoughts, 
And  I  have  clioeen  out  of  them  the  beet. 

Erminia.  Ho  never  will  return !  he  goes  to  die ! 
I  knew  he  would ! 

C^HMil.  His  days  have  been  prolong^ 

Beyond  the  days  of  man :  and  there  goes  with  him. 
One  who  sees  every  danger  but  his  own. 

BCKITB    y.      BKABIDK.      NtOHT. 

Paolxtoci,  Stamdra. 

Paolueei.  I  feel  the  spray  upon  my  face  already. 
Is  the  wind  fair  ? 

Siaamra.  'Tib  fiercely  fair. 

Paohieei.  The  weather 

Can  not  be  foul  then. 

Stamwa  {lifting  him  ahoard).  Sit  down  hero.     Don't  tremble. 

Paobteei.  Tite-a.  tell  the  breeze  to  wax  a  tiitle  wamiur, 
And  lay  thy  hand  upon  those  hissing  waves. 
She  grates  the  gravel  .  .  We  are  off  at  last. 


SCENE  I.      CABIXK  07  BEBTIKOBO. 
COUKTESS  07  BERTHfORO,  MARCHEBEIJ.A,  PAOLUCCI,  and  STAUt^RA. 

Page.  My  lady!  here  are  two  such  men  as  never 
Enterd  a  palaee-gate. 

Comtett.  Who  are  they  ? 

Page.  One 

Older  than  anything  I  ever  saw. 
Alive  or  dead ;  the  other  a  stout  youth, 
Ouiding  him,  and  commanding  all  around 
To  stand  aside,  and  give  that  elder  way ; 
At  first  with  gentle  words,  and  then  with  stem. 
Coarse  their  habiliments,  their  beards  unshorn, 
Yet  they  insist  on  entrance  to  my  ludy. 

CmnUte.  Admit  the  elder,  bitt  exclude  the  otlier. 
Wait.  [To  JlABtiiESELLA. 
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If  the  younger  be  hia  son,  what  little 
Of  nervioe  I  may  render  to  the  father 

Will  scarce  atone  for  keeping  him  apart.  [7b  th  Page. 

Go ;  bid  them  enter ;  both. 

[Stauttba,  having  Ud  Paolvcci  m,  rttirM. 

Paolueei.  I  come,  0  counteee ! 

Imploring  of  your  gentleness  and  pity, 
To  save  from  fire  and  sword,  and,  worse  than  either. 
Worse,  and  more  imminont,  to  save  from  famine 
The  few  bravp  left,  the  many  virtuous, 
Yirgina  and  mothprs  (save  them !)  in  Anoona. 

Counttu.  Nay,  fall  not  at  my  kuee.     Age  must  not  that  .  . 
Baiee  him,  good  MarcheBella '. 

Paolueei.  You  too,  here. 

Illustrious  lord  ? 

MarchweUa.  Wliat !  and  art  thou  still  living, 
Paolueei  ?  faithful,  hospitable  eoul ! 
We  have  not  met  siuce  childhood  .  .  mine,  I  mean. 

Paolveei.  Smile  not,  my  gentle  lord !  too  gracious  then, 
Be  now  more  gracious ;  not  in  looks  or  speech. 
But  in  Buch  deeds  as  you  can  best  perform. 
Friendship  Another  time  might  plead  for  us ; 
Now  bear  we  what  our  enemy  woidd  else 
Seize  from  us,  all  the  treasures  of  our  ci^, 
To  throw  them  at  your  feet  for  instant  aid. 
Help,  or  we  perish.     Famine  has  begun  .  . 
Begun  ?  has  almost  ended  .  .  with  Ancona. 

C'ounteft.  Already  ?    We  have  been  too  dilatory. 

Mareheulla.  I  could  not  raise  the  money  on  my  lands 
Earlier ;  it  now  is  come.     I  want  not  yours : 
Place  it  for  safety  in  this  castle-keep, 
If  such  our  lady's  pleasure. 

Cmmtett.  Until  peace. 

MareheuUa.  My  troops  aj-e  on  the  march. 

Counteu.  And  mine  not  yet  ? 

Eepose  you,  sir !  they  shall  arrive  with  you, 
Or  sooner.     Is  that  modest  youth  your  son  ? 

Paolueei.  "WTiere  is  he  ?  gone  again  ? 

C&wUtts.  When  you  first  enter'd. 

Paolueei.  Some  angel  whisper'd  your  benign  intent 
Into  his  ear,  else  had  he  never  left  me. 
My  son  ?     Who  would  not  proudly  call  him  so  ? 
Soon  shall  you  hear  what  mother  bore  the  boy, 
And  where  he  dash'd  the  galleys,  while  that  mother 
Fired  their  pine  towers,  nlri'sdy  whefl'd  against 
Our  n'allK,  and  gave  us  lime  .  .  for  what?  to  perish. 
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Xareheitlia.  No,  by  the  saints  above!  not  yet,  not  yet. 

[TrMmpet  *o%u>dt. 
Covnteu.  Uerenda  is  aDnounced.     Sir,  lentrtiat  you 
To  lead  me !     Grant  one  favour  raowt ;  and  hint  not 
To  our  young  iriend  that  we  have  leamt  hin  prowess. 

[7(1  a  Page. 
Conduct  the  noble  youth  who  waits  without. 


CouKTEBS,  Mabcheseli^,  Paoluoci,  STAMrRA,  at  TabU. 
CowtUtt    {to    Stamura).    8ir,    there  are  seaHonn   when   'tis 

To  ash  a  name ;  'twould  now  be  more  uncivil 
To  hesitate. 

Stanatra.  Antonio  is  my  name. 

Cotmteu.  Baptismal.     Pray,  the  family  ? 

SUmura.  Stamura ; 

But  that  my  honour'd  father  gave  in  marriage 
To  her  who  wears  it  brighter  day  by  day ; 
She  calls  me  rather  by  Uie  name  he  bore. 

Couttteu.  It  must  be  known  and  cherisht, 

Stmnara.  By  the  bravest 

And  most  miduring  in  my  Bative  place  ; 
It  goes  no  farther  :  we  are  but  just  noble. 

Cottnttti.  He  who  could  heed  the  tempest,  and  make  serre 
Unruly  ocean,  not  for  wealth,  nor  harm 
To  any  but  the  spoiler,  high  above 
That  ocean,  high  above  that  tempest's  wing, 
He  needs  no  turret  to  abut  his  name, 
He  needs  no  crescent  to  stream  ligbl  on  it. 
Nor  castellan,  nor  senesdial,  nor  herald. 

Paolveei.  Ha!  boy,  those  words  make  thy  breast  riiie  and  fall, 
Haply  as  much  as  did  the  waves.     The  town 
Could  ill  repay  thee ;  Beauty  overpays. 

CountMt.    Talk  what  the  young  should  hear;    nor  see  the 
meed 
Of  glorious  deeds  in  transitory  tints. 
Fainter  or  brighter. 

Paoheoi.  I  was  wrong. 

CiMtntttt.  Not  quite : 

For  beau^,  in  thy  native  town,  j^oung  man. 
May  feel  her  worth  in  recompensing  ^line. 

Stamwa  {midt).  Alas !  alas !  she  perishes  !  while  here 
We  tarry. 

Paolttcci  {oFtrAeariny).  She?     TVlio  perishes ? 
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Stamura.  The  toim. 

Paolueei.  How  the  hoy  blushes  at  that  noble  proiae  ! 

Countt*».  They  blush  at  glory  who  deserve  it  moet. 
.  .  Blushes  soon  go  :  the  dawn  alone  is  red._ 

Stamvra.  We  know  what  duty,  not  what  ^lory  ut. 
The  very  best  among  us  are  not  rich 
Nor  powerful. 

CounteM.       Are  they  anywhere  ? 

Paolttcci.  His  deenle, 

If  glorious  in  themaelveB,  require  no  gloiy. 
Even  this  si^e,  those  sufferings,  who  bIiblII  heed  ? 

CounUti.  He  gives  most  light  by  being  not  too  high. 
Bemember  by  what  weapon  fell  the  chief 
Of  Philistines.     Did  brazeu  chariots,  driven 
By  giante,  roll  against  him  ?    From  the  brook, 
StrijEing  another  such,  another  day, 
A  little  pebble  stretcht  the  enormous  bulk 
That  would  have  fill'd  it  and  have  tum'd  its  course. 
And  in  the  great  deliverers  of  mankind 
Whom  find  ye  ?    Those  whom  varlet  pipers  praise. 
The  greatest  of  them  all,  by  all  adored. 
Did  Babylon  from  brazen-belted  gate, 
Not  humble  straw-rooft  Bethlehem,  send  forth  ? 
We  must  not  be  too  serious.     Let  us  hear 
How  were  the  cables  cut. 

Pmilwei.  I  saw  the  shears 

That  dipt  them.     Father  John,  before  he  went, 
Show'd  me  them,  how  they  workt.     He  himself  held 
The  double  crescent  of  sharp  steel,  in  form 
Like  that  swart  insect's  which  you  shake  from  fniit 
About  the  kernel.     This  enda^t  the  cable  ; 
And  two  long  handles  (a  stout  youth,  at  each 
Plxiremity,  pushing  with  ail  his  strength 
Bight  forward)  simder'd  it.     Then  swiftly  flew 
One  vessel  to  Uie  shore ;  and  then  another  : 
And  hardly  had  the  youths  or  Father  John 
Time  to  take  breath  upon  the  upper  wave. 
When  down  they  sank  again  and  there  swang  round 
Another  prow,  and  dasht  upon  the  mole. 
Then  many  blithe  Venetians  fell  transfixt 
With  arrows,  many  sprang  into  the  sea 
And  cried  for  mercy.     Upon  deck  appeared 
The  pojpe's  own  nephew,  who  ('tis  said)  had  come 
To  arbitrate.     He  leapt  into  a  boat 
Which  swam  aside,  most  gorgeously  array' d, 
And  this  young  man  leapt  after  him  and  seized  him. 


..Google 


I'EtSE.]  THE  SIEGE  OF  ANCOXA.  ir 

He,  Then  he  naw  a  da^;eT  at  his  throat, 

Bade  all  his  crew,  four  well-built,  men,  surrender. 

Siamura.    They  nould  not  have  feared   me  ,■   thev  saw  ou 
archers. 

Cimntem.  And  where  in  now  yowr  prisoner  ? 

Stamura.  He  desired 

As  audien«e  of  the  connuL 

CotmUM.  To  what  «nd  ? 

Slamwa.  I  know  not :  I  believe  to  eourt  his  ditiiphter. 

Counteu.  Is  the  girl  handsome  ?     Is  that  question  harder 
Than  what  I  askt  before  ?  will  he  succeed  ? 

Stamura.  Could  he  but  save  from  famine  our  poor  citj-. 
And  .  .  could  he  make  her  happy  .  . 

CounU»».  Pray  go  on. 

It  would  delight  you  then  to  see  him  win  her  t 

Stmtura.  0  thf^  I  had  not  saved  him  !  or  myself ! 

Cotuttetg.  She  loves  him  then  ?     And  you  hate  foreigners. 
I  do  believe  yon  like  the  fair  Enninia 
Touiself. 

SUmttmi.  She  hates  me.    Who  likes  those  that  hate  him  ? 

Cowttet*.  I  never  oaw  siuth  hatred  as  you  bear  her : 
If  she  bears  you  the  like  .  . 

StmoHra.  She  can  do  now 

No  worse  than  what  she  has  done. 

Connteu.  Who  knows  that  ? 

I  am  resolved  to  see. 

SUtmvra.  0  lady  Oountenn ! 

How  have  I  made  an  enemy  of  yon  ? 
Place  me  the  lowest  of  your  band,  but  never 
Affront  her  with  the  mention  of  my  name. 
When  the  great  work  which  you  have  undertaken 
Is  done,  admit  me  in  your  cantle-waUs, 
And  never  let  me  see  our  own  again. 

C<hmU*».  I  think  I  may  accomplish  what  you  wish ; 
But,  recollect,  I  make  no  promises. 


BCKNE  m.   OFEK  SPACE  KBAB  THE  BAUSTA  OATE  CT  AKCONA. 

Tht  Lady  MALASFtHA,  her  Infant,  imd  a  Soldier. 

8old*«r.  I  am  worn  down  vrith  famine,  and  can  live 
But  few  hours  more. 

Z.  Mahupina.  I  hare  no  food. 

Soldier.  Nor  food 

Could  I  now  Hwallow.     Bring  me  water,  water ! 
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Z.  2fala»pina.  Alas  !  I  csn  not.     Strive  to  gain  the  fountain. 
•Soldier.  I  have  been  nigh.  * 

Z.  Malaspina.  And  could  not  reach  itf 

Soldier.  Crowds 

I  might  pierce  through,  but  how  thruet  back  their  criee  P 

They  madden'd  me  to  flight  ere  half-way  in. 

Some  upright .  .  no,  none  that .  .  but  some  unfallen, 

Yet  preeeing  down  with  tlLeir  light  weight  the  weaker. 

The  orowB  of  some  were  bent  down  to  meir  knees. 

Others  [the  hair  seized  fast  hy  those  behind) 

Lifted  for  the  la«t  time  their  eyes  to  heaven ; 

And  there  were  waves  of  heads  one  moment's  epace 

Seen,  then  unseen  for  ever.     Wails  rose  up 

Half  stifled  underfoot,  from  children  Bome. 

And  some  from  those  who  bore  them. 

Z.  Malrupina.  Ueroy!  mercy! 

0  blessed  Virgin  !  thou  wert  mother  too ! 

How  didet  thou  suffer !  how  did  Me !    Save,  save 

At  least  the  infants,  if  aU  else  m.uBt  perish. 

Soldier  !  brave  soldier  !  dost  thou  weep?  then  hope. 

Soldier.  I  suffer'd  for  myself ;  deserve  I  mercy  ? 

Z.  ^(datpina.  He  who  speaks  thus  shall  find  it.    Try  to  rise. 

Soldier.  No :  could  I  reach  the  fountain  in  my  thirst, 

1  would  not. 

Z.  MtdiMpina.  Life  is  sweet. 

Soldier.  To  brides,  to  mothra«, 

Z.  Malaapina.  Alas  !  bow  eoon  may  those  names  pans  away  I 
I  would  support  thee  partly,  wert  thou  willing, 
But  my  babe  Bl«epB. 

Soldier.  Sleep,  little  one,  sleep  on ! 

I  shall  sleep  too  as  soundly,  by  and  by. 

Z.  Malatpitia.  Courage,  one  effort  more. 

Soldier.  And  tread  on  children  ! 
On  children  clinging  to  my  knees  for  strength 
To  help  them  on,  and  with  enough  yet  left 
To  pujl  me  down,  but  otbera  puH  down  them. 
God  !  let  me  bear  this  thirst,  but  never  more 
Bear  that  sad  eight !     Tread  on  those  tiny  hands 
Clasping  the  dust  1     See  those  dim  eyes  uptum'd, 
Those  ngid  lips  reprpatihless !     Man  may  etir, 
Woman  may  shake,  my  soul ;  but  duldren,  children ! 
0  Ood  !  those  are  thine  own !  make  haste  to  help  them  ' 
Happy  that  babe ! 

Z.  Malaepina.       Thou  art  himiane. 

Soldiar.  'Tin  fiaid 

That  himger  i»  almost  as  bad  as  wealth 
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To  make  men  selfish  ;  but  such  feebleness 
Comes  over  me,  til  things  look  dim  around, 
And  life  most  dim,  and  Teaet  worth  looking  after. 

Z.  Malatpina.  I  pity  thee.     Day  after  day  myi^lf 
Have  lived  on  things  unmeet  for  sustenance. 
Hv  milk  is  failing  .  .  Bise  .  . 

(7h  tt*  Child)  My  little  one ! 
Goii  ivill  feed  Um  .'     Be  sleep  thy  nourialier 
TJntU  his  mercies  strengthen  me  afresh  ! 
Sink  not ;  take  heart :  advance :     Here,  where  from  heaven 
The  Virgin-mother  can  alone  behold  us, 
Draw  some  few  drops.  [Tie  toetin  sound*. 

Soldier.  Ha !  my  ears  boom  thro'  faintness. 
'What  sounds  P 

L.  Malatpina.  The  bell. 

Soldier.  Then  they  are  at  the  gate  .  . 

I  can  but  thank  you  .  .  (jive  me  force,  O  Heaven ! 
For  this  last  fight !  .  .  and  keep  from  harm  these  twain  ! 

HaIiASFIna  and  Child  alone. 
L.  Malatpina.  And  still  thou  sleepest,  my  sweet  babe !    Is 
death 
Like  sleep  ?    Ah,  who  then,  who  would  fear  to  die  ? 
.  How  beautiful  is  all  serenity ! 
Sleep,  a  child's  sleep,  O  how  far  more  serene, 
And  O,  how  far  more  beautiful  than  any ! 
Whether  we  breathe  so  gently  or  breathe  not, 
Slight  is  the  difference.    But  the  pangs,  the  rage 
Of  famine  who  can  bear  f  .  .  unleee  to  raise 
Her  child  above  it ! 

(Tiro  Priests  are paieing.') 

Firtt  Priett.  Who  sits  yonder  f  bent 

O'er  her  dead  babe?  as  many  do  within 
Their  houses ! 

Second  Priett.  Surely,  surely,  it  must  be 
She  who,  not  many  days  ago,  was  praised 
For  beauty,  purity,  humility, 
Above  the  noblest  of  Anconite  dames. 

Firtt  Priett.  The  Lady  Uolaspina? 

Sewnd  Priett.  But  methinks 

The  babe  is  not  dead  yet. 

Firtt  Priett.  Why  think  you  so  ? 

Second  Priett.  Because  she  weeps  not  over  it. 

First  Priett.  For  that 

I  think  it  dead.    It  then  could  pierce  no  more 
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TTi'P  tondfir  heart  Tritli  its  sad  sobs  and  eriea. 
lint  1ft  lis  ha8ten  from  the  jilot'c  to  give  • 
The  dyiD(r  thoir  la«t  bieaJ,  the  only  broad 
Yet  uiioonamned,  the  blessed  eiicharist. 
liven  this  little,  now  so  man;  die, 
ility  soon  he  wanting. 

Second  Priett.  God  will  never  let 

Thttt  ^eater  woe  befall  us.  X^^  Priests  go. 

Ifalatpina.  "Who  nins  hither  ? 

[Th*  Soldier/aH*  hrfore  her. 
Art  thou  oome  hack  ?     So !  thou  ooiddst  run,  0  vile ! 

Soldier.  Ijady  !  your  gentlenesB  kejit  life  within  me 
Until  fonr  fell. 

L.  Malwtpina.  Tin-self  unwounded? 

Soldier.  '  No; 

If  arms  alone  can  wound  the  foldier'a  breast, 
They  toucht  me  not  this  time ;  nor  needed  they  ; 
J'aminp  had  done  what  your  few  words  achieved. 

Z.  MaUupina.  They  were  too  harsh.     Forgive  me  ! 

Soldier.  Not  the  laat. 

Those  were  not  harsh  !     Enter  my  bosom,  enter. 
Kind  pitying  words !  untie  there  life's  htud  knot. 
And  let  it  drop  off  eaeily !    How  blest ! 
I  have  not  robb'd  the  child,  nor  shamed  the  mother  \   [St  diet. 

X.  Mala»pina.  Poor  soul!  and  the  loAt  voice  he  heard  on  earth 
Was  bitter  blame,  unmerited !     And  whose  ? 
Mine,  mine !    Should  they  who  suffer  sting  the  sufferer  ? 
O  saints  above !  avenge  not  this  misdeed ! 
"What  doth  his  hand  hold  out  ?     A  little  crate. 
With  German  letters  round  its  inner  rim  .  . 
And  .  .  full  of  wine  !     Yet  did  his  lipa  bum  white ! 
He  tasted  not  what  might  have  saved  his  life. 
But  brought  it  hither,  to  be  scom'd  and  die. 

[Singers  are  heard  in  the  tame  open  »paee  before  an  imag«.'\ 
Smgers  !  where  are  they  ?     My  sight  swims  ;  my  strengtli 
Fails  me ;  I  can  not  rise,  nor  turn  to  look ; 
But  only  I  can  pray,  and  never  voice 
Prays  like  the  ead  and  silent  heart  its  last 


The  villags  of  the  iHoral  fpMva  * 
Hath  lean  thae  boveruu:  bigh  sbote, 
Wbethw  pure  inntx^enoe  wkb  Ihtre, 
Or  belple«8  grief,  or  ardeat  prayer. 


•  The  lioutf  of  liorelB  w«i  not  yet  brought  IhJther  by  Iha  uigeli. 
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O  Tiixin  I  bithet  tnm  thy  view, 
For  Asm  ure  iu  Ancona  too. 
Not  for  onrgelTeH  implore  we  aid. 
But  thoa  art  mother,  thou  art  maid ; 
B«ho1d  thf-Bfl  Buppliitiita,  and  lei-ura 
Their  hnmbled  bends  from  touch  impan>[ 

Maiden*. 
Hear,  maid  and  mother !  hear  our  prayer ! 

Be  brare  and  a([eil  men  thy  care ! 
And,  if  thay  bleed,  O  mav  it  be 
In  honour  of  thy  Son  and  then  < 
Whan  innocence  i»  wrong' d,  we  know 
Thy  bosom  ercr  felt  tlie  blow. 
Tps,  pure  One !  there  are  tean  above, 
But  lean  of  pity,  teen  of  Ioto, 
And  only  fnini  thine  eyei  they  fall. 
Those  eyes  that  walch  and  waep  for  all. 

[^Thty prottrate  thenmlve*. 

L.  Malatpina.  How  faintly  Bound  those  Toioea  !  altho'  many ; 
At  every  stave  they  ceaae,  and  reet  upon 
That  eleuder  reed  which  only  one  can  blow. 
But  »he  has  heard  them !     Me  too  «A«  has  heard. 
HearineBB,  sleep  comes  over  me,  deep  sleep  : 
Can  it,  so  imperturbable,  be  death  ? 
And  do  I  for  the  last  time  place  thy  hp 
"WhOTe  it  may  yet  draw  life  from  me,  my  child  I 
Thou,  who  alone  canst  Bare  him,  thou  wilt  save. 

[Sii«  din :  the  child  on  her  loeom  itiU  eUepirtg. 


fiOBirx  IT.     niqht:  the  mole  of  ahooka. 
Cotrsui..     Senator  . 

Senator.  Sir  oonsul,  you  have  heard  (no  doubt)  that  fires 
Have  been  seen  northward  all  along  the  8^, 
And  angels  with  their  flaming  swords  have  sprang 
From  Ml  to  hiU.    With  your  own  eyes  behold 
No  mortal  power  advandi^.     Host  so  numerona 
No  king  or  emperor  or  soldan  led. 

Con»yi.  A  host,  a  mighty  host,  is  there  indeed  ? 

8»tiator.  It  covers  the  whole  range  of  Falcognara. 

Contui.  Methinks  some  fainter  lighte  flit  scatter'dly 
Along  the  coast,  more  southward. 

Smater.  The  archbishop 

Hath  seen  the  sign,  and  leads  away  his  troops. 

CohmU.  We  are  too  weak  to  follow.     Can  then  aid 
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llavp  (some  so  noon?     'Tis  but  the  RMond  night 
Since  we  besought  it. 

SfnaUtr.  In  one  hour,  one  moment, 

8uch  aid  con  come,  and  ha*  come.     Think  not,  consul, 


EKX  I.      TENT  OF  HARCHESZLLA,    NEAR  AKCONA.      BABLT  MORITCta. 

Marches  ELLA.    OFFicr-Ha.    Paoluooi. 

Officer.  My  general !  easily  I  executed 
Tour  orders. 

Marekettlla.  Have  they  fled,  then  ? 

Offlwr.  Altogether. 

Marche»*lJa.  And  could  you  reach  the  gate  1 

OMeer.  And  enter  too. 

raoTiicci's  seal  unbarr'd  it ;  not  until 
I  held  two  loaves  above  my  head,  and  threw 
My  sword  before  me. 

Jfarehetella.  And  what  saw  yoa  then  f 

Offien:  There  is  a  civil  war  within  the  city, 
Ana  insolence  and  drunkenness  are  rife. 
Children  and  old  and  middle-aged  vere  reeling. 
And  some  were  ehpping  over,  some  devouring 
Long-podded  weeds  with  jagged  edges,  cast 
Upon  the  shore. 

Paolucei.  Famine  had  gone  thus  far 

(Altho'  with  fewer)  ere  we  left  the  mole. 
The  ancient  garden-wall  was  overthrown 
To  get  the  twisted  root*  of  fennel  out ; 
The  fruit-tree  that  oould  give  no  fruit  gave  buds ; 
The  almond's  bloom  was  withering,  but  whoe'er 
PoBsest  that  treasure  pierced  the  bark  for  gum ; 
The  mulberry  sent  her  tardy  shoot,  the  cane 
Her  tenderer  one  ;  the  pouting  vine  untied 
Her  trellised  gems  ;  the  apple-tree  threw  down 
Her  load  of  viscous  mistletoe :  they  all 
(Little  it  was !)  did  all  they  could  for  us. 

MarehaMlla.  The  Qermans  (look!)  have  left  theirtMitsbelund: 
We  will  explore  them  ;  for  your  *aiy  soldiers 
Suspect,  and  well  they  may,  some  stratagem. 
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BOEHE  U.      BKinXIA's   CBAKBBB. 
EiBIOKU.     Makia. 

fU ABiA  M  going.     Erktnia  ealU  her  back. 

Erminia.  Maria,  is  tEe  countess  y&tj  fairf 

Maria.  Host  beautifuL     But  tou  younelf  must  judge. 
She  sent  me  for  you  in  the  gentlest  tone, 
And  far  more  anxious  to  see  you,  than  jou 
(It  BOems)  are  to  see  her. 

Erminia.  I  am  airaid 

To  see  her. 

Maria.    Fom  afraid !     Whom  should  you  fear  ? 
Beautiful  aa  she  is,  are  not  you  more  so  ? 

ErnUnia.  So  you  may  think ;  others  think  otherwise. 

Maria.  She  is  so  affable  !     When  many  lords 
Stood  round  about  her,  and  the  noblest  of  them 
And  braveet,  Marchesella,  who  would  give 
TTiw  lands,  his  castles,  even  his  knighthood  for  her  .  . 
Whom  do  you  think  she  call'd  to  her  ?  .  .  the  youth 
Who  cut  the  cables,  and  then  hid  himself 
That  none  might  praise  him  .  .  him  who  brought  in  safety 
Tour  loTOr  to  the  shore. 

Erminia  {anfrily).  Whom? 

Maria.  Whom  ?     Stamura, 

Erminia.  What  heart  oould  he  not  win  .  .  not  scorn  .  .  not 
break? 

Maria.  I  do  not  hear  those  shy  ones  ever  break 
A  woman's  heart,  or  win  one.  They  may  scorn  ; 
But  who  minds  that  ? 

-SHim'kw.  Leave  me. 

Maria.  And  tell  the  oouDtees 

You  hasten  to  her  presence  V 

^^inia.  Is  he  there  f 

Maria.  Who  F 

Erminia.  Dull,  doll  creature ! 

Maria.  The  brave  Murchesella  ? 

Erminia.  Are  there  none  brave  but  he  ? 

Maria.  0!  then,  Stomura. 

No  :  when  he  led  her  from  the  mole  again, 
And  she  had  enter'd  the  hall-door,  he  left  ber. 

Erminia.  I  fear'd  he  mi^ht  be  with  her.     Were  ho  with  her, 
What  matter  1  I  could  wait  until  .  .  Wait !  why  ? 
He  would  not  look  at  me,  nor  I  at  him. 

Maria.  No ;  I  can  answer  for  him.    Were  he  bom 
Under  the  waves,  and  never  saw  the  sun, 
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He  oould  not  Lave  been  colder.    But  ^u  might 
Have  lookt  at  him,  perhapa. 

Erminia.  Not  I  indeed. 

Maria.  Few  men  are  like  him.     How  you  hug  me ! 

Erminia.  Oo . 

I  will  run  first . .  Oo  .  .  I  am  now  quite  ready. 


BCENX  in.      OHAKBEB  DT  THK  OOITBUL  B  HOUSE. 

CouKTEea  and  EnicnriA. 

CottiUM*.  The  depths  of  love  are  warmer  than  the  tihaUowB, 
Purer,  and  much  more  silent. 

&minia  (tmde).  Ah  !  how  true  ! 

CountMi.  He  loves  f  ou,  my  sweet  girl ;  I  know  he  does. 

Erminia.  He  says  not  so. 

CountMi.  Child  !  all  men  are  dissemblers ; 

The  generous  man  dissembles  his  best  thoughts, 
His  worst  the  ungenerous. 

Ermtnitt.  If,  indeed,  he  loves  me  .  . 

Coiti%l«it.  He  told  me  so. 

.fhnt'nt'ii.  .  Ah !  then  he  loves  me  not. 

Who,  who  that  loves,  can  tell  it  ? 

Countsu.  Who  can  hide  it  ? 

TTiH  yoioe  betray'd  him. ;  half  his  words  were  traitors  .  . 
To  him,  my  sweet  Ermmia !  not  to  you. 
What !  still  unhappy !  [Ebionia  weipt. 

Erminia.  I^et  me  weep  away 

A  part  of  too  much  happiness. 

Coantet*.  I  wish 

One  more  could  see  it.     From  these  early  showers 
What  sweets,  that  never  spring  but  once,  arise ! 


Consul  mtert. 

Contul.  Before  you  leave  us,  since  you  part  to-day, 
From  our  full  hearts  take  what  lies  deepest  there. 
And  what  Ood  wills  beyond  all  sacrifice  .  . 
Our  praises,  our  thanksgivings.    Thee  we  hail, 
Protectress !    But  can  words,  can  deeds,  requite 
The  debt  of  our  deHverance  ? 

CounteM.  What  I  aek 

Should  not  infringe  your  freedom.    Power  is  sweet. 
And  victory  daims  something.     Z  am  fain 
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To  exercise  &  brief  authority 

Within  the  waUe.  appointing  you  my  colleague. 

CoHtiU.  Lady  !  this  veiy  night  my  power  espiree. 

(''otaUatt.  And  mine,  with  your  couiiiTance,  shall  hegin. 

CoHiml.  Lady  I  all  power  within  the  walls  is  yours. 


CbsHTTL,  Makchesella,  Cou:xtess,  Semators,  4e. 

Cotuui.  We  hare  no  flowers  to  decorate  the  arch 
Whence  the  most  glorious  ruler  of  mankiud 
Bmiles  on  you,  lady !  and  on  you,  who  rival 
His  valour,  his  humanity,  his  bounty. 
Nor  are  there  many  voicea  that  can  sing 
Your  praises.     For,  alas  !  our  poor  frail  nature 
(May  it  be  seldom !)  hears  one  call  above 
The  call  of  gratitude.     The  famishing 
Devour  your  bread.    But,  thou^  we  hear  no  praises, 
There  are  who  sing  them  to  their  harps  on  high, 
And  He  who  can  alone  reward  you  both 
listens  in  all  his  brightness  to  the  song. 
I  do  entreat  you,  blemish  not  your  glory. 
No  exercise  of  might  ot  sovranty 
Can  ever  bring  you  such  content  again 
As  this  day's  victory,  these  altar-prayers 
From  rescued  men,  men  perisluog ;  from  child 
And  parent :  every  parent,  every  eliild, 
Who  hears  your  name,  should  bleas  you  evermore. 

Cowiftst.  I  find,  sir,  I  must  win  you  through  your  daughter. 

ContiU.  The  girl  is  grateful :  urge  her  not  too  far  : 
I  could  not,  wiUiout  much  compunction,  thwart  her. 
Ermiuia  !  go :  we  meet  again  to-morrow. 

CounUit.  Come  hither,  my  sweet  girl !     Coy  as  thou  art, 
I  have  seen  one,  onoe  in  my  life,  as  coy. 
Stand  forth  thou  skulking  youth !     Here  ia  no  sea 
To  cover  thee ;  no  ships  to  scatter.    Take 
This  maiden's  hand  .  .  unless  her  sire  for'bid  .  . 
Holdest  thou  back  ?  after  confession  too ! 

I  will  reveal  it.  [2'o  Ermiku. 

And  art  thou  ashamed  ? 

Erminia.  I  am  ashamed. 

CottnUu.  Of  what  ?  thou  simpleton  ! 

Jirminia.  I  know  not  what .  .  of  having  h«»n  ashamed. 

('oiuul.  Antonio  !  if  thou  truly  lovedat  her. 
What,  after  deeds  so  valiant,  kept  thee  sit^t  ? 
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Stamwa.  Inferior  rank,  deep  reverence,  due  fear. 
I  know  who  rules  our  country. 

CoMvi.  I,  who  saved  her. 

[Fathee  Johk  mUri. 

F.  John.  What !  and  am  I  to  be  without  reward  ? 

Conttd.  Father !  be  sure  it  will  be  voted  yon. 

Marchttflla.  And  ma;  not  we  too  make  our  pious  ofFeringa, 
For  such  they  are,  when  such  men  will  receive  them. 

F.  John.  I  claim  the  hand  of  the  affianced.     Oirl ! 
Shiink  not  from  me !     Give  it  to  God ! 

Hviinia.  "Cia  given : 

I  can  not,  would  not,  will  not,  take  it  back. 

F.  John.  Befntctoiy !  hast  thou  not  dedicated 
To  God  thy  heart  and  soul  ? 

&minta.  I  might  have  done  it 

Had  never  this  day  ahone. 

F.  John.  And  that  youth's  deeds 

Outshone  this  day,  or  any  day  before. 
When  thou  didst  give  thy  hand  to  the  deliverer 
Whom  God  had  chosen  for  us,  then  didst  thou 
Accomplish  his  great  work,  else  incomplete. 
I  claim  to  pour  his  benediction  on  you 
And  yours  for  ever.    Much,  much  misery. 
Have  I  infiicted  on  the  young  and  brave. 
And  can  not  bo  repent  me  as  I  should  ; 
But  'twas  in  one  day  only  my  device 
Ever  wrought  woe  on  any  man  alive. 

[Paoluoci  enUn. 

Contul.  Who  enters  P 

Faoimci.  Who  ?    The  bridesman. 

MarehettUa  {tmbraetng  kim).  Uy  brave  friend  ! 

My  father's! 

Paolucci.        Ay,  thy  grandfather's  to  boot. 
And  there  was  one,  about  my  age,  before  him, 
Sir  Stefano,  who  wore  a  certain  rose, 
Hadiant  with  pearls  and  rubies  and  pure  gold. 
Above  the  horse-tail  grappled  from  the  Turk. 

MareheteUa.  We  have  not  in  the  house  that  omampiit. 

Faolueei.  I  do  believe  he  wears  it  in  the  grave. 
CotmttM.  There  is  a  sword  here  bright  enough  to  throw 
A  lustre  on  Stamura.    Marchesella ! 

MarehettUa.  Kneel,  sir ! 

[He  knerh  to  I'^ii.Mmx. 
ComitMi.  Not  there. 

3farehe$slla.  Yes,  there  ;  what 

fitter  place? 
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Wfl  know  but  one  high  title  in  the  world. 
One  only  set  apaxt  for  deeds  of  valour. 
And  palsied  be  the  hand  that  Ul  oonfen  it. 
Here  is  the  &dd  of  battle  ;  here  I  knight  thee. 


[^Ehiffhts  him. 


Hisa,  my  compeer !     Teach  him  hia  duties,  lady. 
Toward  the  poor,  the  proud,  the  faith,  the  sex. 

CountetM  (tmitittg).  Stamura!  would  you  enter  now  mysei*' 
Stamvra.  Yes,  lady,  were  you  wrong"  d,  this  very  hour ; 
Then  might  I  better  earn  tlie  blisa  I  seek. 
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ISES  DE  CASTRO- 


SCENE  I.      AT  CINTSA. 
PeDBO.       CONBTASTIA. 

Coiutmtlia.  Pleasant  must  be  tlieee  grores  of  Cintra,  Pedro  I 
To  one  who  lately  left  the  Mooriah  sands : 
Ererything  has  ita  joyanoe  for  the  eyea 
That  look  from  hard-fought  bloody  fields  upoa  it, 
As  yours  do. 

Fedro.  Lady !  I  delight  to  hear 

And  see  you ;  so  ingenuous,  so  benign, 
So  playful ! 

CoiutanUa.  I  am  then  no  more  Conttantia  ! 
But  Lady  ! 

Pedro.  You  are  not  the  little  (prl 
I  left :  you  have  exchanged  your  childish  charms 
For  others,  which  require  new  words,  new  thoughts, 
New  gazers. 

Cotutantia.  Give  me  one  of  them  awhile ; 
Can  you  not  P  are  yon  proud  ?  has  my  mama 
Been  tutoring  you,  as  uie  has  me  ? 

Pedro.  Constantia ! 

I  ask  from  you  what  no  man  ever  had. 
Or  aekt,  in  my  condition  ;  pity  me ! 

ConttaTttia.  O  this  is  then  the  solemn  way  to  woo ! 
I  bare  read  something  like  it,  since  you  went, 
But  never  thought  it  could  be  near  ttte  same. 
Here  is  my  hand.     Ton  take  it  not  I 

*  The  eTaDl<  in  Uwse  aumes  arc  not  itricUy  hiatoriul. 
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Pedro.  I  kiss  it. 

Hy  life  lumgB  from  it,  and  more  lives  than  one. 

ContUattia.  0  no,  rain  maa !  I  lore  you  very  well, 
Veiy  sincerely,  very  tenderly, 
For  I  have  seen  you  often,  lou^  tc^ether. 
Early,  and  irhon  none  knew  it  \  but  think  nut 
My  Ufe  hangs  from  your  ring :  you  firat  a«kt  pity, 
And  fear'd  to  ask  even  that ;  you  now  would  grant  it, 
Ferbape  not  grant  it,  yet  would  make  me  sue. 
And  came  you  then  before  the  hour  for  this  ? 

Pedro.  I  came  before  the  hour,  I  must  confess. 
To  be  with  you  some  moments  more,  alone. 

Cotutantia.  "Tis  veiy  wrong,  I  hear,  at  such  a  time 
Of  life  :  when  we  are  childrra  and  are  wild 
'Tis  well  enough ;  but  when  we  are  grown  sage 
(As  we  are)  the  whole  world  cries  out  upon  H. 
What  now  have  you  been  doing  all  these  days  ? 

Pedro.  This  is  the  first  appointed  me  for  seeing  you. 

CimetMttia.  0  !  I  know  that :  my  questioti  was  amiss  : 
I  always  say  the  very  thing  one  would  not. 
Alas  !  I  find,  and  I  am  eony  for  it, 
Too  young  am  I  to  Uunk  of  eerious  things. 
Surely  we  might  defer  them  for  a  year, 
By  flattering  the  kin^  and  queen  a  little 
And  giving  them  a  kiaa  or  two,  eacb  of  us. 
It  you  should  find  me  but  a  child  in  thought. 
Or,  what  is  hatefuller,  all  say,  in  manner, 
And  blush  for  me,  my  heart  must  shrivel  under  it ; 
For  I  would  never  pain  the  man  I  love. 
And  least  of  all  (for  that  hurts  most)  woold  shame  him. 

Pedro.  Sure  some  kind  angel  breath'd  into  your  breast 
The  words  on  which  I  live. 

CimtUmtia.  0  !  then  they  nleae'd  you ! 

They  were  not  those  that  I  most  hoped  to  please  with. 

Pedro.  The  queen  perhaps  has  not  discourst  on  all 
Of  my  first  passion. 

Cmttantia.  AU  ?  did  yott  tell  Aw  .*■ 
There  were  some  silly  things  :  I  never  told  her  .  . 
Why  should  I  ?  we  were  very  young  indeed  ,  . 
Do  peoj^e  call  that  passion  F 

Pedro.  Have  you  heard 

Perchance  of  liiee  ? 

Coiutantia.  Whom  ?  Ines  de  Castro  ? 

Not  latterly :  no  one  must  speak  of  her. 

Pedro.  Yes ;  I  must  speak  of  her. 

Cotutantia.  They  suy  you  likid  her> 
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And  BO  should  I  have  done  (she  vae  eo  good) 

It  they  had  let  her  stay  with  me :  they  would  not. 

Pa&v.  0  sweetest,  best  Ctmstantia !  she  is  still 
As  she  was  ever  .  .  saving  one  sad  name. 

C&nttantia.  What  sad  name? 

Pt^o.  The  betrothed  of  Dcm  Pedro. 

Cotutantia.  How!  faithless  man !  betrothed  f 

Pedro.  So  she  waa  : 

I  have  resigned  her. 

Cotutantia.  I  resign  then  you. 

What  blessing,  what  prosperity,  what  peace. 
Can  rest  with  perfidy  ?  she  is  ^e  same. 
You  tell  me  .  .  tittle  matters  what  you  tell  me  .  . 
As  when  you  knew  her  first. 

Pedro.  The  veiy  same. 

Cotutantia.  Uild,  beautiful,  affectionate,  believing  f 

Pedro.  All. 

Cotutantia.  Go  then  !  ask  for^veness  at  her  feet, 
But  never  hope  it  here. 

Pedro.  Stay,  princess! 

Conttantia.  Qo ! 

The  lemon-tyme,  geranium,  and  stiff  pinks. 
And  eveiy  tuft  in  every  vase  about. 

Have  lost  some  leaves  while  you  have  been  thus  speaking; 
80,  evil  spirits  must  have  entered  with  you  : 
And  tho'  the  curtains  swell  and  fall,  and  tho' 
There  seems  to  be  a  breeze,  'tia  not  the  air; 
What  air  there  was,  grows  hot  and  tainted  round  ; 
I  scarce  can  breathe  it. 

Pedro.  You  will  hear  the  whole  .  , 

Cotutantia.  I  never  wUl. 

Pedro.  The  truth  .  . 

Cotutantia.  Where? 

Pedro.  From  the  queen. 

Cotutantia.  The  truth,  when  it  left  Pedro,  left  the  world. 


Pedbo  (oZmm  in  tit  garden).  Hated,   fiod,   soom'd,   I  t 
least  set  free  ' 

From  an  affiance  which  the  pure  of  soul 
Abhor :  such  marriage-bed  appears  bestrewn 
With  the  dank  flowers  and  heavy  pall  that  hung 
Around  the  corse  where  bloom'd  their  one  delight. 
She  comes :  be  strong  my  heart  !  thou'rt  at  thy  proof 
For  the  first  time :  boar  up ' 
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(To  TSxB,  urAo  enter*.)     Bit  here  hy  mi; 
Tlader  this  cedar. 

ISet.  "Where  sit  under  it  ? 

Its  branches  posh  the  graas  away  beneath, 
Nor  leave  it  room  enough  to  rise  amid  them  ; 
Easier  it  were,  metMnks,  to  walk  along 
And  reet  on  them,  they  are  so  dense  and  broad, 
And  level  as  the  oars  are  on  Uond^io 
Until  the  music  beckons  them,  below. 

Pedro.  Come ;  I  am  holding  them  wide  open  for  thee ; 
They  will  close  round  tin. 

laet.  Have  you  waited  long  f 

Tell  me. 

Pedro.  I've  other  thingn  to  tell  thee. 

Jae».  What? 

Oh  !  I  am  very  dully  in  this  shade. 

Pedro.  Run  into  the  Pavilion  then. 


Fkdbo  and  TSsa  seated  m  a  Pavilion. 

IRti.  Now  tell  me. 

Fedro !  your  hand  and  brow  are  sadly  parcfat. 
And  you  are  out  of  breath,  altho'  you  walkt 
These  twenty  paces,  more  than  I  who  ran  .  . 
And  yet  you  always  caught  me  when  we  tried. 
"What  would  you  tell  me  now,  my  faithful  Pedro  ! 

Pedro.  In  one  word,  ISes !  4  have  ceased  to  love  thee. 
Loose  me  and  let  me  go. 

Ine*.  Is  this  your  greetiug  ? 

This  your  first  moraine  salutation  ?  turn  .  . 
Can  it  be  P  must  I  (loA  at  me)  beheve  it  ? 

Pedro.  Yea,  my  sweet  .  .  yes,  my  Ines  .  .  yes,  yes,  liies ! 

ISei.  And  are  you  still  so  generous,  0  my  love, 
As  to  be  sorry  you  have  ceast  t«  love  me  ? 
To  sigh,  almost  to  weep,  bending  your  face 
Away  from  me  lest  I  should  grieve  tA  see 
A  change  in  it,  and  in  a  change  a  loM ! 
Take  off  that  hand  &om  above  mine  then,  take  it, 
I  daire  not  move  it  from  me  .  .  'tis  the  prince's. 
And  not  my  Pedro's. 

Pedro.  I  must  go. 

Jiiet.  I  once 

If  ight  ask  you  why.    Let  me  go. 

Pedro.  Wouldstthon?  whither? 
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I'nfartiinntf^ !     So,  thou  reiugnest  me, 
Ijiglit  liwirtleMi  girl '. 

Iiie».  I  would  obey !     I  swore  it. 

Peifro.  Not  yet. 

lAu'de.'}    Ah !  would  to  God!  it  were  indeed  no ! 

liie*.  Not  at  the  altar  yet ;  but  did  you  not 
Force  me  to  say  I  loved  you,  ere  you  went 
Against  the  Uoore,  telling  me  jou  could  never 
Be  half  fH>  valiant,  half  ho  proud  of  victory, 
Unleea  I  own'd  it?    Too  juRt  punishment ! 
"Why  then  ho  long  delay'd  ?     We  oft  have  mot, 
Oft  every  day,  and  no  day  but  in  smiles, 
(0  those  three  happy  ones  since  your  return  I) 
And  I  had  ceaet  to  fancy  it  was  wrong, 
It  seemed  so  little  like  it,  and  gave  t/ou 
Such  pleasure,  and  such  confidence  in  arms. 
Alas  !  it  WHH  unmaidenly !  eo  was  it 
To  leave  my  arm  around  your  neck  ;  bo  was  it 

iAnd  worse)  to  linger,  and  not  fly  at  once 
i'or  refuge  in  a  cloister,  when  you  prest 
My  very  lips  with  kisaee.     You  were  going. 
And  my  poor  heart  was  faint :  I  thought  no  ill ; 
And  yon,  who  might  have  given  me  more  spirit. 
Said  nothing :  no  one  image  was  there  near, 
Or  none  I  saw,  of  her,  tlie  pure,  the  blessed. 
Who  mi^ht  have  chastened  me  with  tender  look 
Compassionate,  and  dried  the  tears  of  both. 

Pedro.  I  can  not  bear  these  reminiscences. 
Bather  these  presences :  for  Aey  who  love 
As  we  have  done,  have  but  one  day,  one  hour. 
In  their  whole  life,  in  their  whole  afterlife. 
In  earth,  heaven,  time,  eternity. 

Ine».  What  said  you  ? 

I  know  not  what  you  said,  and  yet  your  words 
Seem'd  my  own  to  me. 

Pedro.  Live !  live  !  thou  art  young, 

Innocent :  none  shall  hurt  thee.    Think  no  more 
Of  that  obedience  thou  wonldat  speak  about ; 
'Twas  never  promiet  me. 

ISes.  What  else  is  love  ? 

Pedro.  0  Ines !  liies  1  Ines !  must  we  two 
Know  nothing  more  of  what  love  is,  than  this ! 

Intt.  Enough  for  such  as  I  am  ..  ah  !  too  much. 
It  must  not  be  .  .  and  yet  it  may  be,  sure ! 
Pedro  haUi  shown  me  many  of  my  faults, 
And  now  may  show  me  all,  and  bid  me  mend  them. 
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Pedro.  Forget  in«,  hate  me :  I  am  ^rown  iingTatefiil. 
"Wild,  desperate,  the  very  worst  of  men. 
And  (if  thou  wilt  not  pity  me  for  saying  it) 
Uost  wretched  and  most  wronged. 

Hold  back  thy  jaty  ! 
I  will  not  have  it. 

Ib  this  curse  enough 
For  my  conseiit  to  leave  thee  ?  or  what  heavier 
Would  any  wish  ?  even  thou  ? 

Int*.  Oh  tender  Pedro ! 

If  yoa  have  ceast  t«  love  me  (very  strange 
Afl  are  your  words)  I  would  not  argue  with  you  ; 
I  have  no  power  and  you  no  need  of  it : 
But  if  you  ever  fancy  in  yourself 
Sudi  blemishes,  then  be  persuaded  by  me, 

0  generous  Pedro,  you  have  wrono^ed  your  nature  ; 
They  are  not  to  be  fear'd  or  thought  of  in  it. 
Enough  of  breaate  are  open  to  them,  room 
Enough  in  all,  and  welcome  in  too  many ! 

They  can  not  enter  Pedro's. 

Pedro.  Burst,  my  heart ! 

ISm.  One  only,  in  your  sorrows,  we  have  still ; 
Speak  and  asauage  it. 

Pedro.  Doet  thou  bid  me  7  hear ! 

Hear  me !  reproach  me !  spurn  me !  but  ask  nought. 

/rm.  Nought  will  I  ask,  nought  dare  I,  nought  desire  I. 
Let  Watchfulness  and  Doubt  walk  slow  before 
Sad  Certainty ;  let  every  fibre  throb 
Daily  and  nightly  in  the  dim  suspense  ; 
Only  bid  Pity  hold  tie  light  of  Truth 
Back,  nor  break  suddenly  my  dream  of  bliss  ; 
For  fragile  is  the  vase,  containiag  one 
Poor  simple  flower  dipt  in  it  by  yourself. 
And,  if  you  saw  it  broken  at  your  feet, 
Ton  might  weep  too,  ere  you  could  turn  away  : 
Then  never  say  that  you  have  ceast  to  love  me. 

Pedro.  I  must  not  many  thee. 

What  answereet  thou  P 

JSm.  Heaven  has  decreed  it  then,  0  my  beloved  ! 
Be  calm!  unless  I  have  offended  you. 

Pedro.  I  may  be  calm,  no  doubt  1  a  curse  on  those 
WLo  teach  me  oalnmees !  wonldst  tAou  teaoh  me  it  ? 

IS«i.  Take  off  the  curse  :  with  any  pain  but  that 

1  would ;  tho'  others  first  must  teach  it  m«. 

Pedro  (tuide).  I  thought  so !     Othert  /    What  a  word  is  this! 
She  then  has  confidents !  she  asks  their  counsel ! 
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She  talk^  to  them  of  me !  tells  of  my  lores, 
Mf  dijuhts,  my  feara.  What  fears  have  I?  what  doubt*? 
She  throws  my  weakneesee  before  their  feet 
To  look  at,  touch,  discourse  upon,  discuss  .  . 
Now  I  cau  leave  her  .  .  now  I  can  .  .  and  will- 
In  three  strides  I  am  gone  beyond  a  thought 
Of  such  a  woman  .  .  dear  as  she  was  once ! 
Pooh !  I  misunderstood  her,  I  perceive.  [  71i . 

Monks  then  and  priests  invade  the  sanctuaiy 
Of  holiest  love,  strip  down  its  hvshest  fruits, 
And  chew  them  dry  and  call  them  bad  and  bitter ! 
Could  it  be  thus  were  dignity  in  man 
Or  chastity  in  woman,  as  before  ? 
"We  turn  tame  foxes  into  our  own  vineyards 
To  yelp  the  wild  ones  out ;  but  they,  the  wild, 
Come  only  the  more  numerous  at  their  noise ; 
And  our  sleek  ffuardians  make  the  best  grapes  theirs, 
Biting  the  fist  Siat  drags  them  back  too  late. 

ISet.  Severe  our  holy  Church  !  tho'  some  within 
Have  erred,  and  some  are  alow  to  lead  us  right, 
Stopping  to  pry  when  staff  and  lamp  should  be 
In  hand,  and  the  way  whiten  underneath. 

Pedro.  liies,  the  dhurch  is  now  a  charnel-house, 
Where  all  that  is  not  rottenness  is  drowth. 
Thou  hast  but  seen  its  rate  hung  round  with  flowera, 
And  heard  the  music  whose  serenest  waves 
Cover  its  gulfs  and  dally  with  its  shoals, 
And  hold  the  myriad  insects  in  light  l^y 
Above  it,  loth  to  leave  its  sunny  sides. 
Look  at  this  central  edifice !  come  close ! 
Men's  bones  and  marrow  ita  materials  are, 
Men's  groans  inaugurated  it,  men's  tears 
Sprinkle  its  floor,  nres  lighted  up  with  men 
Are  censers  for  it ;  Agony  and  wrath 
Surround  it  night  and  day  with  sleepless  eyes; 
IHRsimuIation,  Terror,  Treachery, 
Denunciations  of  the  child,  the  parent. 
Tlio  sister,  brother,  lover  (mark  me,  Ines  !) 
Are  the  peace-offerings  God  receives  from  it, 

Jnet.  I  tremble  ;  but  betrayers  tremble  more. 
Kow  cease,  cease,  Pedro !     C^ug  I  must  to  somewhat ; 
Ijeave  me  one  guide,  one  rest !    Let  me  love  <)od, 
Alone  .  .  if  it  must  be  so ! 

Ptdro.  Him  alone  .  . 

Mindi  in  him  only  place  thy  trust  henceforth. 
Tlir  hantlfl  are  marble.  Ines '.  and  thy  looks 
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Uncfaangeable,  aa  are  the  wintry  stan 

In  their  clear  bnghtneas.     And  what  pangs  have  I 

Endured  for  thee  1     Gaze,  snule  at  me,  rat  mute  .  . 

I  merit  it  .  .  Woman  of  songs  and  eatires 

And  Bemums,  thro'  the  world  they  point  at  thee  I     [^Te  haueif. 

I  spoke  of  what  I  suffered :  I  spoke  ill. 

Li^t  as  a  babble  was  the  heaneet  of  it 

To  what  I  now  endure.     Where  was  there  ever 

Affliction  like  love  buried  thus  aliTe, 

And  tum'd  to  hatred  bv  some  helltsh  charm ! 

So !  then  thv  lips  can  more  !  can  open  too  ! 

WbeD  they  hare  leisure,  will  thej  deign  to  speak  F 

Itiei.  0  Pedro !  Pedro !  my  own  agony 
Had  cast  me  down  ;  jours  will  not  let  me  rank. 
Uncertain  man  !  onoe  tender,  now  severe, 
Once  prodigal  of  confidence,  now  prompt 
To  sn&tch  it  back,  rending  the  heart  that  held  it ! 
How  much  true  love  my  grave  will  hide  from  you ! 
Let  this  diy  up  my  tears  f 

Ptdro.  Live !  and  live  happy ! 


ACT  ir.     AT  CENTBA. 

Blakoa..     Pedso.     ISbs. 

Blanea.  I,  who  heard  all,  have  brought  her  boc^  again. 
Perfidious  !  where  are  now  the  promises 
You  made  your  father,  when  at  my  request 
He  pardon'd  that  young  soroereee  ?    Axe  your  words 
All  spent  ?     Am  I  unworthy  of  reply  ? 

Pedro.  Madam,  no  accusation  was  preferr'd 
Of  sorcery  ;  the  threat  was  quite  enough. 
When  you  protested  by  the  saints  and  martyrs, 
Angels  and  confessors,  Ines  de  Castro 
Should  soon  be  charged  of  sorcery  before 
The  competent  tribunals  of  the  realm. 
Unless  shs  would  renounce  my  plighted  vow. 
So  firm  was  my  reliance  on  the  word  . 
Of  royalty,  so  well  I  understood 
What  eompettnt  trihunaU  ore,  I  swore 
Upon  my  knees,  never  to  marry  her 
Whom  I  had  sworn  to  marry.     In  t2^  diii 
Is  there  no  merit  to  a  royal  mind  ? 

Blanea.  Much ;  if  the  vow  he  kept. 

Ptiro.  Yows  always  should  be. 

VOL,  TII.  u 
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Blanea.  If  made  to  fathers,  made  to  kingB,  or  gainta. 

ISei.  Your  love,  your  kindeat  We  then  Bepex&tes  us  ? 
Would  you  not  tell  me  this  .  .  to  make  me  happy ! 

Blanea.  I  would  prepare  this  damsel  here  to  loose 
( Allowine  tjme  .  .  a  day,  two  days,  or  more, 
If  need  there  be  .  .)  her  idle  unfit  ties. 

Pedro.  I  waa  more  rough,  and  would  hare  broken  them 
To  save  her.     Hard  as  is  the  alternative. 
Rather  would  I  be  wanting  to  my  faith 
Than  see  the  woman  I  have  loved,  and  lore, 
Keeign  or  loosen  it.     To  ask  of  her 
To  break  my  bonds  for  me,  were  more  than  faasenem ; 
'Twere  what  the  weaketit  of  the  base  themaelvea 
Disdain,  and  love  and  fear  alike  brush  by. 

Blanea.  Against  the  oourse  of  nature,  royal  blood 
Would  minf^e  with  plebeian. 

Pedro.  None  is  here. 

Blanea.  All  blood  not  royal  shoidd  to  royal  eyes 
Appear  eo.    Fie !  the  universe  cries  out 
In  condemnation  of  you. 

Pedro.  I  would  answer 

With  oalmnefis  your  reproof,  0  queen,  if  calmness 
In  such  eonlingenoiee  were  not  the  thing 
The  most  offensive. 

Blanea.  Speak  :  reply  you  can  not. 

Pedro.  Against  the  oourse  of  nature  'tis  impossible 
To  run  (a  folly  you  object  to  me) 
Unless  we  do  a  violence  to  others 
Or  to  ourselves. 

But  then  this  universe  ! 
This  beadle's  house,  these  rotten  fangs  from  fiends. 
These  imprecation- wallets,  opening 
To  blast  me  with  fat  air  ! 

Blanea.  Scoff  at  the  world  ! 

Pedro.  Saints  do  it  worse. 

The  universe  of  princes, 
Lady !  is  but  a  narrow  one  indeed  ! 
Court,  church,  and  camp,  are  its  three  condnent«, 
Nothing  is  there  above,  below,  around. 
But  air  and  froth,  now  quieter,  now  stormier. 

Blanea.  Eare  manhood  !  thus  to  ar^e  with  a  woman ! 
Bare  courtesy !  thus  to  instruct  a  queen. 

Pedro.  Ah !  the  distracted  will  for  ever  reason ; 
\Miy  wUl  not  those  sometimes  who  are  not  so  ? 

Slanea.  What  then,  unsteady  youth,  were  your  resolves  ? 

Pedro.  If  she  who  formerly  beJieved  so  much. 
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Ines,  could  think  me  bow  unworthy  of  her, 
She  soon  might  bear  our  severance :  what  care  I 
How  many,  great,  unmerited,  my  suSeringe, 
Be  hers  but  lesB  ! 
SloHca.  To  whom  now  speaks  the  boy  ? 

/nM.  Those  thoug^te,  that  can  not  rest,  spnng  from  his 
heart; 
And,  as  they  spring,  fall  into  it  again, 
like  some  pure  fountain-water,  \mere  none  heeds 
The  rift  it  rises  from. 

[7b  Pedbo,  loj/ing  h»r  hand  on  kit. 
Was  it  to  me. 
Or  to  youraelf,  or  to  the  queen,  you  spoke  P 
Fedro.  In  Nature's  voice  I  spoke  alone  with  Nature. 

[To  the  Qtteht. 
MmlAin  t  protect  this  innocent  sweet  girl ! 
,  I,  who  would  have  abandoned  her,  implore  it ! 

Intt.  Too  generous  soul !     0  Pedro  f    0  my  prince  ! 
Let  the  unworthieet  of  your  father's  vasaalB 
Clasp,  on  the  ground,  yonr  knee ! 

Bunea.  How !  in  my  preoence ! 

Leaning  thy  fca«head  on  thy  keeper's  knee ! 
Pedro  {raiting  Iih»).  Bise ! 

Uadam,  I  have  not  yet  learnt 
Oastilian. 
Uy  royal  father  has  conferr'd  on  me. 
For  n^  poor  humble  service,  no  such  title. 
I  am  but  Pedro,  prinoe  of  Portugal. 
Towns,  provinces,  have  been  entrusted  to  me, 
And  kept ;  but  never  have  I  undertaken 
The  weighty  charge,  to  be  a  woman's  keeper. 

JiSet,  Crave  paraon  of  the  queen  ! 

BUmoa.  Of  me  ?  what  need  F 

His  father  will  forgave  him  at  my  suit ; 
He  loves  him,  and  hath  shown  it  in  the  choice 
He  has  approved  and  sanctioned,  of  his  wife. 

Inet.  0  happy  father !  happy  Portugal ! 
And,  whatsoe'er  befall  thee,  happy  TSes ! 

Slanea.  Has  the  audacious  chatterer  ceast  at  last  ? 
Constanda,  sir,  is  royal,  is  your  equal, 
Is  yonr  superior. 

Pedro.  Who  is  not  ?  that  wears 

The  graces  of  her  sex,  the  goodness  of  it, 
The  mildness,  and  sometimes  the  pi^dng  tears. 
Constantja  knows  my  passion. 
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Blanea.  KnoTs  your  j)aMiion? 

What '  before  marriagp  ?     Tm,  ye«,  you  are  nght: 
I  told  her  of  it  when  1  gave  it  her, 
How  'twSH  devotwj  to  her.     Prove  my  words, 
If  loj-alty  and  knighthood  are  within  you. 

Pedro.  Strong  the  appeal :  and  any  other  worda 
The  queen  might  dictate. 

Blanea.  These  will  do  quite  well ; 

Confirm  them  to  my  dauf^liter ;  that  in  all ; 
Say  them  iu  vour  own  way  .  .  with  some  few  more. 
As  princes  do,  by  jirnced'>nt  .  .  or  not  .  . 
I  would  drop  any  fonn  to  make  you  easy, 
And  put  this  boyish  fancy  out  of  mind. 

lue*.  I  must  not  throw  myself  again  before  you, 
I  must  not  hear  those  royal  words  again, 
They  hurt  you  so,  they  almost  made  you  angry. 
Ah  !  how  you  blush  at  being  wroth  so  soon . 
But  Ipt  me  pray,  and  let  me  once  more  more  you. 
Be  duteous  1  be  obedient  I     0  how  lovely 
Is  the  young  princess  who  expf^s  your  hand ! 

BUmoa.  Does  it  require  an  effort  to  espouse 
The  princPSB  of  Oastille  ? 

Pmto.  Nor  to  espouse, 

Nor  to  abandon  whom  we  thould  esjiouse, 
Is  thoiight  an  effort  in  the  court  of  kings. 

Blanea.  Plf'beian  soul !  iU-sorted  with  its  state! 

Ihm.  Into  what  errors  have  I  led  you,  Pedro  ! 
The  princess  may  retrieve  you,  she  alone. 

Blanea  {aehing  ISeh).  Come  then  .  .  reeist  not,    think  not, 
hang  not  back  .  . 
Alon^  with  me  !     There  is  no  other  way 
To  givo  him  freedom.     We  may  find  for  you 
A  match  more  equal  and  less  perilous. 
I  will  adorn  yoiur  nuptials  with  my  presence, 
To  satisfy  your  pride,  and  his,  unworthy! 
No  earthly  thing  is  wanting  to  the  bridegroom. 
He  has  estate,  youth,  person,  rank,  court,  favour .  . 
What  I  thankless,  graceless,  uncompliant  prl. 
Will  nothing  serve  you  under  royalty  ? 

Inet.  0  were  there  none  on  eMth  !     I  then  were  happy. 

Blanea.    Abomination  !  treason !  heresy ! 
My  duty  now  compels  me.    Call  the  guard. 

Pedro.  Forbear,  forbear,  justly  offended  qneen  ! 

Ine*.  Well  may  you  blush  who  never  bluslit  for  me 
Before !     I  lost  my  sensee  when  I  said  it. 


1  may  love  Ood ;  I  may  not  love  you,  Pedro ! 
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And  hence  the  worst  oud  vUdest  wish  that  ever 
J.Hstractiou  wrencht  from  passion  .  .  for  my  warmth 
To  draw  the  sun  ('twas  Duthing'  leas)  from  hearoa. 

0  what  were  Porti^al,  or  earth  without  you ! 
Inanimate,  or  trampled,  or  distraught, 

Or  eelf-opprest,  like  one  in  wicked  slumber. 
Beign,  bravest  Pedro,  teaching  first  obedieuee. 
Be  everythinff  that  hinge  have  ever  been, 
Unless  they  should  have  loved ! 

0  that,  beforo 
We  part,  I  most  not  touch  those  cheeks  with  mine, 
To  catch  their  modesty  and  beautoousness ! 

JBIanea.  Mud  impudence !  am  I  then  but  a  fiy 
Or  bird,  or  vacant  unobservant  air, 
That  every  wish  should  strip  itself  before  me  ? 
Thy  wanton  ardour,  girl,  shall  have  its  range 
Elsewhere. 

Ine*.  Most  gracious  lady  !  let  me  follow  ; 

1  am  unworthy  of  the  hand  that  leads  me. 

Blanca.  That  drags  thee  to  thy  doom,  if  thou  resist. 
Choose ;  death  or  marriage ! 

Int*.  Marriage  ?  never,  never ! 

Help  me,  0  help  me,  Pedro !  not  to  fiy. 
Not  to  resist,  but  to  obey  in  all 
L^ave  that  one  thing  where  life  and  death  are  one, 
Of  that  speak  not,  tho'  you  should  speak  &om  heaven. 

Pedro.  What  can  I  ?    Wilt  thou  claim  me  f    I  am  thine : 
One  fire,  before  the  populace,  bums  both. 

Blanea.  Atheist  and  heretic !  shame,  shame  o'erwhelm  thee  t 
A  prmce  of  Portugal  in  robes  of  flame ! 
Before  the  populace !  and  own  his  fault !  [7o  iSm. 

Come,  come  along !  these  honors  must  not  be. 
God,  Sant  lago,  and  Castille,  forbid  I 

inet.  Qrant  me,  0  queen,  a  cloister. 

Blanco.  With  the  pure  ? 

The  consecrated ?  the  resigned? 

ISti.  A  grave 

Then  grant  me !  there  the  fit  and  nntit  meet. 

Blmea.  I  will  grant  that  which  girls  like  thee  wish  more. 
And -pray  for  less  aloud :  my  word  is  given  : 
The  bridegroom  waits  :  thou'rt  his  ere  the  last  mass, 
In  time  for  dinner  at  hie  father's  house. 
Haste  ;  do  not  keep  the  valets  round  the  board 
To  drive  away  the  flies  which  mar  your  feast, 
Nor  make  the  elder  guests  more  grave  than  age 
Has  made  them,  that  their  wine  grows  wuim  apace. 
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Int*  {to  Pbdbo).  0  then  you  can  not  save  me ! 

Pedro.  Save  I  v 

H  my  own  life  can  do  it, 

Sianea.  How  should  that  ? 

ISei.  No  branch  so  leafless  but  it  gives  a  shade 
To  some  poor  insect  at  some  hour  of  day. 
Many  has  that  sword  slain  who  wiaht  to  live, 
And  there  was  glory  from  it ;  was  it  then 
Because  they  wisht  to  lire  that  there  was  glory 
In  stripping  them  of  life  ?  are  friendly  deeds 
Lees  glorious  than  unfriendly  ?  is  less  brave 
The  blow  that  liberates  than  the  force  that  binds  ? 

Feiiro.  What  sa/et  thou  ? 

lAe*.  I  dare  neither  say  nor  do. 

Yet  wish,  and  more  than  wildest  love  e'er  wisht, 

Pedro  (to  hinudf).  I  will  not  ask  again,  lest  one  desire, 
As  ever,  come  between  us  and  seize  tmth.  [To  ISzs. 

What  thou  bast  spoken  of  inanimate  things 
Levels  me  with  them,  nay,  casts  me  beneath. 
Lo !  here  sm  I,  and  can  not  lend  protection 
To  those  whom  God's  right  baud  placed  at  my  side 
Sather  to  strengthen  and  admonisb  m», 
And  whom  their  virtue  should  have  raia'd  abofve  it. 

Blanca.  Virtue !  ay,  where  obedience  and  religion 
Are  wanting,  tbere  cornea  virtue  !  by  my  faith, 
Never  a  wtmi  on  earth  I  like  so  ill : 
Who  taught  you  it  ? 

Pedro.  The  word  I  have  forgotten 

Who  taught  me  :  if  you  ask  or  heed  who  taught 
The  thing,  behold  her  here !  and  here  the  heart 
Whereon,  beneath  her  image,  'tis  engraven : 
Drown'd,  drown'd  are  all  my  senses  in  deep  love. 

BUinca.  Blessed  axe  they  who  walk  in  innocence. 
And  fear  the  Lord,  and  only  know  his  saints, 
And  only  do  his  will  1     The  arts  of  Hell, 
The  powers  of  darkness,  be  they  far  from  me, 
rrom  you,  my  son,  and  all  our  royal  house ! 
I  would  not  even  mention  them,  lest  woe 
Fall  upon  some  one  at  the  searobing  sound. 
Treason,  rebellion,  wishes  undisguised. 
Bold  boisterous  exclamations,  not  against 
One  king,  and  him  the  very  best  on  earth. 
Our  natural  lord  and  master,  but  against 
The  form,  the  power,  the  name,  of  royalty, 
Eoyalty!  Qod's  appointed,  God's  own  work, 
God's  own  resemblance.     Need  we  chaige  of  sorcery  ? 
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Toil  are  the  witness,  priaue !     I  would  hurt  none. 
Tou  on  your  oath  must  tuiuwer  to  our  liege 
For  the  state's  weal :  and  let  uk  dro]>  the  re»(t. 

Pedro.  Spare  her!  or,  hy  the  Ohriiit  that  died  for  me, 
I  die  iot  her,  uaA  on  thie  eword,  before  you. 

BiMtea.  Abetain,  rash  youth ! 

Pedro.  Meroileee  queen,  abstain ! 

Ine*.  O  call  none  merciless  !  all  oiti*^  have  mercy  ; 
All  need  it. 

Blanca.  Hold  thy  peace  !  art  thou  in  t-hurch, 
Profane  one  \  or  are  worda  like  these  for  thee ! 

Pedro.  Forgive  her!  swear  upon  the  crucilix 
That  you  will  nevur  urge  againat  her  aught 
Endangering  life,  or  liberty,  or  fame, 
Then  give  me  to  the  axe  or  to  the  etake 
Ab  best  beeeems  you. 

Bltmca.  Yuu  will  then  obey  ? 

Pedro.  Svear  ;  due  obodienue  follows. 

Blanea.  To  my  lips 

I  lift  my  blessed  Lord,  and  call  his  name 
In  vdtueea ;  not  a  thought  of  ill  b  left 
Within  my  sinful  breast  against  the  life, 
Or  liber^,  or  fame,  of  that  young  maid, 
liies  de  Castro. 

Pat*.  GradouB  queen !  kind  Pedro ! 

To  think  of  me ! 

I  too  have  courage  .  .  Btrengtfi  .  . 

Slanca.  What  confidence !  what  impropriety ! 
She  falls  upon  my  knees :  she  faints  :  'tis  nothing ; 
Call.  . 

Pedro.  Let  my  arms,  for  the  last  time,  sustain  her ! 


ACT  UI.    AT  CINTfiA. 

Ema  Alfonso  and  Qtteek  Blakga. 

BUatca.  She  hath  been  known  to  favour  the  suggestion 
That  be  is  wiser,  handsomer,  and  younger 
(We  know  whatthat  word  points  to)  than  your  maJBety. 

Alfoiuo.  There  is  irreverence  in  it.     WeU ;  but  sons 
Hay  be,  nay,  must  be,  younger  than  their  fatbers. 

Blvua.    0  well'pois  d  thought !    bow  kindly !    how  con- 


I  am  no  enemy  of  hers ;  we  both 
Agree,  the  wily  Lies  hath  her  charms  ; 
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God  grant  they  all  be  innocent,  they  all 
Be  such  as  holy  church  may  countenance, 
Better  than  it  can  do  her  foul  alliance. 

Alfonto.  The  churoh  can  rive  ub  purity  of  life, 
Devotion  and  obedience,  and  Btrone  miracleB 
To  make  us  stedfast  in  oxa  true  beUef . 

Blanea.  The  Devil  may  prevail. 

Alfonm.  No,  no ;  not  fas ; 

I  will  not  have  it  so. 

BUmea.  Against  the  church 

I  did  not  eav,  but  aoainet  us  frail  creatures. 

Al/otuo.  Ay,  let  him  stick  but  there,  and  small  hum  dose. 

Blanca.  Thiis,  thus  it  ie  ;  all  pious  men  are  wise : 
None  other. 

AUotuo.  Not  a  mother's  son  of  them. 

Sumea.  How  shall  we  bear  to  think  then  of  those  spells. 
Those  oonjurations  and  those  incantations  F 
Yes,  croBB  yourself  until  your  eoat  be  tattera, 
It  will  not  count«rvul  them. 

Alfotuo.  Clio's  at  work  ? 

Bianoa.  Ines. 

Alfotuo.  And  did  she  write  her  name  in  blood  ? 

Blanea.  She  would ;  and  even  in  yours. 

Alfotuo.  Bad!  bad!  but  mine 

Would  not  be  half  so  wicked  as  her  own  : 
The  Devil  would  find  savour  in  that  sop, 
And  Mse  a  seal  so  precious  ten  times  over. 

BUmta.  He  has  already. 

Alfonio.  How !  you  do  not  say  bo  ! 

Blanea.  I  say  it ;  I  am  sure  of  it ;  and  they 
Imitate  that  abomination. 

Alfonto.  Who? 

Ifies  and  Pedro  ?    Ten  times  overt 

Blanca.  Twenty. 

Alfoiuo.  God  help  him ! 

Blanea.  0  my  liege !  what  word  was  that ! 

Alfon»o.  It  must  be  lu£t. 

Blanea.  Worse. 

Alfonto.  Even  than  lust  ?    I've  thought 

Upon  it  much,  and  the  more  years  T  think 
Upon  it,  worse  and  woree  it  seems  to  me. 

Blanea.  Odious !  most  odious !    Princes  thus  descend ! 

Alfonto.  Yet,  Blanca,  they  are  young  !  young  too  were  we ! 

Bianea  {and*).  I  have  no  patience. 

Still  the  charms  of  youth 
Surround  your  majesty. 
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Alfoiuo.  I  hftve  been  younger- 

Blanea.  Chroniden  may  assert  it. 

AlfimM.  I  am  hole. 

Blmua.  Ah !  there  are  powers  tliat  sap  all  buiaan  strength '. 
Even  words  can  do  it,  words,  the  froth  of  wishes 
Boiling  in  venom. 

Alfonto.  Saints  abovs  !  would  liiea 
Compass  my  death  ?  that  beauteous  one  1  ahe,  liies  1 

Stanea.  Look  to  ber. 

Al/oruo.  Do  you  tbink  so  ? 

BUaiea.  God  avert  it ! 

Alfonto.  Nay,  if  it  oome  to  that,  I  must  protect 
With  all  my  strength  of  courage  and  of  wisdom 
My  royal  bouse  most  royally  Bgainst  Her, 
And  call  upon  tbe  Cbuivb  to  stand  and  guard  us. 


ACT  IV.    AT  COIMBRA. 
Pedbo.     IffES. 

Peiro.  IBee  1  we  have  not  loved  in  vain :  this  day 
Bewards  thy  many  sufferings  for  my  sake. 
And  places  our  sweet  children  where  they  ought 
To  stand,  in  their  own  brightness. 

Once  I  said 
The  king  wiU  do  it :  'twas  B<»ne  heavenly  voice 
Frompted  my  words  j  yet  my  heart  own'd  them  not. 
And  I  was  slow  to  speak  Hnd  thou  to  hear 
^The  comfort  this  hour  brings. 

Int*.  ■  The  holy  Father 

Sanctioned  our  vows,  the  bishop  joined  our  hands, 
In  vain,  if  the  parental  blessing  on  us 
Be  wanting. 

Many  are  the  tears  we  shed 
For  poor  Constantia,  when  upon  the  brink 
Of  death  abe  took  our  hands  and  claspt  them  hard. 
And  sighed.  Be  neeer  ttmdered,  faithful  pair  ! 
Not  even  this  avails  us  :  when  tbe  king 
Calls  us  hie  children,  and  the  queen  too  hers, 
Then,  and  then  only,  are  the  rites  complete. 

Pedro.  Sweet  was  the  friend  thou  gavest  me  ;  more  sweet 
The  friend  she  ^ve  ;  heroic  was  her  gift, 
Kore  than  heroic  thine;  she  loved  me  well, 
I  loved  her  only  that  i<he  loved  me  so  : 


.y  Google 


WORKS  OF  LANDOR. 

Thou  wert  my  soul's  ddllffht  from  the  fint  day 
My  eyes'  had  opened  on  ^©e,  and  thy  life 
Kept  mine  on  earth  but  to  watch  over  it. 
Now  it  is  safe. 

Something  yet  troubles  thee ; 
What  can  it  be  ? 

/nM.  I  wonder  why  the  childreu 

Are  not  yet  broug;ht  to  ue.     The  kiue  aad  queen 
Will  soon  be  here ;  and  we  without  the  flowers 
To  offer  them  1 

Pedro.  The  fault  is  mine.    A  child. 

Now  almost  four  years  old,  remarks,  remembers. 

Ine».  Surely  he  should. 

Pedro.  Humiliation  F  do. 

He  shall  not  soom  hie  father,  nor  curse  mt'tu. 
What  I  must  do,  liiee,  I  do  for  thee  .  . 
Hard  else  the  service ;  hard  !  ay,  unperformed. 
The  king  will  see  the  children  in  the  park, 
(He  must  ride  through  it)  uud  let  that  suffice. 


ACT  V.    AT  COIMBRA. 
Blakca.     Pedro.     ISsa. 

Hatb  well  considered  what  bee 
And,  in  his  tenderness  of  heart,  embraced 
This  lady,  to  whom  on  my  part  I  pray 
Heaven  grant  ila  loving  mercies. 

Pedro.  I  await  ' 

The  presence  of  my  father,  to  pour  forth 
Whatever  gratitude,  whatever  zeal. 
Soldier  or  son  may  offer :  late  last  night 
TTia  orders  came  tJiat  we  await  bi'm  here. 

Blanea.  The  king  my  husband  met  before  the  castle 
The  children  who  (they  told  him)  are  his  son's. 
And  he  was  taken  with,  I  know  not  which, 
The  elder,  or  the  younger,  and  would  fain 
Have  them  with  him  and  talk  with  thenL  and  love  them, 
And  may  perhaps  in  time  provide  for  th^n. 

Pedro.  Madam,  when  they  are  stronger,  their  own  swords 
Wm  do  it. 

Ihe*  {apart).  0!  hush!  Pedro!  is  this  right 
After  such  kindness  'i 
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BUmea.  But  until  the;  w 

Stronger,  aud  corty  swords  (wlueh  may  do  harm), 
Shall  we  not  look  tu  them,  and  merit  thanks  ? 

Pedro.  God  grant  it  \ 

Blanea.  All  must  f^ye  up  some  designs, 

Some  wishes  too  long  nuxst,  some  ill-grown  thoughts. 
After  five  years  many  would  not  repine 
To  yield  a  mistress,  but  would  bless  the  eyes 
That  winkt  upon  the  fault,  like  mine,  like  his, 
The  fond  indulgent  father's,  the  wise  king's. 

Fedro.  I  have  ao  mistress,  save  whom  holy  church 
.And  love  as  holy  gave  me.     Oifta  like  her 
Heaven  seldom  gave,  and  never  man  resigned. 

IXm.  Surely  no  longer  is  there  any  cause 
For  separation. 

Pedro.  Cause  be  there  or  not, 

No  power  on  earth  can  separate  us  now. 

BUtnea.  He  who  permitted  can  release  your  bonds ; 
To  him  belongs  all  power  in  earUi  and  heaven, . 

Pedro.  Ha^  God  none  left  ?    Have  vows  and  sacrani«.'nts 
No  force  in  them  ? 

Blanea.  Uod  leaves  this  nether  world 

To  his  vicegerent. 

Pedro.  So  it  seems ! 

Blanea.  Then  bow 

Obedient  to  the  rod. 

Pedro.  Is  there  no  time 

When  rods  shall  shed  their  knots,  and  we  arise 
From  under  them,  and  when  the  bloody  hand 
Shall  drop  them,  shall  consent  to  clench  our  gold 
In  preference,  and  be  kist  on  the  outside 
For  form-sake,  letting  us  stand  up  and  walk  ? 

BUmeu.  I  understand  not  this  opprobrious  speei^. 
We  are  vile  worms :  how  can  we  stand  erect  ? 

Pedro.  Ood  made  us  not  vUe  worms. 

Blanea.  We  make  ourselves 

None  other,  by  our  passions. 

Pedro.  Not  by  those 

The  Church  hath  sanctified. 

Blanea.  For  its  own  ends. 

Pedro.  Ay,  truly ! 

Blanea.  For  its  peace  .  . 

Pedro.  And  plenteousness. 

Blanea.^  Ood's  house  should  be  well  stored. 

Pedro.  God's  law  well  kept. 

His  house  be  it  his  to  keep,  his  law  be  it  ours. 
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Blanea.  AiMertur  of  ille^bilities 
In  law,  the  sense  whereuf  but  one  can  toll, 
No  longer  do  I  wonder  that  my  poor 
Constautia  died  so  soon  :  died  ere  the  crown 
Circled  her  fine  black  hair !  .  . 

Pedro.  .  .  And  King  Alfonso 

Was  gathered  to  his  fathers ! 

Bhnca.  Uisc-reaut ! 

Who  thought  of  that  ? 

Pedro.  Worthy  was  your  Constantia 

■  Of  any  crown  ;  but  none  (had  Ufe  been  spared) 
Could  have  been  hers  before  my  father  left  it. 

Blanea.  And  ehall  that  creature  there,  that  half-eepous'd, 
Wear  it  instead  ? 

Pedro.  That  creature  there  descends 

Of  royal  lineage  ;  and  from  her  hath  sprung 
A  royal  lineage  not  below  the  paat. 
Adversity  hath  nurst  it,  end  just  Heaven 
Plat-ed  it,  you  say,  beneath  my  father's  smile. 

Jiiei.  Nothing  is  wanting  now,  most  gracious  queen  ! 
Beside  your  blesoiug. 

Blanea.  Curses  on  the  brood  .  . 

.  .  I  had  well-nigh  been  prompted  to  exclaim 
Under  my  wrongs  ■  .  but  wrongs  we  all  must  bear. 

ISm.  If  any  of  tbem  seem  to  rise  from  me, 
Punish  me,  0  kind  lady !  and  point  out 
How  I  may  expiate  my  ofience  at  lost. 

Blonca.  De  Castro !    Set  not  thou  thy  heart  upon 
The  crown  !  it  may  fall  from  thee ;  nay,  it  shall. 

ISei.  For  crowns  I  care  not. 

Blanea  (to  Pedbo).  Carest  tAou  for  crowns  ? 

Pedro.  I  value  that  of  Portugal  above 
All  earthly  things,  saving  my  ^th  and  sword. 

Blanea.  Above  this  woman  ? 

Pedro.  On  this  woman  rests 

Uy  futh,  and  o'er  her  pillow  hangs  my  sword. 
The  crown  is,  and  God  gruit  it  long  may  be, 
Another's ;  and  no  thou^t  can  dwell  thereon 
Of  mine,  but  hopes  of  love  from  him  who  wears  it, 
A  subject's,  sol<£er's,  eon's  obedience. 

Blmea  {<m  Officer  bring*  a  Utter).  IVove  it ;  the  speech  was 
spoken  opportunely.  \_Readiny. 

"  She  tpoils  me .'  tekat  would  one  mueh  better  do  f 
Site  me  my  own  mama  !     I'll  run  away  .  . 
I'll  never  kaee  another  .  .  very  good  onee 
Would  only  mate  me  cry  the  morf/or  mine." 
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Patience  !    I  hare  no  patience  for  his  folly.  L^"' 

"  Beautji." 

Young  thiugB  are  always  Ix^utif  ul. 
"  Sitck  innoeenee." 

Can  they  be  otfaerwlHe  ? 
••  Like  me  a  little." 

Ila !  there  lies  the  npell. 
Doating  old  man !    I'll  break  it,  if  I  live. 
Like  thee  f 

Conetsntia's  children  may  become  bo  : 
Legitimately  bom,  them  flponfror  Itinera 
Have  held,  and  heard  their  titles  at  the  font. 

Pedro.  Madam,  the  former  words  you  spoke  less  loud : 
They  may  not  have  ooncem'd  me ;  but  these  last 
Strike  at  my  honour. 

8inoe  the  nuptial  ril«s 
First  held  together  those  whom  love  had  joined, 
None  have  been  ever  hoUer  than  were  ours. 
The  pontiff,  to  whose  power  you  have  appeal'd. 
Ordered  the  best  of  bishope,  him  of  Guarda, 
To  join  OUT  hands  and  bless  us ;  which  he  i^d ; 
Bhedding  the  tears  that  virtuouB  old  men  shed 
On  those  whom  they  think  virtuous,  both  when  joy 
Showers  from  above  and  when  grief  strikes  them  low. 

Blanea.  The  pontiff  did  it  lest  a  scandal  lie 
Against  the  Church  f  he  was  deceiv'd :  some  doubts 
Have  risen  in  his  mind,  which  you  shall  hear, 
Of  this  young  person  who  was  named  your  wife. 

Pedro.  Named !  by  the  name  of  Ood  !  she  ia  my  wife, 
And  shall  be  eo  for  ever  !     Earth.  Hell,  Bome, 
8hall  never  separate  us. 

Courage!  girl! 
Thou  hast  heard  worse  from  her. 

Slanea.  And  worse  shalt  hear. 

Some  time  ago,  when  we  first  met  at  Cintra, 
I  was  too  tender-hearted ;  so  the  king 
Assured  me :  now  he  leaves  me  my  own  way 
To  follow. 

ISee.        When  he  comes  .  . 

Blanea.  He  comes  not  hither. 

Pedro.  Can  kings  deceive  ? 

Blanea.  No,  they  can  Dot  deceive. 

But  they  can  promise  and  observe  the  promise 
Or  drop  it,  as  they  will. 

Who  shall  controul 
Or  question  them  ? 
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Pedro.  Their  God. 

lilanea.  Ood  hath  approved 

From  Borne  (if  you  will  read  it)  our  resolves. 

{Holding  a  pt^fer. 

Pedro.  Uadam,  I  read  not  anything  from  Bome 
That  violates  our  sacraments. 

Ulanea.  Bome  made 

And  can  unmake  them,  and  doea  every  day. 

Pedro.  Only  where  kings  are  rich  and  nations  weak. 

Blanco.  Some  deference  must  be  paid  in  solid  gold. 
Some  in  obedience :  the  more  weighty  part 
We  undertake,  the  lighter  is  for  you. 

Pedro.  Bare  image,  by  my  tro^,  is  this  of  Heaven  I 
Odin  and  Thor  shattered  the  boaen,  and  drank 
Of  beer  and  mead  what  the  crackt  skull  could  hold ; 
Too  generous  were  their  mighty  hands  to  filch 
The  purse,  had  any  ptirse  been  in  tJie  way. 
The  bridge  of  Mahomet  has  no  shops  upon  it : 
The  very  Jew  eats  up  his  meal  morose 
Apart  from  God's,  nor  robs  us  in  God's  name. 

Blanea.  Who  would  have  thought  this  cursed  sect  should 
count 
Among  its  friends  a  prince  of  Portugal ! 

Pedro.  There  are  no  sects  in  subjects :  all  are  one ; 
One  protects  all. 

The  world  will  ne^r  flourish 
Under  crown'd  priests  or  water-sprinkling  kings. 

Blattea.  Oh  horrible !  O  blasphemy !  O  lust 
Of  change  in  princes.     Tou  would  fain  become 

gho'  prince)  what  people  call,  I  think,  a  patriot : 
ard  husky  thing  with  little  kernel  in  it, 
And  bitter  as  the  water  of  heU-atr earns. 

Pedro.  No,  Madam !  I  abjure  the  undeanliness 
Of  name  so  prostituted.     Fnnce  I  am. 
And  claim  my  birthright,  and  wish  others  theirs. 
I  am  less  changeful. 

Ines!  do  not  weep! 
I  want  thy  word. 

7fiw.  I  have  no  word  to  Speak, 

Now  eveiT  one  I  utter  nvee  offence. 

Pedro.  I  am  then  fond  of  change  f    Say  this  against  me 
And  thou  wilt  not  offend. 

IKei.  0 !  may  God  love  me 

As  does  my  Pedro !  may  at  length  the  queen 
Pardon  me  as  God  pan^m'd  me,  who  made  him ! 

Blmtea.  .  .  Over  the  grave  of  my  dear  child ! 
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Hide  diy  white  face  !  pull  thy  loose  ciuia  around, 

Exactly  like  .  .  I  know  not  what  they're  like, 

They  are  so  frightful,  toesing  here  and  there 

By  their  own  rustic  untamed  Bpringine§s, 

Even  when  thou  moveet  neither  h^d  nor  body. 

There  'a  nothing  royal,  nothing  noble,  in  it. 

Now  am  I  forced  to  say  what  ahoctcH  my  soul 

In  utterance  .  .  first  because  it  placen  thee 

Too  near  our  royal  houea,  and  then  hecauRe 

It  oovere  it  with  incest.     Can  I  apeak 

The  wordn  I  would  ?     Speak  them  I  must ;  for  these, 

These  only,  can  strike  down  thy  lofty  bopeR, 

And  show  thee  what  abywt,  what  hell,  of  guilt 

Liee  under  to  engulf  tfaee.    Didnt  thou  not 

Stand  with  Don  Pedro  here  and  hold  the  prince 

Don  Luis  with  him  at  the  sacrament 

Of  baptiran  ?    By  the  sainta  in  FaradiRe ! 

Thou  art  bia  Mster  in  the  Church'n  eye. 

Pedro.  The  Church  had  wiped,  I  fancied,  from  her  eye 
This  grain  of  dust ;  I  gave  the  kerchief  for  it ; 
Hany,  and  somewhat  worse,  she  throws  in  ours. 

Blanea.  Arguing  with  him  who  argues  against  God, 
Aj8  thou  dost,  were  a  folly :  this  at  least, 
liiea  !  is  not  among  thy  many  sins : 
Tet  little  as  thou  bast  deserved  of  me, 
I  make  thee  what  amends  thy  broken  marriage 
(For  such  in  oourtesy  I  will  express  it) 
Admits  of. 

Pedro.       I  am  then,  it  seems,  to  die, 
Since  nothing  hut  the  stroke  of  death  can  break  it. 

FnM.  Sweet  husband !  shall  false  dangers  overshadow 
Whom  true  and  great  ones  bhued  upon  and  guided  ? 

Ptdro.  And  shall  these  false  ones  make  thee  weep  ?  did 
tboMF 
Bear  up,  my  lues !  bear  up  bravely,  girl ! 
We  have  been  happy  :  happy  we  shall  be. 
Thou  seest  me  not  withering  with  age,  cast  down 
By  weight  of  vron^,  consumed  by  grief,  distraught 
By  envy  and  ambition,  worse  than  one 
Whom  penal  horses  sever  limb  from  limb, 
Nor,  what  were  worse  than  all,  bereft  of  thee ; 
For  Heaven  will  give  me  thoughts  and  views  of  Inea, 
As  liies  gave  me,  in  this  world,  of  Heaven. 

Blanea.    Heaven  gives  wide  views,    veiy  wide  views,    to 
many. 


..Google 


WORKS  OF  UVNDOR.  [DiALortt'K 

I  have  my  doubts.     Bainy-eyed  ^1b  see  double, 
ToBS  on  two  pillows,  and  drop  tean  on  eacb ; 
I  would  ea;  notlung  more :  I  may  be  wrong ; 
But  other  names  than  Pedro  may  have  crept 
Among  the  cnrtauiB  in  Don  Pedro's  house. 

/mm.  0  may  they  ever !  gloriouB  names !  blest  saints 
Of  Paradise !  have  ye  not  watcbt  my  deep? 
Hare  ye  not  given  me  thoughts  of  him,  and  hopes, 
And  visions,  when  I  prayed  you  to  protect 
Him  and  hia  children,  and  that  gracious  queen 
Who  sees  me  not  aright  thro'  love  of  him. 
Wishing  him  loftinr  aims  and  brighter  joys. 

BUmea.  My  doubts  now  darken  ;  do  not  thine,  ftt  this 
Evasion? 

FedrQ.  0  my  Inee !  sure  the  Blest 
Are  the  more  blest  to  share  thy  love  with  me. 
And  I  to  share  it,  as  I  do,  with  them  : 
Alike  to  me  art  thou  immaculate. 

Blanta.  How  the  man  raves !  no  stain,  no  spot  in  her ! 
Lnmaculate !     Beware,  repeat  the  word 
With  those  unholy  lips,  cul  her  that  name 
Which  only  one  of  mortal  race  had  ever. 

Pedro.  IJaAy !  that  one  was  meek  no  less  than  pure. 

Blanea.  80  am  I  too,  who  suffer  all  this  wrong, 
This  violence,  *.Tiia  scuffing,  this  deceit. 
From  one  like  her,  false,  loathsome,  dull,  low-bom. 
Others  know  all ;  I  know  not  half,  nor  would. 

Pedro.  Hot  lolling  tongues  bespatter  fairest  names 
With  foulest  slurs :  black  shows  not  upon  block. 

Blanea.  Well !  let  us  hope  !  all  may  be  right  at  last. 
There  are  bad  minds,  Don  Pedro,  in  the  world. 
As  you  must  have  observed. 

Pedro,  A  glimpse  or  two. 

Blanea.  I  did  then  wisely  when  I  waru'd  you  both, 
Tho'  'tis  a  thankless  office,  as  most  are 
Where  we  consume  our  days  in  doing  good. 

[Pedbo  gom  to  the  toindote. 

Pedro.  Ha !  there  they  stand  below,  agape  for  me. 
One  walkt  but  half  the  length  of  the  house-front 
And  tum'd  again,  and  askt  his  fellow  slave 
(I  do  believe,  for  they  have  hungiy  scrips) 
"  Wk«»  teill  the  prey  be  owe*  and  theprey'ipritef" 
Their  plumes  and  brims  ill  hide  them,  tho'  they  keep 
As  near  as  may  be  under  us  :  perhaps 
'Twere  well  to  call  three  more  and  bett«r  men. 
Pacheco  is  too  lank  ;  the  shrewd  Coello 
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And  spruce  Q<aiza!efl  votild  not  like  their  doublets 
To  have  another  slash  in  them. 

Blarim.  What  mean 

These  foul  insinuatioos  ? 

Pfiro.  What  mean  they 

Under  my  windov  ? 

Blanea.  Tour  own  good ;  the  king's 

True  serrioe. 

Fedro.         Let  them  enter  then. 

Blanea.  This  room? 

Pedro.  Tea,  and  within  one  pace  of  their  king's  son ; 
Covered ;  with  dirk  and  rapier ;  but  in  front. 

Intt.  I^cape,  0  dearest  Pedro ! 

Pedro.  He  who  dies 

Escapes ;  and  some  shall  beat  the  path  before. 
I  would  not  willingly  try  any  flight ; 
The  only  one  I  know,  the  only  one 
Where  Honour  can  go  with  me,  will  be  mine 
Whaterer  hour  I  choose. 

BUmca.  Moet  heathenish  ! 

To  talk  of  Honour  and  of  Death  so  lightly ! 

Pedro.  Madam,  we  may  lose  one,  bat  not  the  other; 
Therefore  we  need  not  mind  it. 

Blanea.  Not  when  Hell 

Opens  bef  OTe  us  ? 

Pedro.  Hell  too  we  may  close 

And  its  enormous  portals,  with  less  effort 
Than  infants  push  aside  ungifiteful  food. 
We  have  but  to  Tnnintain  our  sense  of  right, 
Which  of  all  eensee  is  the  pleasantest. 
And  which  must  bear  most  violence  ere  expell'd. 

Blanea.  I  uaderstand  uot  a  fantastic  speech 
Appliant  to  no  person,  to  no  purport. 
I  win  speak  pluner ;  and  I  speak  to  both  ; 
Obey! 

It  seems  not  decent  that  men's  hands 
Should  touch  with  little  gentleness,  should  lead 
Compnleiyely,  young  women  who  hare  stood 
Behmd  and  near  the  daughter  of  Gastille. 
Long-sufiering  is  my  merit,  if  the  grace 
Of  ^)d  Touofasafes  me  one  :  but  oaths  of  fealty 
On  all  are  binding,  and  on  queens  the  most. 
My  conscience  hath  upbraided  me  severely 
For  not  discl(»ing  to  our  king  the  part 
Whereto  ^in  tears  I  own  it)  I  was  privy, 
Against  his  crown  and  dignity. 
VOL.  vn.  X 
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Come  &ov! 
Hear  reaeon,  dona  Ifies !  I  no  more 
Urge  any  choice  which  may  displease  yoa  both. 

Pedro.  Displease  us  ?  urge  a  choice  ? 

Blama.  We  must  avoid 

Scandal  at  least. 

There  are  formalitieB ; 
Mere  abjuration  now  <A  morriage-riteB, 
And  nofJiing  more  than  living  separate, 
One  in  a  cloister,  t'other  in  a  camp  : 
The  very  choice  the  brave  and  chaste  all  mate. 

Pedro.  Ay,  by  the  Saints  !  and  some  perhaps  too  soon 
Shall  find  my  cjioice  made  firmly. 

£ltmca.  Now  delay 

Were  madness,  pardon  perjnry :  such  threats , 
Are  traitorous  and  parricidal  too. 

[^She  calUJrom  the  window. 
Coelho !  Diego !  with  your  band  ujmtairs  .  . 
With  your  whole  band  .  .  two  timid  women  wait  .  . 
Your    queen    commands  .  .  your    king  .  .  your    friend    the 

bridegroom  .  . 
Force!  murder!  [7S>  Pedro. 

Stop  me  ?  hold  me  F  grasp  my  wrist  ? 
Audacious !  and  let  that  foul  fiend  escape  r 

liiei  {Juit  out  of  tht  door).    Good  soldier !  I  am  not  escaping 
from  you  .  . 
Push  me  not  back !  that  was  not  the  command  .  . 
Strike !  you  must  act  no  otherwise  .  .  let  fall 
This  halbert,  or  I  run  from  under  it  .  . 
The  word  le  given  .  .  'twas  the  queen  gave  it  .  .  strike, 
Irresolute ! 

Pedro.  WhatfeU? 

Blaiuu.  Where  is  she  ? 

Pedro.  Fled. 

Blanea.  Hold  me  not ;  pray  me  not ;  I  will  pursue  .  . 

Pedro.  The  guard  hath  stopt  her. 

Bl^anna.  At  the  door? 

Pedro.  With  force 

More  than  is  manly,  thrusting  her  against  it. 
Ho !  Ines !  art  thou  hart  ?  sp^ik !  art  thou  speaking  7 
Wbat  sobbest  thou,  my  love  1  is  then  my  name 
Uncall'd  upon  in  any  grief  of  thine  ? 
Where  is  she  ? 

Ho !  throw  open,  sentinel. 
This  door. 

Blanea.  Stand  further  off  .  .  he  does  his  duty  .  . 
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Further  back  yet  .  .  have  you  no  decency ! 
To  tread  upon  her  blood !  it  runs  tbro'  fast. 
And  will  ( tis  to  be  fear'd)  leave  marks  behind. 
Who,  hearing  your  inaeneibility. 
Will  pity  you  P 
i'mm).  None!  none! 

luee  is  dead ! 
My  father !  you  are  childleae  1  fare  you  well ! 
Unbar  the  d!oor  !  [^Aloud  to  thf  tmtry. 

CJonunand  him,  madam !  [ib  Bi-ufCA. 

Who 
Shall  keep  me  here,  while  steel  is  in  my  grasp 
And  vengeance  streuctheuB  it  and  justioe  c^aes  it  ? 
Blanea.  Sentry,  unbar !  [Zooitwy  ai  Iht  corpse. 

The  Boene  quite  saddens  me. 
'Tfrae  her  own  fault,  taah  child !    God's  will  be  done  I 
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Ippolito.  Now  all  the  people  follow  the  pix>ce6sion 
Here  may  I  walk  alone,  and  let  my  epirits 
Enjoy  the  coolness  of  these  quiet  aislee. 
Sively  no  air  is  Btirring  ;  every  st«p 
Tiree  me  ;  the  coltmms  shake,  the  ceiling  fleets, 
The  floor  beneath  me  slopes,  the  altar  riBea. 
Stay !  here  she  stept :  what  grace  !  what  haimony ! 
It  seem'd  that  every  accent,  eveiy  note 
Of  all  the  choral  music,  breath'd  from  her : 
From  her  celestial  airiness  of  form 
I  could  have  fancied  purer  light  descended. 
Between  the  pillars,  close  and  wearying, 
I  watoht  her  as  she  went :  I  had  rusht  on ; 
It  was  too  late ;  yet,  when  I  stopt,  I  thought 
I  stopt  full  soon :  I  cried,  h  the  not  thert  ? 
She  had  been :  I  had  seen  her  shadow  bunt 
The  sunbesm  as  she  parted  :  a  strange  sound, 
A  sound  that  stupified  and  not  aroused  me, 
Fill'd  all  my  senses :  such  was  never  felt 
Save  when  the  sword-girt  Angel  struck  the  gate. 
And  Paradise  wail'd  loud  and  cltwed  for  ever. 
She  should  return  ;  the  hour  is  past  away. 
How  can  I  bear  to  see  her  (yet  I  will) 
Springing,  she  fondly  thinks,  to  meet  the  man 
I  most  abhor,  my  faUier's  base-bom  son, 
Ferrante! 

*  Femnt*  and  Qinlio  weie  brothen,  by  tlie  father's  ride,  to  the  Duke  Alfomo 
and  the  Cardinal  Ippolito  di  Eate.  The  caidintl  deprived  Femute  of  his  ej-ea 
for  loving  the  tune  object  aa  hia  Eminence,  and  Waoie  ahe  had  praised  the 
besatyof  them. 
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Bo»aHa  {mUring).  What !  I  called  him  7  in  m;  haste 
To  lang^uiah  at  Ms  beauty,  to  weigh  down 
His  ejelids  with  mj  lipe  for  Grazing  ou  me : 
Sureljr  I  spoke  the  name,  and  knew  it  not 
Until  it  bounded  back  and  smote  me  so ! 

Ifipolito.  Curees  upon  them  both ! 

[Advatteing  toward  her. 
Welcome,  sweet  lady ! 

Solatia.  Lord  Garainal !  you  here  ?  and  unattended  ? 

IppoUio.  We  wait  the  happy  lover,  do  we  not  ? 

Bmaiha.  Fenante  then  betrayed  the  secret  to  you ! 
And  are  yon  come  to  honoiu*  with  your  presence  .  . 

Ippoliio.  Haa  the  Duke  sign'd  the  contract  ? 

^alba.  For  what  bride  ? 

Ferraste  writes  FerranU  plain  enough ; 
And  I  do  think,  altho'  I  once  or  twice 
Have  written  it  instead  of  mine,  at  last 
I  am  grown  steadier,  and  could  write  Rotalba. 

IppoUto.  8port  not  with  one  your  channs  hare  cast  too  low. 

Rotaiba.  Sport  not  with  one  your  hand  would  raise  too  high. 

Ippolito.  Again  that  taunt !  the  time  may  come,  Boealba, 
When  I  oould  sanctify  the  blissful  state 
I  have  aspired  to. 

Sotaiia.  Am  not  I  mere  ice  ? 

Show  not  I  girlish  forwardnees,  the  fears 
Of  infancy,  the  scruples  of  old  age  ? 

Have  not  you  said  so  ?  and  said  more  .  .  you  hat«  them  ? 
How  could  Tou  bear  me,  or  what  wish  from  me  ? 

IppoUto.  That  which  another  will  not  long  retain. 

HoiaHa.  Yon  know  him  little,  and  me  leas. 

Ippolito.  I  know 

Inconstant^  in  him. 

Sotajia.  And  what  in  me  ? 

Ippolito.  Intolerance  for  his  betters. 

Sotaiia.  Ignoranoe, 

But  not  intolerance  of  them,  is  my  fault. 

Ippolito.  No? 

Siialta.  Call  it  thus,  and  cast  it  on  the  rest. 

IppoUto.  Borne  are  there  whose  close  vision  sees  but  one 
In  the  whole  world,  and  would  not  see  another 
For  the  whole  world,  were  that  one  out  of  it. 

Botaiba.  Are  there  some  such  ?     0  may  they  be  my  friends ! 
0  how,  before  I  know  them,  I  do  love  them ! 

Ippolito.  After  no  strife,  no  censure,  no  complaint. 
Have  not  your  tears  been  seen,  when  you  have  left  him. 
Thro'  tedionsness,  distaste,  didike,  and  grief 
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(IngenuouB  mindB  miut  feel  it,  and  mav  own  it) 
That  lore,  so  rashly  pronuBt,  would  retire, 
Hstmg  exaction,  circumvention,  bonds  ? 

£otalia.  Sach  rnei  is  yet  unknown  to  me.     I  know 
All  tears  are  not  lor  sorrow :  many  swell 
In  ilie  warm  depths  of  gratitude  and  bliss  ; 
But  precious  over  all  are  those  that  bans; 
And  tremble  at  the  tale  of  generous  deeds. 
These  he  relates  when  fae  miffht  talk,  as  you  do. 
Of  passion :  but  he  sees  my  heart,  he  finds 
What  fragrance  moet  refreshes  it. 

How  hi^, 

0  Heaven !  must  that  man  be,  who  lores,  and  who 
Would  still  raise  others  higher  than  himself 

To  interest  his  beloved ! 

All  my  soul 
Is  but  one  drop  from  his,  and  into  his 
Falls,  as  earth  s  dew  falls  into  earth  again. 

IppoUto.  Yet  would  it  not  be  wise  to  trust  a  friend 
Able  to  counsel  in  extremes  and  straits  ? 

Jiotalba.  Is  it  not  wise  in  darkness  and  in  storm 
To  trust  the  wave  that  lashes  us,  Eind  pray 
Its  guidance  on  the  rooks  whereto  it  tends  ? 

1  have  my  guide,  Lord  Cardinal !  he  alone 
Is  ship  and  pilot  to  me,  sea  and  star  ; 
Counsel  from  others,  knowing  him,  would  be 
Like  worship  of  false  gods ;  in  me  no  less 
Than  profanation  and  apostasy. 

IppoUto.  We  may  retire ;  he  oomes  not  here  to-daj, 
Somalia.  Then  will  I  not  retire,  but  lay  my  head 


IppoUto.  To-morrow  he  may  fail :  the  sovran  will 
By  rescript  has  detained  and  muat  delay  him. 

Sotalba.  Lead,  lead  me  to  Ferrante. 

IppoUto.  Were  I  worthy. 

SM<Aha.  Proud  cruel  man !  that  bitter  sneer  bodes  ilL 
Hay  not  I  See  him? 

IppoUto.  He  may  not  see  you. 

RM<dha.  0  let  him !  well  my  memory  can  supply 
His  beauteous  image ;  I  can  Uve  on  love 
Saturate,  like  bees  with  honey,  long  drear  days ; 
He  must  see  me,  or  sen  not  rest;  I  can. 
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SECOND  PART. 
Ippouto,  Fbuuktb,  md  GniLio,  ««  pritm. 

Ippolito.  Beasms  of  state,  I  fear,  have  dictarted 
This  somethiu^  like  Beverity  ;  Ood  grant 
Here  be  no  heresy:  do  both  avow  it, 
Staring  In  silence  at  disoovery  P 

Oituio.  No  order  forced  me  hither ;  I  am  come 
To  share  my  brother's  fate,  whate'er  it  be. 
And  mitigate  bi«  sufierines. 

IppoUtc.  May  they  cease  ! 

GivUo.  Those  words  would  have  dissolved  them  into  air. 
Spoken  but  twenty  furlong  &om  these  bars. 

Ippolito.  I  would  do  muoh  to  serve  yon  ;  but  my  faith 
And  my  allegiance  have  two  other  lords, 
The  diie  my  brother,  and  the  pope  my  God. 
Ferrante  then  says  nothing  ? 

Ferrimte.  He  well  knows 

Thy  hatred  and  its  cause. 

Ippolito.  Why  should  I  bate  you,  .  .  . 

Uy  father's  son,  they  say  P 

Ffrrante.  Thiy  lof/  !    His  blood 

Buns  in  these  veins,  pure,  for  pure  blood  was  hers 
Who  loved  the  youthful  lover,  and  who  died 
When  falser  vows  estranged  die  matchless  prince. 

IppoUto.  He  saw  his  error. 

Ftrrante.  All  men  do  when  age 

Bends  down  their  heads,  or  gold  shines  in  their  way. 

Ippolito.  Altho'  I  would  have  helpt  you  in  distress. 
And  just  removed  you  from  the  court  awhile, 
You  call'd  me  tyrant. 

Fammto.  Oalled  thee  tyrant  ?  I  ? 

By  Heaven !  in  tyrant  there  Is  something  great 
That  never  was  in  thee.     I  would  be  killed 
Rather  by  any  monster  of  the  wild 
Than  ch<«kt  ciy  weeds  and  quicksands,  rather  crusht 
'Rj  maddest  rage  than  day -cold  apathy, 
luose  who  act  well  the  tyrant,  neither  seek 
Nor  shun  the  name ;  and  yet  I  wonder  not 
That  thou  repeateet  it,  and  wishest  me ; 
It  sounds  like  power,  like  policy,  like  courage, 
And  none  who  calls  thee  tjTant  can  despise  thee. 
Go,  issue  orders  for  imprisonment. 
Warrants  for  death :  the  gibbet  and  the  wheel, 
Lo !  the  grand  boundaries  of  thy  dDminJon ! 
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0  what  a  mifflL^r  office  for  a  minister 
(And  Buch  AXEohbo'b  brother  calls  himself) 
To  be  the  scribe  of  hawkers !  Man  of  eeninB ! 
The  lanes  and  allies  echo  with  thy  wora^. 

Giviio.  Ab !  do  not  urge  him ;  be  may  ruin  yon ; 
He  may  pursue  you  to  the  grave. 

Ferranti.  He  dares  not : 

Look  at  his  collar !  see  the  saint  be  wears ! 
The  amber  saint  may  ask  too  muob  for  that. 

Ippoltto.  Atheist !  thy  scoffs  encourage  every  crime, 
And  strip  thee,  like  a  pestil^ice,  of  friends : 
Theirs  is  the  afuilt  to  march  against  the  law. 
They  mount  the  scaffold,  and  the  blow  is  thine. 

Ferrante.  How  venom  bunuBhes  his  adder's  orest ! 
How  eloquent  on  scaffolds  and  on  laws ! 
If  such  a  noisome  weed  as  falsehood  is 
Qive  frothy  vigour  to  a  worm  like  thee, 
Crawl,  eat,  drmk,  sleep  upon  it,  and  farewelL 

Ippalito  (to  QiDuo).  Take  you  the  sentence,  and  Gh>d  be  with 
both!  [ffoM. 

Oiulio.  What  sentence  have  we  here  ? 

Ferrante.  Unseal  and  read  it. 

Giulio  {rtaiing).  Of  sight!  of  sight!  ofsk;ht! 

Ferrante.  Would  you  escape, 

Uy  gentle  Giulio  ?     Bun  not  thus  around 
The  wide  light  chamber,  press  not  thus  your  brow 
Against  the  walls,  with  your  two  palms  above. 
Seek  you  the  door  then  ?  you  are  uncondemned 
To  lose  the  sight  of  one  who  is  the  bloom 
And  breath  of  life  to  you :  the  bolts  are  drawn 
On  me  alone.     You  carry  in  your  breast 
Host  carefuUy  our  brother's  precious  gift : 
Well,  take  it  anywhere,  but  do  not  hope 
Too  much  from  any  one.     Time  softens  rocks, 
And  hardens  men. 

Giulio.  Pray  then  our  Gkid  for  help. 

Ferrante.  0  my  true  brother,  Giulio !  why  thus  hang 
Around  my  neck  and  pour  forth  prayers  for  me  ? 
Where  there  are  priests  and  kinsmen  auoh  as  ours, 
God  hears  not,  nor  is  heard.    I  am  prepared 
For  death. 

Gialio.      Ah !  worse  than  death  may  come  upon  you. 
Unless  Heaven  interpose. 

fhrante-  I  know  the  worst. 

And  bear  one  comfort  in  my  breast  that  fire 
And  steel  can  ne'er  force  from  it  -.  she  I  love 
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Will  not  be  hia,  but  die  as  ahe  bath  lived. 

Doubt  you  ?  that  thus  you  shake  the  head  and  eiffb. 

Givlio.  Ear  other  doubt  waa  mine  :  even  this  enall  cease. 

F»rra>U*.  Speak  it, 

GiiUio.  I  must :  Gk>d  pardon  me ! 

FerranU.  Speak  on. 

C/iuiio.  Have  we  not  dwelt  in  friendship  from  our  birth, 
Told  the  same  oourtjer  the  same  tale  of  joy. 
And  pointed  whero  life's  earheat  thorn  had  pierced 
Amid  the  sports  of  boyhood,  ere  the  heart 
Hath  aught  of  bitter  or  unsound  within  ? 

Ferrante.  We  have  indeed. 

Oivlio.  Has  my  advice  been  ill  P 

FarranU.  Too  often  ill-observed,  but  always  good. 

CfivUo.  Brother,  my  words  are  not  what  better  men 
Would  speak  to  you ;  and  yet  my  love,  I  think, 
Hnst  be  more  warm  than  theirs  can  ever  be. 

FerrimU.  Brother's,  friend's,  father's,  when  was  it  like  yours  ? 

GiuUo.  Which  of  them  ever  said  what  I  shall  say  ? 

Hrrante.  Speak  ;  my  desires  are  kindled,  my  feats  qnoncht. 

Oivlio.  Do  not  delay  to  die,  lest  crueller 
Than  common  death  befal  you. 

FerramU.  Then  the  wheel 

la  ordered  in  that  schedule !    Uust  she  too 
Have  her  chaste  limbs  laid  bare  ?     Here  lies  the  rack ; 
Here  she  would  sufier  ere  It  touch  the  skin. 
No,  I  will  break  it  with  the  thread  of  life 
£re  the  sound  reach  her.     Talk  no  more  of  Heaven, 
Of  Providence,  of  Justice.    Look  on  her. 
WI^  should  she  suffer  P  what  hath  she  from  Heaven 
Of  comfort  or  protection  ? 

AWw.  Talk  not  so. 

K^  ocones  down  when  Hope  hath  flown  away. 

Ferrante.  lUuBion! 

OwUo.  If  it  were,  which  it  is  not, 

Why  break  with  vehement  words  such  sweet  illusion  ? 
For  were  there  nought  above  but  empty  air. 
Nought  but  the  dear  blue  sky  where  birds  delight, 
Soarmg  o'er  myriad  worlds  of  living  dust 
That  roll  in  oolunms  round  the  noontide  ray. 
Your  heart  would  faint  amid  such  solitude, 
Would  shrink  in  such  vacuity  :  that  heart 
(Ferrante  !  can  you  hide  ita  wants  from  me  P) 
JUses  and  looks  around  and  calls  aloud 
For  some  kind  Being,  some  consoling  bosom. 
Whereon  to  place  ita  sorrows,  and  to  rest. 
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FemmU.  Oh !  tliat  was  here  .  .  I  oaunot  look  beyond. 

Gitdio.  Hark!  hear  you  not  the  people?  to  the  window  ! 
They  shout  and  clop  their  hands  when  they  firet  meet  you 
After  short  abeence ;  what  shall  tliey  now  do  ? 
Up  !  seize  the  moment ;  show  youieelf . 

FerranU.  Stay,  CKuho! 

Draw  me  not  thither ;  epeak  not  of  my  wrongs ; 
I  would  aw(ut  but  not  arouse  tiieir  Tengeance, 
And  would  deserve  but  oourt  not  their  applause. 
Little  of  good  shall  good  men  hope  from  them. 
Nothing  shall  wiser.  \^Ande. 

0  were  he  away ! 
But  if  I  fail,  he  must  die  too,  being  here. 

QivHo.  Let  me  call  out :  they  are  below  the  grate : 
They  would  dehver  you  :  tiy  tjus  one  (diance. 
Obdurate  !  would  you  hold  me  down  ?    They're  gone ! 

FnrranU.  Giulio !  for  shame !  weep  not,  or  here  I  stay 
And  let  vile  hands  deform  me. 

Oivlio.  They  shall  never. 

FerranU.  What  smoke  arises  ?    Are  there  torches  under  ? 
Surely  the  crowd  has  past :  'tis  from  the  stairs. 

Gitdio.  Anticipate  the  blow. 

Fmrante.  One  more  must  erieve ! 

And  will  she  grieve  liko  you,  too  tender  Giulio ! 
Turn  not  away  the  head,  the  hand.     "What  hold  you  ? 
Give,  give  it  me.     'Tis  keen.    They  call  you  forui. 
'  Tell  her  .  .  no,  say  not  we  shall  meet  again, 
For  tears  flow  always  faster  at  those  words  .  . 
May  the  thought  come,  but  gently,  like  a  dream. 
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Son.  0  father !  am  I  then  within  thy  anus 
Once  more  ?    0  vea ;  what  other  heart  beats  ao  ? 

ffuHnan.    Son  f    art  tliou  free  ?    How    couldst    thou    have 
eeoaped? 

Son.  God,  God  alone  bath  moved  our  enemy. 

Giewtan.  He  will  perfect  Ms  work ;  he  needs  not  us. 

Son.  I  shall  tlien  hold  my  sister's  eyes  again 
"Within  my  own,  her  palm  around  my  head  [ 
Hence  let  ub,  while  we  may. 

Gieman.  What  speakest  thou  ? 

Son.  If  thou  wilt  only  bid  the  war  to  pause, 
I  then  am  free. 

Gmman.         Free  ?  then  thou  art  not  yet? 

8oH.  Unlees  our  soldiers  are  withdrawn,  not  death 
Alone  awaits  me. 

(hmmm.  Mercy!  mercy!  God! 

Without  thy  voice,  without  thy  helping  hand, 
We  stagger,  weak  as  infants,  from  our  duty. 
Child !  child !  what  can  I  do  ? 

Son.  Hath  not  God  spoken  ? 

And  hath  he  oeast  to  speak  ? 

fftuman.  The  brave  man's  breast 

Is  God's  pure  tabemaole :  thro'  the  world. 
Its  storms,  its  deeerts,  we  must  carry  it. 
For  him  against  the  infidel  I  war ; 
No  peace,  no  truce,  unless  at  his  command. 

Son.  God  doth  not  always  speak  in  thunder-clouds. 
Even  in  the  rain  and  dew,  on  the  weak  herb 
That  bends  before  them,  there  too  is  a  voice 
Breathing  from  Him.     God  is  not  always  wroth  ; 
He  pities  too,  and  most  delights  in  pity. 
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Oiommt.  Art  thoa  afraid  F 

San.  Father!  0 father!  no. 

Shame  me  not  thus.     But  to  have  felt  Uiy  lips 
Upon  n^  brow,  upon  my  ejea,  my  mouth, 
And  to  have  breatbed  his  breath  who  ^ve  me  life 
Now  sixteen  years  ago  .  .  O  father !  save  me ! 

Ovammi.  Ajiother  would  have  said  thou  wert  too  rash ; 
How  many  fathers,  of  their  sons,  have  said  it, 
Ay,  and  <^  brave  ones,  and  for  being  brave ; 
I  never  said  it,  even  when  I  lost  thee, 
Thee,  my  first-hom,  my  only  living  son. 
Precious  as  life  .  .  almost,  (dmost,  as  hononr. 
Bon  !  thou  art  going  into  God's  own  gloiy. 
And  wouldflt  thou  t£at  thy  father  at  one  breath 
Be  spoil'd  of  his,  and  thine  F 

8m.  No,  father,  no! 

Fight  on ;  and  thinh  of  my  worst  fault  no  more. 
They  shout. 

Qtaman  {to  hit  trumpeten).  Beply. 

[Flowitk  of  trwnpett. 
Thus  my  last  groan  is  drown'd. 
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Febe.    Gsisrlda.    Kohoalsa.    AuMTn*.    Pba  Fefe. 

JW«,  Onr  good  king  Ferdinand,  altho'  I  aay  it, 
He  is  the  braveBt  king  that  ever  trod 
Upon  ne&t's  leather,  with  a  star  to  brieket. 

Gritelda.  Death,  a  dog's  death,  to  whosoe'er  deniee  it ! 

J'lAf.  He's  just  like  one  of  as,  aa  kings  should  be. 

Gruelda.  A7,  he  has  bowels. 

Ftbe.  Faith !  has  he :  I  saw 

His  Majeet;  hold  np  a  string  of  paste 
Three  palms  in  length,  and  down  his  throat  it  slid. 
Just  like  the  sword  down  that  great  ooniuror'e. 

Orutlda.  And  then  he  elaspt  hia  hand  on  t'other  side. 
So  natural! 

Fifbt.  And  laught  as  heartil; 

As  any  pickpocket  when  purseleee  wight 
Cries  tht^,  and  points  him  out  to  some  near  sbirro, 
"Who  looks  all  ways  but  that,  and  will  hear  first 
What  has  been  lost,  and  where  are  witnesstra. 

Gritelda.  Gnats,  rats,  and  rogues,  are  bred  in  every  city, 
But  only  oun  rears  Ferdinands. 

Ffie.  Here  comes 

FraP^e. 

I^a  PtjM.  What  now  want  ye  ?     What  hath  brought  ye 
Into  this  crowd,  among  these  men  and  horses  ? 

Oriielda.  Father !  do  shrive  us  ere  we  face  such  perils  ; 
Trumpeters,  poets,  heroes,  harlequins. 
And  overhead  vast  tottering  catafalcs, 
Choak-{ull,  and  mountain  high  ;  ten  thousand  arms 
Around  ten  thousand  waists,  and  scarce  can  save  them. 

D-a  Pipe.  I  have  no  time  to  shrive  ye. 
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Fehe.  Ood  forbid 

That  we  should  urge  it !     But  yon  tripe  smells  bravely, 
And  we  keep  many  Fridays  in  the  week ; 
J>o  not  turn  this  fine  Tuesday  into  cme. 

/Va  Pepe.  Knowest  thou  what  tripe  is  7 

Fehe.  From  ancient 

records 
And  faint  remembrances. 

Fra  Pepe.  Haet  tasted  it  ? 

OrUelda.  Why  should  we  not,  on  some  rare  festival  ? 

^4  PtffM.  Luxury  wiU  creep  downward,  and  seize  souls. 
Who  pampered  you  at  this  enormous  rate  f 

OrUflda.  We  are  not  young  ones  now,  but  heretofcae 
We  have  had  lovers,  and  have  seen  carlinos 
Spin  upon  table ;  and  the  change  waa  ours. 

FVa  P^.  0  shame  upon  ye ! 

Feie.  Shame  is  called  upon  as 

Wben  we  are  old  and  needy  ;  they  who  brought 
Shame  aud  old  age  upon  us,  call  it  loudest. 

Fra  Pepe.  Thou  talkest  foolishly  indeed,  good  woman ! 

Fehe.  We  all  talk  our  best  thinsB  when  teeth  are  flush. 

QrUelda.  Wit  is  not  wanting  while  the  cheek  wears  roses 
And  coral  lips  are  ready  to  impart  it. 

.Rotiualda.  I  doubt  now  whether  all  this  tripe  be  real. 

Armida.  They  got  it  cheap,  or  would  not  give  bo  largely ; 
An  ounce,  two  ounces,  to  one  family. 

Febe.  What !  kings  mere  hucksters  !  better  say  they  stole  it ! 

Orieelda.  Such  glorious  ones  would  scarcely  steal  the  cattle, 
Much  less  what  some  call  oSal.    Bob  poor  farmers  I 
Come,  Febe,  if  we  listen  to  her  talk 
We  may  do  penance  in  a  stiller  place. 

Fehe.  Never  say  "  eome  awat/,    my  good  Qtiselda ! 
While  they  are  forking  it  from  pans  and  kettles 
Wide  as  the  crater  and  as  piping-hot. 
0  Father  Pepe  !  oould  you  touch,  see,  smell  it ! 
Bees  may  make  honeycombs  ;  what  bee  oould  ever 
Make  honeycomb  like  tripe  ?     Ah  fat !  ah  pith  1 
Soft,  suctionable,  savory. 

li-a  Pepe.  Out  upon  thee ! 

6ri»»lda.  See  there  now !    Off  be  goes ! 

Fehe.  No  fault  of  mine. 

Oriwlda.  Yes ;  thy  shrill  squally  shouts,  and  rubbing  down 
Of  mouth,  with  one  arm  first,  and  then  the  other 
And  then  the  apron.    Who  beside  thyself 
Would  talk  so  touchingly,  so  near  mid-day  ? 
A  qualm  came  over  me;  1  felt  half -famisht ; 
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No  monk  on  earth  could  stand  it ;  not  the  best 
That  erer  faced  the  devil  in  the  deeert. 

Jiomoaida.  Between  ymi,  preti;y  work  !  the  frate  gone ! 

fUe.  Follow  him :  who  detains  70U  ?    We  want  nothing 
With  you,  signora ! 

Armida.  Let  those  vulgar  women 

Talk  about  tripe ;  we  can  buy  lirer,  buji  it, 
Drink  the  hal^flask,  doze  the  half-hour,  again 
Be  young,  then  shrire  us.     One  night  ecores  not  deep. 
There's,  dj  my  reckoning,  mother  Bomoalda, 
Only  one  night  between  ua  and  to-morrow. 

Boawalda  (ttriking  hw  »tomaehar).  The  best  church-clock  liuH 
under  this  red  canvas, 
And  points,  within  a  trioe,  to  dinner-time. 

Oritelda.  You  totter  about  sadly,  neighbour  Febe ! 

Fsit.  No  wonder ;  they  have  tluDwn  so  many  pulps 
And  peels  of  melon  on  the  ground,  I  know 
My  feet  are  wet,  and  my  whole  stockings,  with  them 
And  plaahy  daffodils,  like  artichokes 
In  edze,  knee-deep,  and  palm-leaves  long  as  boats : 
80,  were  there  room  for  falling,  fall  I  must. 

Gritelda.  May-hap,  you  tasted  a  cup's  rim  at  starting  ? 

F^.  Before  we  met,  one  little  broken  one, 
I  sipt.  They  never  told  me  'twos  so  strong : 
And  then  they  took  advantage  of  me. 

Oritelda.  Men 

Always  do  fhat  with  us  poor  lonely  women. 

F«b».  'Twas  not  the  wme  nor  men  ;  a  fig  for  them  ! 
This  hubbub  has  confounded  me,  this  crowd ; 
Soldiers  and  monks,  and  mummers  fill  the  street. 
And  candles  bigger  than  the  priests  that  bear  them, 
And  saucy  boys  running  aside  the  candles 
To  catch  the  drops,  leaving  one  hand  for  mischief ; 
And  then  the  beHs  are  making  such  a  ooil. 
Saint  against  saint,  from  Mole  to  Oapo-mout«, 
We  can  not  hear  the  loudest  voice  cry  gara 
If  horse  or  mule  tramp  muzzling  into  us. 
In  vain,  Oriaelda,  lift  we  up  our  shoulders 
And  whisper  in  God's  ear  we  think  it  hard. 

Gritalda.  Well,  Febe,  by  stout  shoving  we  are  now 
Beyond  the  mob.     What  ails  thee  ? 

Fete.  Many  things 

Ail  me ;  vexations  and  infirmities ; 
Beside  a  tiny  matter  of  an  infant 
I  dro^  into  the  sea  throug^h  awkwardness. 

OrtMlda.  Did  not  the  child  cry  out,  as  children  should  ? 
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Febe.  It  did.     Well,  well !  I  made  an  angel  of  it. 

GrUelda.  Then  say  no  more  about  it. 

Feht.  "Kb  in  heaven, 

Among  the  other  angels  i  but  I  fear 
That  when  they  say,  "Sing!  sing,  my  little  one !  " 
It  may  give  answer,  "  Five  hard  fingers  here 
Have  spoilt  my  singing." 

Grimda.  They  who  make  an  angd 

Make  more  than  they  who  make  ten  peniteute, 
And  yet  to  make  one  penitent  wins  heaven. 

Feb«.  I  aometimee  wish  'twere  back  again. 

Orutlda.  To  cry? 

Feh».  Ah  !  it  dott  cry  ere  the  first  sea-mew  cries  ; 
It  wakes  me  many  mornings,  many  nights, 
And  fields  of  poppies  could  not  quiet  it. 

Gritelda.  Febe  I  we  must  not  think  of  it  to-day. 
Sorrow  is  most  offensive  to  the  great. 
And  nobody  should  grieve  when  kings  are  near. 
This,  above  Eill  days,  is  a  day  of  joy  ; 
Another  king  is  given  to  the  world, 
And  our  first  duty  is  to  guard  his  throne. 

Febe.  And  drink  a  litUe  beaker  to  his  health. 
We,  mother  Bomoalda !  with  Christ's  help, 
Will,  against  all  his  enemies,  support  him, 
0 !  I  am  thirsty  with  the  dust  \  beside, 
I  was  so  worried  by  that  odious  mob. 
The  people  seem  to  push  against  me  still. 
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Etitx.  I  did  bt^liove.  sir,  I  had  helpt  to  misti 
Many  to  wealth  and  stntion,  some  to  fame,  .  . 
And  one  to  friendeliip. 

Saeon.  Tou,  my  noble  earl, 

Have  done  it ;  and  much  more.     We  must  lament 
A  power  thus  past  (or  ratht^r  thrown)  away. 

£i»»x.  Thou  ?  thou  lament  it,  Bacon  f 

Baton.  To  my  soul. 

Ettex.  "Why  then,  with  energy  beyond  the  pitch 
Of  brawling  law,  cry  vengeance  P  when  my  fortune 
Was  pierced  with  every  bolt  fi-om  every  hand. 
Boon  as  the  golden  links  were  snapt  asunder, 
Which  they  who  rule  the  earth  htJd  round  that  bird 
Who  bore  their  lightnings  and  etruclc  down  their  foes. 

Baeon.  My  gracious  lord '  were  always  their  commands 
Well  waited  for  ? 

Egtex.  Nay,  by  my  troth,  my  zeal 

Outflew  them. 

Bacon.  Your  return  was  unadvised. 

£Mtx.  Unwelcome  :  that  is  worse. 

Baeon.  The  worst  of  all 

Was  summoning  to  arms  a  loyal  land. 
Basking  in  peace  and  plenteousness. 

Eitsex.  How  far 

Extended  tliis  your  basking  ?  court  indeed 
And  inns  of  law  were  warm  enough ;  on  those 
Tl)e  bun  beats  all  the  day,  through  all  the  year; 
Everj-thing  there  so  .itill  and  orderly, 
That  he  who  sneezes  in  them  is  caught  up 
And  cudgel'd  for  his  pains. 

TOL.  VII.  Y 
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Bacon.  Should  he  awake 

TrumpetB  hy  sneezing,  should  he  blow  up  banners, 
'Twere  well  if  only  cud^ls  fell  on  him  : 
Out  lawa  have  aharper  inBtnunente,  my  lord ! 

I^ttx.  I  know  it ;  and  I  knew  it  ere  I  rose. 

Bacon.  0  I  had  this  never  happened ! 

Su/x.  Then  wouldfit  thou 

Have  lost  some  smileB,  some  parleyinrs,  some  togs 
Of  ermine,  and  .  .  what  more  thou  valueet 
(As  any  wise  man  would)  .  .  some  little  gold. 

Bacon.  Dross ! 

Etux  {tmiling).  Very  true !  .  .  as  men  are  dust  and  ashes. 

Bacon.  Such  moughts  become  all  mortals ;  most  of  all 
Those  who  have  fallen  under  high  displeasure, 
Who  have  their  God  and  Prince  to  reconcile. 
And  are  about  to  change  this  brief  vile  life  .  . 
Nay,  nay,  my  lord!  your  life  may  rest  unchanged 
For  years  to  come,  if  you,  upon  your  knees. 
Humbly  ask  pardon  .  . 

E*ttx  {Jicrccly').  Pardon !  \Aft»r  hetitation. 

I  will  ask  it .  . 

Bacon.  .  .  Before  the  privy  council,  and  the  court 
Especially  assembled. 

Ettcx  {indignantly).  Not  before 
The  best  among  them,  were  he  quite  alone. 
No,  by  the  soul  of  Essex !  were  he  Baleigh  .  . 
The  only  great  man  there. 

Bacon.  Are  we  so  soomed  ? 

Eiux.  Bacon !  I  did  not  say  the  only  wise  one ; 
So,  do  not  break  thy  ring,  or  loose  the  stone. 

Bacon.  My  lord !  mj  finger  might  have  been  uneasy 
Without  such  notice  from  tiiat  once  high  peer 
Krewhile  the  Earl  of  Essex  .  ,  until  treoBon 
Level'd  him  lower  than  burgess  or  than  churl. 

E»»cx.  I  will  not  say  thou  licut  \  for  thy  tongue 
Lags  far  behind  thy  heart ;  thy  etrongest  wit 
May  stretch  and  strain,  hut  never  make  them  jroke-mates. 

Bacon.  This  cork  appliance,  thin  hard  breathing,  served 
While  there  was  water  under  for  aupjwrt. 
But  cut  a  diunal  figure  ju  the  mud. 

Eitex.  To  servile  souls  how  abject  seem  the  fallen ! 
Benchers  and  message-bearers  stride  o'er  Essex ! 

Baton.  Unmasted  pinnace  may  row  safely  under 
No  high  colossus,  without  pricking  it. 
But,  sure,  the  valiuit  Earl  is  somewhat  chafed  .  . 
yiTho  could  have  thought  it ! .  .  by  a  worm  like  me  \ 
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Emex.  Begone !     I  have  fairly  weighed  thee. 

Baeon  {dme).  He  weigh  me ! 

No  taan  is  stout  enough*  to  trim  the  balance,   . 
Much  less  to  throw  the  weight  in  .  . 

He  weigh  me ! 
Flaunting  and  brittle  as  a  honevsuclcle, 
Sweet  in  the  chamber,  in  the  field  blown  down. 
Ramping  in  vain  to  reach  again  its  prop,  4 

And  crusht  by  the  first  footfall. 

Arrogance 
Stares,  but  sees  badly :  Buatchee  with  qniolc  gripe 
What  aeems  within  tJie  reach,  and.  being  infirm 
Of  stand,  is  overhalanpiMl. 

Shall  I  bear 
Foul  words  upon  me  ? 

I  have  thrown  them  back 
Manfully  to  the  beard  that  wagged  with  them. 
My  courage  is  now  safe  beyond  suspicion  •  . 
Myself  can  hardly  doubt  it  after  this. 
Yet  that  audacious  criminal  dared  spit 
Beproaches  !  seldom  are  they  bee 


For,  what  had  I  to  do  with  it  ?    I  spoke  .  . 
And,  when  we  are  commanded,  we  must  speak. 
It  was  her  Grace  .  .  and  surely  she  knows  best. 
I  may  now  wash  my  hands  of  him  at  last, 
I  have  but  done  my  duly  :  fall  who  may. 

*  Bkoon  littls  know  or  auBpected  tb&t  thsre  vaa  then  aziatias  (ths  only  ons 
Uut  evBi  did  exist)  hie  laperior  in  intelloctiud  power.  Poiition  pim  inA^itnde. 
While  the  world  wu  rolliiig  ahove  Shakespeare,  he  was  seen  imparreotly  :  whea 
he  rose  above  the  worid,  it  was  discoTered  that  he  waa  greater  than  the  world. 
The  most  honest  of  his  contemponries  would  scarcely  have  admitted  this,  eren 
had  the]^  knowQ  it.  Bnt  vast  objects  of  remote  altitade  roust  be  lookeil  at  a 
lone  while  before  they  nrs  ascertained.  Ages  are  the  telewwpe- tubes  that  most 
be  lengthDned  Oat  for  Shakespeare ;  and  geuenilions  of  mea  serve  but  •■  singlB 
_:• ^  ^  jjj^  olaims. 
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Ru/tu.  Tyrrel,  Bpiir  onward !  we  must  not  await 
The  laggard  lords  :  when  they  hare  heard  the  doga 
I  warrant  they  will  follow  fa»t  enough, 
Kavh  for  hie  haunch.     Thy  roan  ia  mettleeome  ; 
How  the  rogue  sides  up  to  me,  and  ulaims 
Acquaintance  with  young  York^ihire  !  not  afraid 
Of  wrinkling  lip,  nor  ear  laid  down  Uke  grass 
By  summer  thunder- shower  on  Windsor  mead. 

Tj/rrel.  Behold,  my  liege !  hither  they  troop  amain, 
Over  yon  gap. 

Jiufu*.  OvBT  my  pales  ?  the  dolts 

Have  broken  down  my  pales  ! 

Tj/rrel.  Please  you,  my  liege, 

Unlras  they  had,  they  must  have  ridden  round 
Eleven  miles. 

Rufut.  Why  not  have  ridden  round 

Eleven  miles?  or  twenty,  were  there  need. 
By  our  Lady !  they  shall  be  our  carpenters 
And  mend  what  they  have  marr'd.     At  any  time 
I  can  make  fifty  lords ;  but  who  can  make 
As  many  head  of  deer,  if  mine  escape  f 
And  sure  they  will,  unless  they  too  are  mad. 
Call  me  that  bishop  .  .  him  with  hunting-cap 
Surcharged  with  cross,  and  scarlet  above  knee. 

Tyrrd  {gallopit^  ferteard).  Ho!  my  lord  bishop  ! 

Biihop.  Who  calls  me  f 

7\/rrel.  Your  tdave. 

Bishop.  Well  said,  if  toned  a»  well  and  timed  as  well. 
Who  art  thou  ?  citizen  or  bind  ?  what  wanteat  ? 

l)fTrtl.  My  lord !  your  preeenoe ;  but  before  the  king  ; 
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WJiere  it  may  grow  more  placid  &t  its  leisure. 
The  mom  is  onlj  streakt  with  red,  my  lord  ! 
You  beat  liet  out  and  out :  how  prettily 
You  wear  your  etockiii^  over  head  and  ears  ! 
Keep  off  the  gorae  and  broom !  they  soon  catoh  fire ! 

Bithop.  The  king  shall  hear  of  thiB :  I  reoogruBe 
Sir  Walter  Tyrrel, 

Tj/rrel.  And  Sir  Walter  Tyrrel 

By  tiie  same  token  duly  recognises 
The  Church's  weU-begotteu  son,  well-fed, 
Well-mounted,  and  all  well,  except  weU-spoken, 
The  Bpirituol  lord  of  Winchester. 

Bidtop.  Ay,  by  God'a  grace !  pert  losel ! 

7yrr«/.  Prick  along 

Lord  bishop !  quicker  I  catch  fresh  air !  we  want  it ; 
We  have  hod  foul  enough  till  dinner-time. 

Bitmap.  Yariet !  I  may  chastise  this  insolence. 

7)frrel.  I  like  those  feathers  :  but  there  crows  no  cock 
Without  an  answer.    Though  the  noisiest  throat 
Sings  from  the  helfrey  of  snug  Winchester, 
Yet  he  from  Westminster  hath  stouter  spurs. 

Sithop.  God's  blood !  were  I  no  bishop  .  . 

Tj/rrd.  Then  thy  own 

Were  cooler. 

Biihop.    Whip  that  hound  aside !  0  Christ ! 
The  beast  has  paw'd  my  housings !    What  a  day 
For  dirt! 

l\irrtl.  The  scent  Ues  well ;  pity  no  more 
The  housi^s ;  look,  my  lord !  oere  trots  the  king ! 

Bufut.   wnich  of  you  broke  my  palings  down  ? 

Biihop.  God  knows, 

Host  gracious  sir. 

Rupu,  No  doubt  he  does ;  but  you. 

Bishop !  could  surely  teach  us  what  God  knows. 
BJde  back  and  order  some  score  handicrafts 
To  fix  them  in  their  places. 

Bithop.  The  command 

Of  our  most  gracioua  king  shall  be  obeyed.  \_Riding  off. 

Malisons  on  the  atheist !     Who  can  tell 
Where  ore  my  squires  and  other  men  ?  oonfueed 
Among  the  servitors  of  temporal  lords  \ 
I  must  e'en  turn  again  and  hail  that  brute. 
Sir  Walter!  good  Sir  Walter !  one  half -word  ! 

[Tyb&m.  Wife*  toteard  him. 
Sir  Walter !  may  I  task  your  courtesy 
To  find  me  any  of  my  followers  ? 
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Tyrrsl.  Willingly. 

Jtu/tu.  Btay  with  me ;  I  vant  thee,  Tyrrel ! 

What  does  the  bishop  bogle  at  ? 

Tyrrgl.  At  nothing. 

He  aeeks  his  people,  to  retrieve  the  damage. 

Eufat.  Where  are  the  lorda? 

Tyrrtl.  Gone  past  your  Oraoe,  bare-headed. 

And  falling  in  the  rear. 

Jiuflit.  Well,  prick  then  on. 

I  care  but  little  for  the  diase  to-day, 
Although  the  scent  lies  sweetly.     To  knock  down 
My  paling  is  vexatious.    We  must  see 
Our  great  improrements  in  this  forest ;  what 
Of  roads  blockt  up,  of  hamlets  swept  away, 
Of  lurking  dene  called  cottages,  ana  cells. 
And  hermitages.     I^rrel !  thou  didst  right 
And  dutifully,  to  remove  the  house 
Of  thy  forefatjiera.-    'Twas  an  odd  request 
To  leave  the  dovecote  for  the  sake  of  those 
Flea-bitten  blind  old  pigeons.     There  it  stands  ! 
But,  in  God's  name !  what  mean  these  hives  ?  the  bees 
May  sting  my  dogs. 

Tyrrei.  They  hunt  not  in  the  summer. 

Su/ut.  They  may  torment  my  fawns. 

Tyrrei.  Bir !  not  nnlees 

Driven  from  their  hives  :  they  like  the  flowers  much  better. 

Rvfm.  Flowers !  and  leave  flowers  too  ? 

T^rrel.  Only  some  half-wild. 

In  tanked  knots ;  balm,  clary,  marjoram. 

B.ufut.  What  lies  beyond  this  dose  briar  hedge,  that  smells 
Through  the  thick  dew  upon  it,  pleasantly  f 

T^rrel.  A  poor  low  cottage :  the  dry  marl-pit  shields  it, 
Ani^  frail  and  unsupported  like  itself. 
Peace-breathing  honeysuckles  comfort  it 
In  its  misfortunes. 

Rvfut,  I  am  fain  to  laugh 

At  diy  rank  minstrdsy.     A  poor  low  cottage ! 
Only  a  poor  low  cottage !  where,  I  ween, 
A  poor  low  maiden  blesses  Walter  l^rrel. 

Ti/rrel.  It  may  be  so. 

£ufiu.  No ;  it  may  not  be  so. 

My  orders  were  that  all  should  be  removed  ; 
And,  out  of  special  favour,  special  trust 
In  thee.  Sir  Walter,  I  consign'd  the  care 
Into  thy  hands,  of  rasing  thy  own  house 
And  those  about  it;  since  thou  hast  another 
Fairer  and  newer,  and  more  lands  around. 
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Tifrrrl.  HaU,  chapel,  chamber,  cellar,  turret,  grange, 
Are  level  with  the  grasB. 

Su/tu.  Wliat  ne^igence 

To  leave  the  work  then  incomplete,  when  little 
Was  there  remaming !     Strip  that  roof,  and  start 
Thv  petty  game  from  cover. 

lyirtl.  ■         '  0  my  liege  t 

Coamiand  not  th'a ! 

JIh/ui.  Make  me  no  confidant 

Of  thy  base  loves. 

Tyrrel.  Nor  you,  my  liege !  nor  any  r 

None  such  hath  Walter  Tyrrel. 

Rufut.  Thou  'rt  at  bay ; 

Thou  hast  forgotten  thy  avowal,  man ! 

Tyrrel.  Ify  father's  houee  is  (like  my  father)  gone  : 
Bnt  in  that  hontte,  and  from  that  father's  heart 
Mine  grew  into  his  likeneee,  and  held  thence 
Its  rich  poseesaione  .  .  Giod  for^ve  ray  boaat ! 
He  bade  me  help  the  needy,  raise  the  low  .  . 

Sufut.  And  stand  against  thy  king! 

Tgrrel.  How  many  yokes 

Of  oxen,  from  how  many  villages 
For  miles  around,  brought  I,  at  my  own  charge, 
To  bear  avay  the  rafters  and  the  beams 
That  were  above  my  cradle  at  my  birth. 
And  rang  when  I  was  christened,  to  the  carouse 
Of  that  glad  father  and  his  loyal  friends ! 

Sufiu.  He  kept  good  cheer,  they  tell  me. 

lyrrel.  Yonder  thaU-h 

Oovere  the  worn-out  woman  at  whose  breast 
I  hung,  an  infant. 

Rufiu.  Ay  !  and  none  beside  ? 

Tyrrel.  Four  sons  have  fallen  in  the  wars. 

Sufiu.  Brave  dogs ! 

Tf/rrel.  She  hath  none  left. 

Rttfw.  No  daughter  ? 

Tyrrtl.  One. 

Sttftu.  I  thought  it. 

Uukennel  her. 

Tyrrel.  Graije '.  pity  1  mercy  on  her ! 

Rufiu.  I  will  not  have  hot  scents  about  my  chase. 

Tyrrel.  A  virtuous  daughter  of  a  virtuous  mother 
Deservee  not  this,  my  liege ! 

Rufu*.  Am  I  to  learn 

What  any  subject  at  my  hand  deserves? 

Tyrrel.  Happy,  who  dares  to  teach  it,  and  who  can ! 

Jtu/ut.  And  thou,  forsooth ! 
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Tyirel.  I  have  done  my  duty,  sire ! 

RufuK.  Not  half :  perform  the  rest,  or  bide  my  wrath. 

Tyrrel.  What,  break  athwart  my  knee  the  tieS  of  agQ  ? 

Rufiu,  Questian  me,  villain  ' 

Tyrrel.  Villain  I  am  none. 

Rufat.  Betort  my  words !     By  aU  the  saints !  thou  dieet, 
False  traitor ! 

Tyrrel.         Sire  ■  no  private  wrong,  no  word 
Spoken  in  angrineea,  no  threat  against 
My  life  or  honour,  urge  me  .  . 

R«fw.  TTrge  to  what  ? 

Meroountest  ? 

Tyrrel.         On  my  knees,  as  best  beseems, 
I  a(>k  .  .  not  pardon,  sire !  but  Bpare,  oh  spare 
The  child  devoted,  the  deserted  mother ! 

Rufui.  Take  her;  take  both. 

Tyrrel.  She  loves  her  home ;  her  limbs 

Fail  her ;  her  husband  sleeps  in  that  churchyard ; 
Her  youngest  child,  bom  many  years  the  last. 
Lies  (not  half-length)  along  the  father's  coffin. 
Such  sei)arate  love  grows  stronger  in  the  stem 
(I  have  heard  say)  than  others  close  together, 
And  that,  where  pass  these  funerals,  all  life's  spring 
Yanishes  from  benind  them,  all  the  fruits 
Of  riper  age  are  shrivel'd,  every  sheaf 
Husky;  uo  gleaning  left.     She  would  die  here. 
Where  from  her  bed  she  looks  on  Ms ;  no  more 
Able  to  rise,  poor  little  soul !  than  he. 

Ru/tu.  Who  would  disturb  them,  child  or  father  ?  whraw 
Is  the  churchyard  thou  speakest  of? 

Tyrrel.  Among 

Ton  nettles :  we  have  level'd  all  the  graves. 

Ru/ut.  Eight :  or  our  horses  might  have  stumbled  on  them. 

Tyrrel.  Your  grace  oft  spares  the  guilty ;  spare  the  innocent ! 

Rufu*.  V^  from  the  dew  !  thy  voice  is  hoarse  already. 

Tyrrel.  Yet  God  hath  heard  it.     It  entreats  again, 
Onoe  more,  once  only ;  sjiore  this  wretched  house. 

Rufw.  No,  nor  thee  neither. 

Tyrrel.  Spped  me,  God !  and  jttdge 

0  thou !  between  the  oppressor  and  opptest ! 

\_Sepieree»  Eufus  viih  an  arrow. 
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Joht  Luther.  I  left  thee,  Uargaretta,  fast  asleep, 
Thott,  who  wert  always  earlier  than  myself, 
Yet  hast  no  mine  to  trud^  to,  haat  no  wedge 
To  Bbarpen  at  the  forge,  ao  pickaxe  loose 
In  handle. 

Come,  blush  not  again :  thy  cheeks 
May  now  shake  off  those  bloesomB  whi<:h  they  bore 
Bo  thick  thiB  morning  that  last  night's  avowfd 
Nestles  among  them  still. 

So,  in  few  months 
A  noiaier  bird  partakes  our  whispering  bower  ? 
Say  it  again. 

Margardtta.  And,  in  my  dream,  I  hlush'd ! 

John.  Idler !  wert  dreaming  too  ?  and  after  dawn  F 

Marg.  In  truth  was  I. 

John.  Of  me  ? 

Marg.  No,  not  of  you, 

John.  No  matter;  for  methinks  some  Seraph's  wing 
Fann'd  that  bnght  countenance. 

Marg.  Uethinke  it  did. 

And  stir'd  my  aoul  within. 

How  could  you  go 
And  never  say  good-bye,  and  nve  no  kiss  ? 

Jofm.  It  might  have  waken'd  thee.     I  can  give  more 
Kisses  than  sleep :  so  thinking,  I  heuv'd  up 
Slowly  my  elbow  from  above  the  pillow, 
And,  when  I  saw  it  woke  thee  not,  went  forth. 

Marg.  I  would  have  bwm  awaken'd  for  a  kiss, 
And  a  good-bye,  or  either,  if  not  both. 

John.  Thy  dreams  were  not  worth  much  then. 
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Marg.  Few  dreams  are  ; 

But  .  . 

JeAn.  By  my  troth  !  I  will  intrtinch  upon 
The  woman's  dowry,  and  will  contradict, 
Tho'  I  should  never  contradict  again. 
I  have  got  more  from  dreams  a  himdred-fold 
Than  aQ  the  aolid  earth,  than  field,  than  town, 
Than  (the  close  nigeard  purae  that  cramps  my  fist) 
The  mine  will  ever  oriiig  me. 

Marg.  So  have  I, 

And  so  aball  each  indeed,  if  this  be  true. 

John.  What  was  it  then  ?  for  when  good  dreams  befall 
The  true  of  heart,  'tis  likely  they  come  tnie. 
A  vein  of  gold  ?  ay  ?  silver  ?  copper  ?  iron  ? 
Lead?  sulphur?  alum?  alabaatPr?  coal? 
Shake  not  those  ringlets  nor  let  down  those  eyes, 
Tho'  they  look  prettier  for  it,  but  speak  out. 
True,  these  are  not  thy  dainties. 

Marg.  Quess  again. 

John.  Crystalline  kitchens,  amber-basted  spits, 
Whizzing  with  frothy  savory  salamanders. 
And  swans  that  might  (so  plump  and  pleasant-looking) 
Swim  in  the  water  from  the  mouths  of  kni^ta ; 
And  ostrich-eggs  off  coral  woods  (the  nests 
Outside  of  cinnamon,  inside  of  so&on. 
And  mortar'd  well,  for  safety-sake,  with  myrrh), 
Serv'd  up  in  fern-leaves  green  before  the  Flood  ? 

ifarg.  8tuS !  you  will  never  guess  it,  I  am  sure. 

John.  No  ?  and  yet  these  are  well  worth  dreaming  of. 

Marff.  Try  once  again. 

John.  Faith  1  it  is  kind  to  let  me. 

Under-ground  beer-caseadea  from  Nuremberg  ? 
Bhine  vintage  stealing  from  Electoral  cellars, 
And,  broader  than  sea-baths  for  mermaid  brides. 
With  fluits  upon  the  surface  strides  across, 
Fink  concha,  to  catch  it  and  to  light  it  down  ; 
And  music  irom  basaltic  organ-pipes 
For  dancing;  and  five  fairies  to  one  man. 

Marg.  Oh  hie  wild  fancies  1  ,  .  Are  they  innocent  ? 

Jo/m.  I  think  I  must  be  near  it  by  that  shrug. 
Spicy  sack-posset,  roaring  from  hot  springs 
And  running  off  Uke  mad  thro'  candied  cBfEs, 
But  catching  now  and  then  some  fruit  that  drops  .  . 
Shake  thy  head  yet  ?  why  then  thou  hast  the  palsy. 
Zooks  !  I  have  thought  of  all  things  probable 
And  oome  to  my  wits'  end.    What  canst  thou  mean  ? 
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Jfory.  Nay,  I  have  half  a  mind  now  not  to  tell. 

John,  ^eii  it  ie  out  .  .  Thy  vhole  one  ill  could  hold  it, 
A  woman's  mind  hatpa  pitch,  upon  its  seams. 

Marg.  Huah  !  one  word  more,  and  then  my  lips  are  closed. 

John.  Pifih  1  one  more  word,  and  then  my  lips  .  . 

Marg.  0  rare 

Impudent  man  !  .  .  and  such  diacourae  from  you ! 
I  dreamt  we  had  a  hoy  .  . 

John.  A  wench,  a  wench  .  . 

A  boy  were  not  like  thee. 

Marg.  I  said  a  boy. 

JbAn.  Well,  let  us  have  him,  if  we  miss  the  ^rl. 

Marg.  Hy  father  told  me  he  mtut  have  a  boy. 
And  call  him  Martin  (his  own  name)  because 


EiDongh  to  work  on  in  this  house  of  ours. 

Marg.  Now  do  not  laugh,  dear  husband  \  but  this  dream 
Seem'd  eomevhat  more. 

John.  So  do  all  dreams,  ere  past. 

Marg.  Well,  but  it  seems  so  still. 

John.  Ay,  twiat  my  fingers, 

Basketing  them  to  hold  it. 

Marg.  Never  grave  ! 

*  John.  I  shall  be. 

Marg.  That  one  thought  should  make  you  now. 

John.  And  that  one  tap  upon  the  cheek  to  boot. 

Miag.  I  do  believe,  if  you  were  call'd  to  Heaven 
You  would  stay  toying  here. 

(7oA».  I  doubt  I  should. 

Hethinks  I  set  my  back  against  the  gate 
Thrown  open  to  me  by  this  rosy  hand. 
And  look  both  ways,  but  see  more  heaven  than  earth : 
Give  me  thy  dream ;  thou  puttest  it  aside  : 
I  must  be  feaated  :  fetch  it  forth  at  once. 

Marg.  Husband  \  I  dreamt  the  child  was  in  my  arms, 
And  held  a  sword,  which  from  its  httle  grasp 
I  could  not  move,  nor  you  :  I  dreamt  that  proud 
But  tottering  shapes  in  purple  filigree 
Pull'd  at  it,  and  he  laught. 

John.  They  frighten'd  thee  F 

Marg.  Frighten'd  me  !  no :  the  i^ant's  strength  prevail' d. 
Devils,  with  angels'  faces,  throng'd  about ; 
Some  offer'd  flowers,  and  some  held  cups  behind. 
And  some  held  daggers  under  silken  stoles. 

John.  These  frighten'd  thee,  however. 
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Marg.  He  knew  all ; 

I  know  he  did. 

Jokit.  A  dream  \  a  dream  indeed  ! 

He  knew  and  Uug'ht ! 

Marg.  He  sought  his  mother's  breast, 

And  lookt  at  them  ao  longer. 

All  the  room 
Was  fill'd  with  light  and  gladness. 

John.  He  shall  be 

Bicher  than  we  are  ;  he  shall  monnt  his  horse  .  . 
A  feat  abore  his  father ;  and  be  one 
Of  the  duke's  spearmen. 

Marg.  God  forbid  !  they  lead 

Unrighteous  lives,  and  often  fall  untimely. 

John.  A  lion-hearted  lad  shall  Uartin  be. 

Marg.  God  willing ;  if  Am  servant ;  hut  not  else. 
I  have  such  hopes,  full  hopes,  bones  overflowing. 

John.  A  grave  grand  man,  half  collar  and  half  croBS, 
With  chain  enough  to  hold  our  mafitifi  by, 
Thou  fain  wouldat  have  him.     Out  of  dirt  so  stiff 
Old  Satan  faahioneth  his  idol,  Pride. 

Marg.  If  proud  and  cruel  to  the  weak,  and  bent 
To  turn  all  bleesings  from  their  even  course 
To  his  own  kind  and  company,  may  he  ^ 

Never  be  great,  with  collar,  cross,  and  chain ; 
No,  nor  be  ever  angel,  if,  0  God  ! 

He  be  a  fallen  angel  at  the  last.  [AJUr  apause. 

Uncle,  you  know,  is  sacristan ;  and  uncle 
Had  once  an  uncle  who  was  parish  priest. 

John.  He  was  the  man  who  sung  so  merrily 
Those  verses  which  few  scholars  understand, 
Yet  which  they  can  not  hide  away,  nor  drive 
The  man  from  memory  after  f ortv  years. 

Marg.{*ing»).  "  Our  brightest  pleasureB  are  reflected  pleasures. 
And  they  shine  sweetest  hota  the  cottage- wall." 

John.  The  very  same. 

Marg.  W«  understand  them,  John ! 

John.  An  inkling.    But  your  uncle  sacristan 
Hath  neither  bwo^  nor  spur. 

Marg.  It  was  a  sword, 

A  flaming  sword,  but  innocent,  I  saw  ; 
And  I  have  seen  in  pictures  such  as  that, 
Anddn  the  hands  of  angels  borne  on  douds. 
He  may  defend  our  faith,  drive  out  the  Turk, 
And  quench  the  crescent  in  the  Danaw  stoeam. 

Johtt.  Thou,  who  begannest  softly,  singest  now 
Shrill  as  a  throstle. 
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Marg.  Have  we  then  no  caiue 

To  eing  aa  throtitleB  after  sign  thus  strang«  ? 

Jofm.  Because  it  was  so  strange,  must  we  bt-lieve 
The  rather  ? 

Marg.  Tee  ;  no  fire  was  in  the  house, 

No  splinter,  not  a  spark.     The  Virgw's  cliin 
Shone  not  with  ruahlight  under  it ;  'twas  out. 
For  night  was  ahnost  over,  if  not  past, 
And  the  Count's  chapel  has  not  half  that  biaze 
On  the  Count's  birth-day,  nor  the  hall  at  night. 
All  surely,  surely  fare  like  ours  sends  up 
No  idle  fumes ;  nor  wish  nor  bu}>o  of  mine 
Fashion'd  so  bright  a  substance  to  a  form 
So  beautifuL     There  must  be  truth  in  it. 

John.  There  shall  be  then.     Your  uncle's  sacristy 
Shall  hold  the  armour  quite  invisible. 
Until  our  little  Martin  some  fine  day 
Bursts  the  door  open,  spurr'd,  caparisou'd, 
Dukes  lead  his  bndle,  princes  tramp  behind. 
He  may  be  pope  .  .  who  knows  ? 

Marg.  Are  you  in  earnest  ? 

But  if  he  should  be  pope,  will  he  love  in  .*■ 
Or  let  us  (0  yes,  siue  he  would  I)  love  kim  ? 
Nor  slink  away,  ashamed  ?     Pope,  no  ;  not  pope, 
But  bishop  (ay  ?)  he  ipay  bo  ?     There  are  few 
PowerfiiUer  folks  than  uncle  Grimmermann. 
Promise  he  scarce  would  give  us.  but  a  wink 
Of  hope  he  gave,  to  make  a  chorister. 

John.   "  If  thou  wilt  find  materials,"  were  his  words. 

Marg.  I  did  not  mark  the  words  ;  they  were  too  light : 
And  yet  he  never  breaku  his  troth. 

Jofm.  Not  he ; 

No,  he  would  rather  break  his  fast  ten  times. 
Do  not  look  seriously  .  .  when  church  allows, 
I  mean  ;  no  more ;  six  days  a  week ;  not  seven. 
I  KaM  seen  homes  where  Uie  Friday  cheese 
M'afl  not  (in  my  mind)  cut  with  Thursday  knife. 

Marg.  O  now  for  shame  !  such  houses  can  not  stand. 
Pr'ythee  talk  reason.    As  the  furnace-mouth 
Shows  only  fire,  so  yours  shows  laughter  only. 
Choristers  have  been  friars ;  ours  may  be ; 
And  then  a  fother  abbot. 

JohiC.  At  one  leap. 

As  salmon  up  Schaffhausen. 

Marg.  Jnst  the  some  .  . 

Then .  . 

Jelm.  Bing  the  bells  I  Martin  is  pope,  by  Jove  1 
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SCENE  IN  THE  TOWER. 
Anne  Bolbiw  and  a  Constable  of  iht  Toweb. 
Artnt   Bolfyn.    Is  your   Mn^    iU,    sir,    that    fan    look    so 


Comtailt  of  th«  Tme«r.  Madam  ! 

Amu.  I  would  not  ask  wliat  you  may  wish 
To  keep  a,  secret  from  me  ;  but  indeed 
Tliia  right,  I  think,  is  left  me  ;   I  would  know 
If  my  poor  husband  iB  quite  well  to-day. 

ConttaHe.  Fardon  me,  gracious  lady  !  what  can  prompt 
To  this  inquiry  ? 

Anne.  1  have  now  my  secret. 

CoiutabU.  I  must  report  all  questions,  sayings,  doings^ 
Movements,  and  looks  of  yours.     His  Highness  may 
Be  nifBed  at  this  eagerness  to  ask 
About  his  health. 

Anne.  I  am  used  to  aek  about  it. 

Beside,  he  may  remember  .  .  . 

Constable.  For  your  Highness 

Gladly  will  I  remind  our  sovran  Lord 
Of  any  promise. 

Anne.  Oh  no !  do  not  that ! 

It  vould  incense  him ;  he  made  only  one, 
And  Heaven  alone  that  beard  him  must  remind  him. 
Tjast  night  1  do  suspert,  but  am  not  sure, 
Hp  scarcely  wad  what  kings  and  hunbunds  should  be. 
A  little  wine  has  gi-eat  (effect  uiion 
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W&nn  hearte  (and  Henry's  heart  tcan  very  wanii) 
And  upon  strong  reeentmenta  :  I  do  fear 
He  has  thoae  too.     But  all  hie  friends  must  love  him. 
He  may  have  past  ^poor  Heniy  !)  a  bad  night, 
Thinldng  upon  his  nasty  resolation. 

CotutaiU.  Lady  !  I  grieve  to  tell  you,  worse  thnn  that ; 
Far  worse ! 

Atme.       Oh,  mercy,  then !  the  child !  the  rhild  ! 
Why  not  have  told  me  of  all  this  l)efDre  ? 
What  boots  it  to  have  been  a  guiltless  wife. 
When  I,  who  should  have  thought  the  first  about  it. 
Am  an  ill  mother  ?    Not  to  think  of  thee, 
My  darling  !  my  Elizabeth !  whose  cradle 
Bocks  in  my  ear  and  almost  crazes  me. 
Is  she  saie  f    Tell  me,  tell  me,  b  she  living  ? 

ConttabU.  Safe,  lady,  and  asleep  in  rosy  health. 
And  radiant  (if  there  yet  be  light  enough 
To  show  it  on  her  face)  with  [deassut  dreams, 
Buch  as  young  angels  oome  on  eartli  to  play  with. 

Aunt.  Were  I  but  sure  that  I  could  dream  of  her 
As  I,  until  last  autumn,  oft  have  done, 
Joyoiisly,  blithely,  only  waking  up 
A&aid  of  having  hurt  her  by  my  arms 
Too  wildly  in  my  rapture  thrown  around  her, 
I  would  lay  down  my  weary  head,  and  sleep, 
Althou^  the  pillow  be  a  little  strange, 
Nor  like  a  bridal  or  a  childbed  pillow. 

Comt^tile.  0  lady !  spare  those  words ! 

Arm».  Why  spare  them  ?  when 
Departure  from  this  world  would  never  bu 
Departure  from  its  joys  :  the  joys  of  heaven 
Would  mingle  with  them  scariiely  with  fi-eah  sweetnesa. 

ConttahU  {^/ailing  on  hit  knttt).  My  queen  ! 

Anne.  Arise,  sir  constable! 

ContUiU.  My  queen ! 

Heaven's  joys  lie  close  before  you. 

Ann«.  And  you  weep ! 

Few  days,  I  know,  are  left  me ;  they  will  melt 
All  into  one,  all  pure,  all  peaceable  ; 
No  starts  from  slumber  into  bitter  team, 
No  struggles  with  sick  hopen  and  wild  desires. 
No  cruel  father  cutting  down  the  tree 
To  crush  the  child  that  sitn  upon  its  bough 
And  looks  abroad,  too  tender  for  suspicion. 
Too  happy  even  for  hope,  maker  of  nnppinesM. 
I  could  weep  too,  nor  sinfully,  at  this. 
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TIlou  knowest,  0  my  God !  thou  surely  knoweet 
'Tis  no  repining  at  Uiy  cell  or  will. 

[Constable,  on  hit  hut*  preientt  the  Writ  of  ExteutHK 

I  can  do  nothing  now.     Talie  back  that  writing, 
And  tell  them  so,  poor  houIs  !     Say  to  the  widow, 
I  grieve,  and  can  but  grieve  for  her ;  persuade  her 
That  children,  although  fatherless,  are  bleaeings ; 
And  teach  those  little  onen,  if  e'er  you  see  them. 
They  are  not  half  so  badly  olf  as  some. 
Fold  up  the  paper ;  put  it  quite  aside  ; 
I  am  no  queen  ;  I  have  no  almoner. 
Ah,  now  I  weep  indeed  I     Put.  put  it  by. 
Many  .  .  I  grieve  (yet.  should  Igrieve  ?)  to  think  it. 
Many  will  often  say,  when  I  am  gone, 
They  once  had  a  young  queen  to  jiity  them. 
Nay,  though  I  mention'd  I  had  nought  to  give, 
Yet  tiash  not  on  your  head,  nor  grapple  so 
With  those  ungentle  hands,  while  I  am  here, 
A  helpless  widow's  innocent  petition. 
Smoothe  it ;  return  it  with  all  courtesy ; 
Smoothe'it,  I  say  again  :  frame  some  kind  words 
And  aee  they  6nd  their  place,  then  tender  it. 
What  \  in  this  manner  gentlemen  of  birth 
Present  us  papers  ?  turn  they  thus  away. 
Putting  their  palms  between  their  eyes  and  us  ? 
Sir!  I  was  queen  .  .  and  you  were  kind  unto  me 
When  I  was  queen  no  longer  :    why  so  changed  ? 
Give  it  .  .  but  what  is  now  my  signature  ? 
Ignorant  are  ymi,  or  incredulous, 
l^at  not  a  clasp  is  left  me  ?  not  a  stone, 
The  vilest ;  not  chalcedony,  not  agate. 
Promise  her  all  my  dresses,  when  .  .  no,  no  .  . 
I  am  grown  superstitious ;  they  might  bring 
Uisfortuue  on  her,  having  been  Anne  Boleyn's. 

Constabie.  Lady !  I  wish  this  scroll  could  suffocate 
My  voice.     One  order  I  must  disobey, 
To  place  it  in  your  hand  and  mark  you  read  it. 
I  lay  it  at  your  feet,  craving  your  pardon 
And  God's,  my  lady  ! 

Anne.  Rise  up  ;  give  it  me  ; 

I  know  it  ere  I  read  it,  but  1  read  it 
Because  it  is  the  king's,  whom  I  have  sworn 
To  love  and  to  obey. 

Constable  (aeide).       Her  mind  's  distraught ! 
Alas,  she  smiles ! 

Annf.  The  worst  hath  long  been  over ; 
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Henry  lores  courage ;  he  will  love  my  child 
For  tiuB  ;  although  I  want  more  than  I  have  ; 
And  yet  how  merciful  at  last  is  Heaven 
To  give  me  bttt  thus  much  for  her  sweet  Bake ! 


scene  in  richmond  chase. 

Hesby,  Couetiebs,  Hocitds,  &c. 

Simiy.  Northumberland  !  pray  tell  me,  if  thou  canst, 
Who  is  that  youne  one  in  the  green  and  gold  ? 
Dost  thou  not  see  Tier?  hast  thou  left  both  eyes 
Upon  the  bushes  ? 

Ifbrthumberhnd.      There  are  many,  sir, 
In  the  same  livery. 

Senry.  I  mean  her  yonder 

On  the  iron-gray  with  yellow  round  hia  ears. 
Impudent  wench  \  she  turns  away  her  check ! 

aorihumbwland.  \ After  inquiring. 

The  Lady  Katharine  Parr,  an'  please  your  Highneea. 

Heiwy.  Faith  !  she  ioth  please  me.     What  a  sap  is  rising 
In  that  young  bud !  how  supple  !  yet  how  solid ! 
What  palpable  perfection  !  ay.  Lord  Surrey  F 

8«rrey.  A  bloom  well  worthy  of  a  monarch's  bower, 
Where  only  one  more  lovely  smiles  beside  him 

Smry,  Though  spring  is  stirring,  yet  give  me  the  siim- 

I  can  wut  yet.    Borne  day,  one  not  far  off, 
I  would  oonfer  with  her  at  Hampton  Court  ,  . 
Herely  to  oak  her  how  she  likee  the  chase : 
We  shall  not  have  another  all  this  season. 
The  stag  alone  can  help  us  on  in  Hay : 
To-morrow  is  the  twentieth. 

Hark!  the  knell 
From  Paul's  I  .  .  the  Tower-gun,  too  !     I  am  right  enough  ! 

[  Clt^  hit  handt. 
I  am  a  widower!  [Again  elapt  hit  hand*. 

By  this  hour  to-morrow 
Suimy  Jane  Seymours  long  and  laughing  eyes 
Shall  light  me  to  our  chamber. 

Lords !  priok  on ! 
The  merry  hounds  are  chiding !    To  the  chase 
To-day !  our  coronation  for  to-morrow. 
How  sweetly  that  bell  warbled  o'er  the  water, 
Norfolk.  I  like  it  better  than  the  vii^nals. 
Suffolk.  They  are  poor  music. 
VOL.  va.  2 
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Norfolk.  Songs  but  make  them  woi-se. 

HtTtry.  Conio  ;  prick  we  onward.     Shall  we  have  a  rac«? 

Surrey.  We  axe  well  mounted ;  but  the  youngeat  man 
Will  win,  for  majesty  eita  lightly  on  him. 

Henry.  It  may  weU  be.     I  have  lost  half  my  weight 
ThiB  morning,  litbesome  as  I  waa  before. 
Away! 

Norfolk.  Hie  saddle  awellB  ita  bolstered  back 
Already  full  two  hundred  yards  before  us. 
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THBEE  SCKNES,  NOT  FOB  THE  STAGE. 


SCENE  I. 
DiAKA  DE  FoiCTiEBs  and  Caili^tte. 

I>.  CaJllette !  by  those  lowered  eyes  I  often  thought 
You  loved  me. 

C.  Madame,  wliere  we  dare  uot  love 

We  may  adore. 

2).  Speak  plainly.    Dost  thou  lore  me  ? 

Biae,  simpleton !     If  thou  dost  love  me,  save 
My  father,  whom  a  cruel  doom  awaits. 
The  king  hath  sworn  it :  and  the  king  hath  said 
Truth,  if  it  leaves  the  world,  shall  rest  with  kings. 

C.  Is  this  enTOuragement  to  plead  for  pardon 
Against  his  oath? 

J).  Argue  not.     Save  my  father. 

He  raised  np  thine,  and  gave  the  rank  to  thee. 
Where  none  stands  higher  in  favour. 

C.  Ah !  God  knows, 

God,  who  will  pardon  me,  that,  when  the  post 
Of  Fool  was  forced  on  me,  I  seiz'd  my  dirk 
And  would  have  stabbed  myself :  unfriendly  hand 
Seiz'd  mine,  and  left  me  life,  grief,  shame,  disgrace. 

J).  Thy  noble  form,  thy  nobler  manners,  give 
The  power  of  scorn  to  thee ;  grief  we  will  ehare, 
Disnnce  we  never  will.     Tie  worat  disei'ace. 
In  ul  men's  eyes  is  that  which  kings  indict : 
Their  frown  the  gravest  shudder  at ;  the  block 
Blaokena  beneath  it :  such  my  father's  doom. 
Give  the  king  verses,  let  him  call  them  his ; 
Give  him  wittidsma ;  they  win  where  pi^-  fails ; 
Try  thou  but  these  and  we  may  hope  suix'eas. 
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C.  Could  FraQcia  aee  that  look,  and  kiss  that  hand 
I  now  have  kist  and  dare  to  hold,  but  dare  not 
(Lent  my  heart  break)  release  .  . . 

D.  Go,  win  my  suit, 
For  thou  oanst  win  it,  and  none  other  can. 

Go,  tan;  not. 

C  The  word  wings  me  away ; 

For  the  first  time  I  go  hence  willingly. 

SCENE  II. 
DuAA  and  Caillette. 

J).  Well  hast  thou  sped,  Caillette !     It  ill  beeeems 
To  show  my  gratitude  within  these  walls  ; 
Beside,  I  hasten  to  the  court  to  thank 
Our  gracious  monarch  for  his  clemency: 
To  thee  I  owe  it  all. 

C.  'Tie  only  Fools 

Who  plead  for  mercy  to  an  angry  king. 
I  of  aU  fools  am  the  most  fortunate. 
Uany  are  men;,  few  of  them  are  happy, 
I  am  for  life.     I  will  ask  one  more  favour. 

Ji.  Ask  any. 

C.  None  from  you,  my  sovran  lady ; 
One  from  our  sovran  lord. 

D.  What  can  that  be  ? 

C.  Freedom  from  court,  from  courtier,  and  from  king. 
O !  would  Ood  grant  me  evermore  to  kneel 

Upon  these  fragrant  rushes,  close  before 
The  tapestiy  where  tread  these  slender  feet ! 

D.  Hush  !  hear  jou  not  the  horses  tramp  the  stones 
Under  the  archway  ?     Many  days  of  rest 

Since  my  disquietude  hath  kept  me  in 
Make  them  impatient  \a  prance  forth  again. 
I  see  you  in  your  fit  habilimente 
Beady  to  come  with  me. 

C.  To  follow. 

2).  No; 

To  ait  in  front  of  me,  that  I  may  see 
The  face  of  him  who  saved  my  father's  life. 

SOENE  m. 
Frakois,  Diaba,  Caillktte,  Chaitoellob. 
Fr.  What  means  this  whispering  at  the  folding-door, 
Before  die  curtain  and  behind  it  ? 
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Chan.  Sire! 

Caillotte,  your  Majesty's  appointed  Fool, 
Hath  ventured  to  come  forward  with  a.  dame 
Who,  from  her  father's  crimiiiality, 
Uuat  have  incurr'd  your  Maj'esty'B  ill-will, 

IV.  Bl-favour  only  can  incur  ill-will 
With  me. 

Chan.     Too  surely  ahe  is  not  ill-favour'd. 

ly.  Let  her,  then,  enter.     Never  would  Caillette 
Bring  ug^y  one  or  cruel  one  to  me. 

HtUr  Diana  and  Oailleite. 

JV-.  Diana !  troth  !  I  am  well  pleaa'd  to  see 
Thy  beauteous  face  within  this  hall  again. 
Thy  suit  is  granted. 

J).  GFracious  Sire !  I  come 

To  offer  my  most  humble  thanks  for  Hus. 

fir.  Thou  Gouldfit  have  won  without  an  intercessor, 
But  thou  hast  chosen  well  in  chooeing  him : 
No  one  is  worthier  of  a  lady's  love. 

D.  I  think  so,  Sire !     He  has  all  mine  where  God's 
And  your  own  laws  have  sanction'd  it. 

JV,  None  else  ? 

[  Without  a  replff  ike  tum»  lo  CaiUeUe. 

B.  Caillette !  take  thou  my  hand :  b^ore  thy  king. 
Before  thv  Ood,  accept  my  gratitude. 

Cha».  By  heaven!  she  kiBBeshim!     For  shame!  for  shame! 

Fr.  None  but  a  virtuous  woman  dared  do  thus. 
There  have  been  modest  poets  ;  Caillette  is 
The  only  modest  fool  that  ever  lived. 
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BEATEICE  CENCI :  FIVE  SCENES. 


COUKT  CEXCI  AKD  OOMTESSOB, 
BEATRICE  AND  HER  AJA  UABOABITA. 
COUNT,    BTEWARD,    PEABAIfTa,   BEATRICE. 
BEATRICE  A>T>  FOFE  CLEMENT  Tin. 
DBATH  OP  BEATRICE. 

TRfeFACE. 
PoBTRT  ii  not  Historj-.  In  featiiTM  thej'  maj-  t«ninl>le;  in  partinBlus.  ia 
comlimntiori,  in  Bequences,  thev  mnit  diSer.  Biutoi-y  Bhoold'toll  the  tmtb, 
the  nhole  truth,  nnd  nothing  but  the  truth.'  Poetry,  like  sU  the  fine  wta.  is 
eclectic.  TVheie  she  does  not  whallj  invent,  she  at  one  tims  unpli&es  and 
elovBtea ;  >t  SDother,  with  equal  power,  ehe  Bimplifles,  ahe  softeui,  ahe  anppreMice. 
This  part  of  her  prerogative  baa  fallen  lnui:D  into  deaaetude.     Many  a  rich 


ptoprietor  it  a  bad  hnabandman.    The  lystem  of  deep  diaioing,  or  evonof  carrj- 

iog  off  thf  Biirrace-water,  ia  but  partially  introduced.     We  l^re,  * 
tiagediana,  of  1h1«,  who  boar  the  pall  and  sceptre  '  right  roynlly.' 


The  author  of  the  Fivi  Scenet  aeaum™  no  place  among  them  ;  he  aUnda  only 
juBt  near  enough  to  make  hi>  plaudit  heard.  Tboae  Bcrnes  interfere  very  litt^ 
with  IShelley's  noble  tragedy.  Two  iiamPB  are  the  same;  one  character,  by 
neoessity,  is  gimilar  ;  Count  Cenci,  the  wickedeat  man  on  record.  His  benefac< 
tions  to  the  Papacy,  uudtr  the  rubric  of  penalties  of  qoit-reots  for  i-riraes, 
nmounted  ta  three  hundred  thousand  crowns;  so  that  aSUiT  Snint  Peter,  King 
Fepin,  Bud  Countess  Hslilda.  the  Buuian  Bee  was  under  greater  obligations  tu 
him  than  to  any  other  Bupporler.  Crimes  in  the  Fapal  States  are  ss  pruduutive 
to  Gaveriimmi  as  viriBB  and  olivea :  no  wonder  then  his  death  was  so  cruelly 
avenged.  Bis  life  bad  been  its  naudy-daj/ ;  and  his  loss  was  the  Bevereat  it  ever 
had  BDBtained  in  one  person.  Yet,  bo  little  of  gratitnde  is  there  in  high  pln<-es, 
hia  funeral  was  unattended  by  the  Cardinala  and  Ci>art;  and,  whnt  is  mora 
nnurkable,  no  poet  wrote  an  elegy  to  deplore  or  an  epitaph  to  praise  him. 

SCENE  I. 
Count  Cenci  and  Confessor,  in  Rome. 
Confettor.  Our  thouphts,  my  lord,  are  not  entirely  oiirs  : 
The  Tempter  tath  roiich  influence  over  them, 
And  sways  them  to  and  fro. 


.y  Google 


K  Ve«sb.]  BEATRICE  CENCI :  FIVE  SCENES.  313 

Count  Ctnei.  Sfore  often  io 

Than  fro,  metbinks. 

Confettor.  Prayer  can  do  muoli,  and  more 

Confeasion,  most  goodwill  toward  the  Church. 
Nieces  and  uncles,  aunta  and  nephewe,  meet 
In  h^  m&trimonj ;  but  beyond. 
The  Church  forbids ;  nor  grants  even  these  without 
Due  cause,  in  alms  Bsd  Fetiopatrimoniab. 

Cowti  Ctnei.  If  one  may  do  it,  why  may  not  another? 

Con/euor.  Only  the  great  may  do  it ;  only  jiiincee. 
SorrajiB  may  ridJe  where  common  men  must  walk. 
And  may  with  safety  and  with  seemlinese  .  . 
With  eeemlinese  !  aye  more  .  .  with  acclamation,    - 
And  danoe  and  bonfire,  leap  acroes  the  sheepwalk 
Where  sheep  and  shepherd  humbly  creep  along. 

Count  Cenci.  Such  are  their  doings  in  the  Chun^  and  Court 
And  other  phices,  for  example-sake 
No  doubt. 

Cm/htor.  No  doubt  whatever.     Oreat  the  good 
A  rifling  from  the  wealth  they  thtis  disburse. 
The  Church,  thus  aiding  and  thus  aided,  throws 
Her  saokdoth  from  her,  and  sits  up  elate, 
Triumphant,  glorified,  the  spouse  of  Chriflt, 
Bom  in  the  manger  but  to  mount  the  throne. 
None  but  the  fo(3  and  the  ungodly  doubt 
These  saving  truths. 

Count  Cenci.  None  but  the  fool,  most  surely ; 

For  who  beside  the  fool  would  pour  his  brotii 
Upon  the  tbreshing-fioor  at  noontide  hour 
V)lien  he  is  hungry  and  may  take  hie  fill  ? 
About  the  ungo<fly  you  know  more  than  I, 
Who  neyer  have  held  converse  with  the  knaves, 
For,  to  my  mind,  they  must  be  fools  as  well ; 
Sure  to  be  loeere  at  our  table  here. 
And  doubtful  of  revenge  another  day. 

Confitior.  They  dare  not  meet  confession  face  to  face. 
As  honeeter  and  braver  sinners  do, 
Like  you,  my  Lord,  who  ask  before  you  take. 
Beady  to  pay  the  penalty  of  guHt, 
And  weighing  both  in  steady  even  scales. 

CowU  C^tei.  Tou  always  comfort  the  few  qualms  that  rise 
Within  my  breast,  too  empty  or  too  full. 
The  present  sometimes  puzuee  me ;  the  past 
Is  past  for  ever. 

Cmfeiwr.  But  beyond  the  grave  .  . 

Count  Cmei.  I  am  short-sighted,  and  would  spare  my  eyes ; 
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Too  nmofa  li^t  hurts  them :  you  wear  epectaclee, 
And  take  them  off  and  put  them  on  agam, 
To  read  or  not  to  read,  aa  suit*  you  best. 

Confeiior.  Your  lordahip  has  paid  dearly  for  some  eine ! 

Count  Cenei.  Churchmen  may  get  them  cheaper;  they  can  whirl 
The  incense  round  and  sweeten  one  another. 

Con/Mtor.  Count !  we  are  friends ;  but  tli'tt  aounde  rather  free. 

Count  Cmci.  My  speech  is  free,  and  free  too  is  my  hand. 
Three  paoli  is  the  pnce  of  masses  now 
To  the  poor  man  ;  the  citizens  pay  five  ; 
The  noble  seven ;  but  often  bai^;aininfl> 
For  thirteen  to  the  dozen  :  I  meanwhjle 
Beckon  but  twelve,  and  pay  my  crown  a-pieoe, 
Ay,  for  a  thousand,  father,  for  a  thousand  .  . 
If  this  won't  save  me,  what  the  devil  can? 

Con/ettor.  Do  not  be  angry ;  let  us  hope  it  will ; 
But  matters,  awkward  matters,  lie  between  .  . 
We  say  no  masses  for  the  soul  on  earth. 

Count  Cenei.  Yet  here  it  hath  it«  troubles  as  down  yonder ; 
Masses  might  oil  them  over  dd  the  spot 
And  supple  the  sting's  barb ;  it  lies  not  deep. 

Confetmr.  No,  no ;  far  different  is  their  ordinance. 

Count  Cenci.  Well,  I  believe  it :  let  us  say  uo  more. 

Confettor.  Beet  so,  my  son  !     Sweet,  sweet  is  resignation. 
Three  hundred  thousand  crowns  have  overlaid 
Some  ^roes  enormities :  stifled  they  lie. 
No  whisper  over  them :  the  Pope's  right  hand 
Hath  wiped  the  record  from  the  Book  of  life. 

Count  Cmei.  Are  you  quite  sure  ? 
1    Confettor,  Infallibility 

Declares  it. 

Count  Cenci.  Bless  infallibility  ! 

Confiisor.  Sin  not,  my  son  !  but,  sinning,  straight  confess 
And  stand  absolved. 

Count  Cenei.  Plague  me  no  more,     I  have 

Confest.    The  wish  .  .  again  I  swear  .  .  is  odious. 

Confeitor.  The  very  thought  confounds  and  petrifies  me. 
Ten  yokes  of  oxen,  fifty  casks  of  wine 
(Were  it  Orvieto),  scarcely  would  efface 
Such  BcandaL 

Cowtt  Cenei.  I  have  play'd  away  the  worth 
Of  those  ten  yokes,  those  fifty  casks,  but  lately, 
And  therefore  have  sot  now  wherewith  .  . 

Confettor.  The  sin 

Of  gambling  is,  alas  !  worse  .  .  worse  than  all. 
(Afier  a pame.)  If  you  will  have  the  peavh  .  .  why,  have  the 
pea«h; 
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But  mj  for  it :  the  orab  and  aloe  oome  cheaper, 
Coeuy  or  vile,  'tis  better  to  abstam. 

[CoiTFESSOS  ;oM  out,  th*  CouHT  mnaint. 
Count  Ceitei  {alotu).  There  must  be  (since  all  fear  it)  paius 
below. 
But  how  another'B  back  can  pass  for  mine. 
Or  how  the  Boourge  be  softeiTd  into  down 
By  holy  water,  puzsles  me :  no  drop 
Is  there  ;  and  nothing  holy.     Doubt  I  will. 
Now,  can  these  fdlowB  in  their  hearts  believe 
What  they  would  teach  us  ?    Yea ;  they  must.    Uethinks 
I  have  some  courage:  I  dare  many  things, 
Moat  things  ;  yet  were  I  certain  I  should  fall 
Into  a  lion's  jaws  at  dose  of  day 
If  I  went  on,  I  should  be  loth  to  go, 
Altho'  some  nightcap  from  some  booth  well  barr'd 
OpmiB  a  window,  crying  Nmtrfear  ! 
Is  there  no  likeness  7     Theirs  is  the  look-out. 
Th^  toes  my  sins  on  shoulder  readily  ; 
Are  they  quite  sure  they  con  as  readily 
Shuffle  them  off  again  ?    They  catob  our  pouch. 
The  price,  the  stipulated  price,  I  pay ; 
"Will  the  receiver  be  as  prompt  to  them  ? 
Hay  not  he  question  them  ?    Well !  there  ore  gone 
Three  hundred  tliousand  crowns ;  and  more  must  go ; 
I  shall  oiy  ^t^  .  .  but  what  will  their  ciy  be  H 
When  time  is  over,  none  can  ask  for  time ; 
Payment  must  come  .  .  and  these  must  pay,  not  I. 
'  Throe  hundred  thousand  crowns,'  runs  my  receipt, 
'  Holiness  and  Infallibility ' 
At  bottom.     I  am  safe :  tiie  firm  is  good. 
If  the  wax  bum  their  fingers,  let  them  blow 
And  cool  it :  there  it  sticks  :  my  part  is  done. 


Beatrice  Ceifci  and  her  Aja  MABaARiTA. 

Margarita.  Blessed  be  Saint  Eemigio  !     This  day  year. 
This  his  own  day,  was  held  the  marriage-feast 
Within  our  castle-walls,  which  always  frown'd 
Till  then,  and  never  since  smiled  heartily. 

Beatrict.  We  have  been  very  happy,  Maigarita, 
Before  and  since. 

Margarita.  I  wont  another  feast ; 

I  yearn  ;  and  ynu  must  give  it,  lady  mine. 

Beatrice.  My  father  can  alone  tn^ain  a  feast 
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Other  than  vliat  this  pleasant  vintage-time 
Always  brings  round. 

Margarita.  Things  are  got  ready  soon. 

Your  eister  for  her  bridal  festival 
BorroTv'd  some  vrues  fiU'd  with  citron-trees 
From  those  who  brought  the  ohaplets.     Signor  Cents 
Has  not  one  citron-tree,  one  orange-bush, 
One  lemon,  one  troin'd  jessamine  :  he  never 
Has  prickt  his  finger  vith  bare  lavender, 
To  curse  it.     Flowers  and  music  he  abhors. 
And  how  he  hated  those  dull  nightingales ! 
Indeed  they  are  too  tiresome :  what  think  you  ? 

Beatrice.  If  their  sweet  sorrow  overshadows  mine 
I  ought  to  love  them  fur  it,  and  I  do. 
I  have  not  always  thought  them  melancholy ; 
'Tis  but  of  late  ;  and  gayer  things  are  worse. 

Marparila.  Tou  were  less  childish  when  you  were  a  child. 
However,  flowers  yon  cull  as  formerly 
And  put  them  in  your  bosom. 

Beatrice.  They  are  oool. 

Margarita.  Are  they  ?    Some  too  ore  sweet.    The  Count  is 
caught 
By  fragrance ;  not  their  vulgar  fr^rance ;  gloves. 
Gloves  I  have  seen  (no  matches  though)  that  smelt 
Deliciously,  abont  his  private  room. 
But  music !  we  keep  music  to  oxirselves. 
And  dose  the  door  upon  it,  like  the  plague. 
Hake  last  year  this.    I  did  believe,  I  did 
Indeed,  that  you  oould  better  understand 
My  meaning. 

Beatrice.  I  have  understood  it  well. 

But  dare  not  ask  my  father  anything ; 
It  is  undaughterly,  unmoidenly, 
To  ask  for  a  carousal  or  a  dance. 
Uy  sister  and  my  brother  may  suggest 
More  properly  what  might  entice  our  friends. 

Margarita.  I  doubt  it.     One  enticement,  one  alone. 
Depends  on  you.     Marry,  my  pretty  dove ! 

Beatrice.  Many?  and  whom  ? 

Margarita.  Have  you  forgotten  all 

Who  drank  tbe  vintage  of  the  year  before 
To  make  (they  said)  room  for  last  year's  ? 

Beatrice.  In  truth 

I  hardly  know  their  names.     I  sat  not  with  Vm 
At  supper  or  at  dinner  or  at  danf«  .  . 
Although  Bt  dance  I  was,  but  placed  apart, 
With  you  beeide  me,  pleas'd  not  quite  so  well. 


.y  Google 


VKiisE.]  BEATRICE  CENCI :   FIVE  SCENES.  347 

Margarita.  Mav-be.     But  you  saw  all,  and  all  saw  yoii. 

Beatriei.  Uay-be  that  toa.     I  aaw  them  all,  and  lookt 
With  joy  upon  them :  whether  they  saw  nw 
I  know  not,  heed  bot :  'twaa  enough  that  joy 
Seem'd  universal. 

Margarita.  But  among  the  gaeats 

Could  not  you  niune  one  name  f 

BeatrtM.  Ferhape  I  could. 

And  more  Qian  one,  give  me  but  time  to  thJiik. 

Margarita.  None  yet  ?  none  ?    Let  me  call  them  over  then. 
Don  Beppo,  Don  OUnto,  Don  Olimpio, 
Don  Fioepero-Leonzio  Buffalmacoo, 
Don  Cane  della  Scala,  Don  Qattesdii, 
Don  Tiasafame,  Don  Ambrogio, 
Don  Michel-Angioio,  Don  An^<do 
Without  the  Michel  .  . 

Beatrice.  Take  your  breath,  dear  Aja. 

They  weary  you.     Suppose  we  leave  the  rest. 

Margarita.  Don  Carlo,  Don  Ferrante,  Don  CamiQo, 
Don  Agoatino  Fecore,  Don  Gollo, 
Don  Pio-Maria-Qiueeppe  Squarcialupi, 
Don  Innocenzio-Flavio  Cinghialone, 
Don  Neri,  Don  Petrut'cio,  Don  GKuliuno, 
Don  Til«,  I>on  Trajano,  Don  Aurelio, 
Three  pretty  brothera,  save  Aurelio'e  eye, 
A  little  red  about  it,  and  Trajiina's 
Swerving  a  little,  but  as  black  as  jet, 
And  bright  aa  dagger  dxawn  out  overnight 
And  seen  to,  and  fresh- whetted  for  revenge. 
Your  noble  father  hath  euch  furniture. 
Stored  where  you  children  might  not  hurt  yourselvf*, 
Not  in  the  armoury,  but  dose  behind 
Old  breviaries  and  missals,  and  among 
The  holy  relics  that  preaerve  the  house, 
Frighfbning  the  demons  from  it  night  and  day. 

Beatrice.  Oh  !  rather  run  throu^  fifty  names  than  tell 
Such  stories. 

Margarita.    Fifty !  aye,  there  were  threescore. 
Or  near  upon  it  .  .  men,  I  mean ;  we  women 
Here  count  for  nothing. 

Beatriee.  Not  in  dance  f 

Margarita.  They  aU 

Had  partners ;  that  is  certain  ;  but  what  then  ? 

Beatrice.  You  scorn  to  have  coUected  a  whole  host 
Of  the  young  men ;  the  ladies  you  forgpt. 

Margarita.  Even  less  worth  romombruncc. 

Beatrice.  Some  were  lorely. 
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Margarita.  I  ea^  no  loTelineaa ;  and  why  eboiild  you, 
"Whom  Bucli  girls  envy, 

BeatrtM.  Envy  nuf  J  shored 

No  partner.     Only  one,  and  ^e  but  once 
Xiookt  at  me :  'twas  when  I  hod  clapt  my  hands 
After  that  pretty  song ;  which  then  she  bade 
Her  lover  hring  me,  and  you  snatcht  away. 

Margarita.  Such  silly  words  ! 

Beatriee.        '  Tes ;  but  Bung  plaintively. 

I  wish  I  sang  aa  well. 

Margarita.  Tiy  then  once  more. 

Beatriee.  You  call  them  silly ;  so  indeed  they  are. 

Margarita.  Songs  sound  the  sweeter  in  the  solitude 
Of  sense. 

Beatrice.  Who  wrote  them  ? 

Margarita.  8ome  young  idle  boy, 

"Who  should  be  whipt  for  his  effrontery. 
Begin  ;  or  you  will  nave  nLore  ears  about. 

Beatrice.  I  have  no  heart  to  sing  it. 

Margarita.  Then  will  I. 

Wlut  ntye  the  dove  on  yooder  tree  f 

Coo  tco  .  .  and  only  &  cm  md  7 
I  hear  aa  plain  as  plain  can  ba. 

Poor  reMleM  binl '.  amu  .'  eomt !  do!  do! 

The  words  I  often  raid  to  you. 
If  blashsB  pain  not,  be  oihamed 

A  bird  luth  caught  the  Bounds  from  me. 
While  you,  by  that  mild  teacher  blamed, 

Have  yet  to  lean  by  heart  whnt  he 

RegeiiU  ao  well,  so  teoderly. 

Beatrice.  0  thant  you  !  dearest  Margarita,  thank  you  ! 
You  sang  them  with  such  tenderness  ;  you  made 
The  most  ol  them. 

Margarita.  I  made  them  all  they  are. 

Let  me  go  on  while  memoty  is  at  hand, 
Or  half  the  signoTS  will  slip  through  my  fingers. 

Beatrice.  How  good  you  are !  but  are  you  not  quite  tired  ? 

Margarita.  Now  you  have  put  me  out.     Peace  I  let  me  trj*. 
Don  Sigismondo  with  his  twin  Goftredo, 
Don  Sera£no,  Don  Serafico, 
Don  Sant-Elizabetta,  Don  8anta-Ann, 
Don  Beatifico,  Don  Ipsilante  .  . 

Beatrice.  O  Aja ! 

Margarita.  80 !  the  shoe  then  pinches  there  ? 

Beatrice.  Rather  go  on  than  say  it.     Who  is  he? 

Margarita.  No  very  proper  man.     I  might  have  run 
A  furlong  further  with  more  likcUhood. 
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Don  Bia^o,  Don  Gristofano,  Don  Bino, 
Don  Agostino,  Don  Teodoeio, 
Don  Mario,  Don  Bastiano,  Don  Euf  emio, 
Don  OioT^o,  Don  Oiorg^one,  Don  SilveetFo, 
Don  Gasparo,  Don  Stefano,  Don  Gino. 

Beatrie*.  0  what  a  river  full  of  sparkling  bubbles ! 
Will  the  stream  never  end  ? 

Margarita.  Not  vet  awhile. 

Don  CHnque-Fesd,  Don  Maria-Balbo, 
Don  Bomolo,  Don  Cino,  Don  Qieronimo, 
Don  Tertulliano  (Teresina's  brother), 
Don  Opobalsamo-di-Caritade, 
Don  SoEQualdo,  Don  Bicupero, 
Don  Unigenito  Qino  Cappone, 
Don  Amoroo-Galflt«so  8t«lla, 
Don  Braocioforte,  Don  Padfico, 
Don  Bado-Santa-Croce  Cicciapord, 
Don  Carl-Onofrio-Oru  de'  Beccafidii. 

Beatrice.  0  the  strange  nainee ! 

Mirgarita.  Men  never  dioose  their  own, 

But  t^e  them  as  they're  given,  to  show  Saint  Peter, 
Who  knows  their  water-mark  and  let«  them  paae. 

Beatrice.  No  doubt  of  that  .  .  and  we  may  let  them  too. 

MargairHa.  Wait,  wait  a  moment :  here  are  some  few  more. 
Don  Luca,  Don  Abele,  Don  Marino, 
Don  Soeimo,  Don  Zeno,  Don  Camillo, 
Don  Loretano  (heir  of  Don  Fulgenzio), 
Don  Curio  de  Montaapro,  Don  Fasquale. 

Beatriee.  What  an  interminable  waste  of  names  ! 
Are  not  the  grilli  of  last  year  gone  by  ? 

Margarita.  Nearly.     Sandrino,  Piero,  and  Girillo  ; 
The  two  first  are,  the  other  ehould  be,  poor, 
Noble,  but  wanting  pride,  and  shunning  friends. 

Beatrice,  Girillo  1  sure  'twas  he  that  sate  beside 
The  little  girl  whose  arms  and  legs  were  burnt 
So  sadly. 

Margarita.  Hideously,  most  hidecnsly. 
Her  mother  left  her  by  tlie  fire  alone 
In  infancy. 

Bea^^.  Alone  he  sat4  with  her 
On  a  long  barrel. 

Margarita.  Heeding  not  who  laught 

Outrageously. 

Beatriee.  I  Raw  them,  I  saw  Mm  .  . 

And  could  have  kist  him  .  .  had  he  been  my  brother  .  . 

Margarita.  And  rather  handsomer. 

Beatrice.  Could  he  he  that  F 
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Margarita.  So  !     Uoee  the  pin  stick  there  ?  ave,  to  the  head. 

Beatrice.  I  ought  to  love  him  :  but  we  never  love 
(I  do  believe)  the  only  men  we  ought. 
Or  not  as  we  should  love  them  if  we  might. 

Margarita.  He  would  not  join  the  party :  no,  not  he, 
Nor  offer,  where  'twas  proper,  one  salute  : 
That  ugly  barrel  and  that  uglier  rhild 
Besotted  him ;  he  staid  there  to  the  last. 
Pride  \  no  ;  'twas  worse  ;  'twas  sheer  rusticity. 
Thinking  of  him,  nix  better  men  e8ca]>ed  nie. 
Don  Mario,  Don  Virgilio,  Don  Matteo, 
Xkm  Beppo,  Don  Simoni.  T)on  Marziale, 
Brother  of  Donna  .  .  stny  .  .  DoDna  Lucrezia, 
"Who  ran  away  from  home,  and  was  jiuiiiued 
Somewhat  too  late,  caught,  and  let  looee  again, 
A  virgin,  a  pure  virgin,  to  the  last. 
Eeady  to  swear  it  were  three  witneeses. 
Her  father,  and  her  husband,  and  herself : 
No  law-court  can  refuse  three  witnesses. 

Beatrice.  One  surely  is  enough  where  honour  is. 
Piythee  no  more  about  her. 

Margarita.  Don  Marziale 

Call'd  out  the  vile  betrayer,  but  in  vaiu ; 
He  fied  ;  and  that  same  week  another  won 
The  lovely  prize,  and  wears  it  to  this  day. 
At  least  a  part  of  it,  a  husband's  part. 

Beatrice.  O  Aja  !  what  is  this  ?  what  words  are  those  "i 
But  .  .  hath  she  tum'd  her  face  to  God,  and  Ood 
His  face  to  her  ?    May  it  be  thua !    Forgive, 

0  blessed  Saint  Bemigio !  and  do  thou 
Thrice-bleseed  Virgin,  purer  than  Heaven's  light, 
My  wicked  thought !     Thy  eountenance  was  tum'd 
One  moment  from  me.     In  one  moment  sin 
Bursts  through  our  frail  embankment,  and  engulphs 
AU  superstructure  human  strength  can  raise. 

Margarita.  Mad  art  thou,  or  inspired  ? 

Beatriee.  .  Mad,  mad,  I  was, 

But  now,  with  contrite  heart,  am  calm  again. 

Margarita.  I  do  believe  I  am  as  good  as  most, 
If  yon  are  better,  I  am  wiser,  child ! 

1  say  as  many  prayers,  and  know  more  ways 
Of  happiness.     Among  these  vacant  I 

Choose  one  .  ,  or  two  at  most.     There  are  indeed 
Who  think  out  better  ;  and  they  may  be  right. 
Our  mother  Church,  long-sufiering  and  indulgent, 
Would  rather  tie  two  knots  than  sever  one. 
You  ponder  on  these  things  witht.ut  one  word. 
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Beatrice.  I  dare  not  utter  one ;  I  Hoarce  dare  puuder. 

Margarita.  It  ie  all  right,  if  we  will  only  tliink  eo. 

Beatriet.  True,  true  .  .  but  do  not  make  me  think  about  it. 

Margarita.  No,  child,  while  there  are  those  who  think  for  us. 
And  have  much  broader  backs  and  tougher  hides, 
Fireproof,  and  tongues  that  charm  the  devil  off. 
I  like  to  take  all  guod  men  at  their  word, 
Without  a  scruple  or  suspicion.     Thought 
Is  uphill  work :  many  its  paths,  few  siiionth ; 
Let  others  trudge  'em  while  we  two  sit  still  .  . 
Sit  still  we  may.  but  not  sit  quite  so  grave. 
I  must  not  k't  you  look  at  me  demurely 
On  BUch  a  day  as  this.     My  lord  laM  year 
Admitted,  as  all  other  lords  are  wont. 
His  oontadini,  married  and  unmarried, 
To  dance  upon  the  terrace  with  the  great. 
■  Will  he  to-night? 

Beatrice.  I  hops  he  may. 

Margarita.  Why  hope  it  ? 

The  great  ore  absent. 

Beatrice.  Yet  without  the  great 

The  lowly  may  be  happy,  at  small  cost. 
Gaod-morrmc  brightens  Uie  whole  day  to  them, 
Ooed-niffkt  brings  early  rest  and  hopeful  dreams : 
A  friendly  word,  a  gentle  look,  is  more 
From  one  above  tJuui  twenty  truer  ones 
From  those  who  merit  best  the  peasant's  love. 

Margarita.  Whimsical  girl !  whimsical  more  than  ever ! 
I  have  seen  tears  fall  on  this  dimpled  hand 
When  it  had  graspt  the  sunburnt  hairy  one. 
And  would  not  let  it  go,  altho'  I  chided ; 
I  have  seen  you  stand  a-tip-toe  to  return 
The  kiss  imprinted  on  it,  when  the  face 
Was  decently  averted,  whether  man's 
Or  woman's ;  for  the  Count  had  been  enraged. 

Beatrice.  Btem  he  may  be ;  but  cruel  no,  not  that. 

Margarita.  Propriety!  ULaintain  propriety ! 
Uinor  tronBgressioaB  every  one  forgives. 
We  must  not  let  the  humble  spring  too  high. 

Beatrice.  Nor  sink  too  low.     Ood  gave  us  hearts  for  theirs 
To  rest  upon,  and  form'd  them  not  of  stone. 

Margarita.  This  now,  this  brings  me  back  again.   Come,  talk 
Hationally  with  me  .  .  In  tliiw  afternoon 
My  lord  your  father,  as  you  know,  returns. 

Beatriee.  Happier  I  may  be ;  not  much  happier : 
For  when  he  saw  me  last,  now  some  months  smce, 
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He  took  me  on  )ub  knee,  then  puBbt  me  off, 
Suddenly,  strongel;;  stampt,  and  left  the  room. 

Margarita.  Is  thw  worth  crying  forP 

Beatriee.  I  think  it  is. 

Margarita.  He  may  have  thought  of  somebody  at  Rome 
As  pret^  in  hie  eyeo,  and  not  ujdike. 

Btatrice.  Should  he  not  love  me  more  then  for  her  sake  ? 

Margarita.  Men  are  odd  creatures;  what  they  should  they  don't. 
And  what  they  should  not,  Bure  enough,  they  do. 
How  would  you  like  a  stepmother  ? 

Beatrict.  If  young 

I  should  so  like  her !     \S'e  would  play  together 
All  day,  all  night. 

Margarita.  Simpleton ! 

Beatrice.  We  would  toss 

Sosee  in  summer,  daffodils  in  spring, 
Into  each  other's  faces:  if  they  struck 
The  eyes,  O  then  what  kisses !  what  proteeta 
We  were  not  hurt !    The  saints  would  all  forpve. 
I  know  the  names  of  many  good  to  us 
Young  girls,  and  mindful  they  were  girls  themselves. 

Margarita.  What  fancy  strikes  you  now  t 

Beatriea.  One  strange  and  wild. 

Some  say  my  motfier  lives.     It  can  not  be ; 
I  have  not  seen  her  many  many  days, 
A  year  almost. 

Margarita.     Stepmother,  you  should  say. 

BetUriee.  StepmoUier !  what  can  that  be  else  than  mother  ? 
She  loved  me,  and  wept  over  me.    She  rests, 

g  trust)  with  Ood.     Another  may  console  me, 
she  prevail  with  Him  to  send  another. 
My  own,  who  waved  me  in  her  arms  to  sleep, 
Could  not  have  loved  me  better  than  the  last. 
When  did  she  die  ?  and  where  i*    Not  here,  we  know ; 
No  funeral  was  here ;  no  sadder  looks 
Than  usual  in  the  poor  good  villagers  .  . 
Tell  me :  it  h^pen'd  while  I  was  away  ? 

Margarita.  Useless  to  ask  for  what  we  cannot  know. 
And  what,  if  we  could  know  it,  might  do  harm. 
Nobody  here  dares  stir  where  the  Count's  feet 
Move  softly,  nobody  hia  steps  espy. 

Btairiee.  How  prudent  and  how  gentle  the  reproof! 
But . .  could  I  hear  my  mother  w^re  alive ! 

Margarita.  Your  brothers,  both  are  living,  flio'  afar. 
She  may  be  too,  and  nearer.* 

*  She  lived  impriaoned.  '  The  whole  hmily  were  Irapt  sepuated. 
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Btatriee.  Gtrant  it,  Hearea ! 

Was  it  not  Ticked  then  to  think  of  joy 
With  one  who  soon  might  take  her  racant  place  ; 
To  think  of  smilee  and  games  where  tears  were  shed. 
Perhaps  for  me  too,  since  mine  also  fell  ? 
0 !  it  iOM  wicked.     Mother !  pray  for  me ! 
Both  mothers !  pray  for  me !     Let  not  my  grief 
Disturb  your  bliss !  bear  np  my  prayer  on  yours ! 

Margarita.  Make  me  not  dismaL     Prayers  are  excellent 
In  the  right  place.     Seven  are  the  saaraments. 
And  of  aD  seven,  marriage  is  the  beet : 
This  liee  before  you ;  some  are  past,  some  wait. 
Let  ua  return  to  thoughts  far  pleasanter ; 
I  do  not  mean  of  saints  and  patronesses  .  . 
Another,  and  no  saint,  but  a  mama, 
Might  wish  you  married ;  sure  your  father  would. 

Statrief.  U  ever  I  should  marry  .  .  but  I  feel 
I  never  shall .  .  so  let  me  say  no  more. 

Margarita.  Were  my  ears  open  to  catch  wind  and  cold 
Like  ^s,  my  Lady  Beatrice  ?    Speak ; 
Say  something ;  to  the  purpose,  if  you  can, 
But  something. 

BeatriM.  Should  one  love  me,  may  that  one 

Be  better,  wiser,  older ! 

Margarita.  Hush !  hush !  hush ! 

Wiser,  and  no  harm  done.     Older!     Ood'Bpea43e! 
Well,  certainly  nixteen  is  somewhat  young 
For  bridegroom  .  .  but  no  help  for  it,  no  harm, 
Past  all  endurance. 

Seatriee.  I  may  hope  to  live 

A  few  years  longer ;  and  should  Heaven  bestow 
One  many  older  yet,  who  truly  loves. 
He  will  love  wisely :  he  will  see  in  me 
Much  to  correct  with  calmer  eyes  than  mine. 

Margarita.  Aye ;  some  old  creature.    He  would  find  out  faults, 
Or  m^e  them  for  you-    Never  let  young  blood 
Be  frozen,  or  (Madonna!)  it  YnUL  burst 
With  such  a  cisck  as  never  shepherd  heard 
*  In  early  spring  o'er  tarn  on  Appennine. 

Beatries.  We  will  not  talk  about  what  will  not  be.  . 

Margarita.    Hark  !     Was  not  that  the  bug^e  ?    There  again ! 
Haste,  haste  upstairs  .  .  dress  yourself  handsomely  .  . 
The  Count  is  coming. 

MtatriM.  I  will  dress  myself 

To  please  him ;  but  with  arms  about  his  neck 
First  crave  his  blessing.    Loose  me ;  let  me  nut. 
VOL.  vn.  A  A 
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SCENE  ni. 
CouKT,  Stewakd,  Peasahts,  Beateice. 

Count.  They  mig-ht  do  something  better,  I  should  think, 
Than  eing  o'  Sundays.     I  am  quite  dog-tired 
With  this  hard  ride. 

Stetcard.  Indeed,  my  lord,  you  seem, 

Despite  of  youth  as  ever  on  your  side, 
Wearied  and  ill  at  ease.     The  ride  is  long : 
Strong  as  they  are,  alert  as  are  the  grooms, 
The  horeee  must  have  Buffer'd  this  hot  day. 

Count.  Uy  horees  are  half-dead  as  well  as  I : 
Bravely  they  mounted  the  last  hill,  however, 
At  sight  of  stable  :  all  that  was  not  smoke 
Was  froth ;  the  bits  had  burnt  your  hand  to  touch. 

Stetcard.  Too  weak  to  battle  with  the  flies,  outstret«ht 
Lies  eveiy  groom,  his  hat  upon  his  face. 
In  the  thm  shade  dropt  from  the  grange's  eaves. 

Count.  Swill'd  with  unwater'd  wine. 

Steward.  No  time  or  heart 

Had  they  to  lift  the  bucket  &om  the  well. 

Count.  I  have  a  mind  to  whip  them  up  again. 
Their  livOTies  look  already  like  the  litter, 
The  silver  tamisht,  and  the  scarlet  dim 
Ae  the  last  musty  medlar  of  the  year. 
"What  can  those  idlers  yonder  want  of  me  ? 
What  do  they  here  ? 

Steward.  My  gentle  lord,  permit 

Those  who  have  labour'd  all  the  week  apart. 
To  meet  upon  the  bleasedest  of  days 
After  due  service ;  to  inquire  how  fares 
The  sick  at  home ;  to  slip  the  thin  brass  coin 
Into  the  creviced  box  their  priest  shakes  round. 
That  the  soul  suffer  not  for  lack  of  mass. 
What  other  day  for  distant  friends  to  hear 
The  weal  or  woe  that  swells  the  breast  with  joy 
Or  sinks  with  grief  ?     In  either  case,  it  pours 
Its  fulness  forUi  before  His  awful  throne 
Whose  will  they  are. 

Count.  No  preaching,  sir,  for  me. 

A  mass,  and  welcome  .  .  twice  or  thrice  a-year  .  . 
The  Church  requires  it ;  what  the  Church  requires 
I  do  .  .  or  pay  for  what  is  left  undone. 

[Tuning  of  tnttrvmentt  i«  he 
Crack  me  those  strings !  stop  me  that  fellow's  breath 
Who  blows  his  fife  so  fitfully !     To  hear 
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Those  chords  and  canes,  bum  were  enougli  witbout 
What  ihey  call  tuning :  that  is  worst  of  all  .  ,  . 

Steward.  Moat  gracioua  Signor  Conte  !  it  may  please 
My  Lady  Beatrice. 

a>tmt.  Let  the  fools 

Tickle  their  strings,  and  twiBt  their  lips.     Set  on ! 

[Steward  ffku  a  tign.    Peasants  ehmt. 

Can  Kaj  be  both  ereat  and  gtty  f 
Than  ma;  our  lonl  be  all  hiB  life : 


We  widi  no  feast :  Hbove  onr  heads 
Bwell  Hie  rich  clatters  of  the  line : 

No  lamps  wifh  we :  behold,  Uuce  a^etia 
"Bm  Kbe  of  itan  the  jessamine. 

We  have  not  many  songs  to  ring, 
And  those  m  hare  are  sadly  dull ; 

Hie  livalier  all  were  nude  for  spring, 
Wben  hopes  an  ft-seh  and  hearts  ai«  Ml. 

We  mnst  not  mmd  the  crael  tale 
Old  riiymet*  from  old  books  Tel«l«, 

About  the  blood  on  nightmsale. 
Who  oomes  each  year  and  sings  hsc  bte. 

She  now  is  gone ;  bnt  happier  Iots 
Attends  the  bird  that  yet  remains ; 

Attends  the  chaat«,  the  constant  dove, 
AndsDothes  (if  pains  stie  know)  her  paiof. 


Ripens,  with  gold-ied 


ritage.inc 


With  heavy  fpap^^  the  ei 
The  hearta  the  Use  year's  bride  mode  leap, 
For  you  this  yeur  shall  leap  agun. 

Bealriee.  Kind  frieuda!    my  father    would    not  lose  both 
daughters 
So  near  together.     Some  yean  yet  must  pass 
Before  we  think  about  it. 

Count.  Send  them  off. 

What  insolence  !  to  mix  in  my  c 
My  Beatrice !  thou  wert  ever  fond 
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Of  chattering  with  the  peasants.     Tery  wrong  ,  . 
Whimper  not ;  but  look  up. 

Btatriet,  Could  it  be  wrong  ? 

Cotmi.  Early  In  childhood  vety  wrong  'twere  not, 
And  more  another's  fault  than  thine,  perhaps  .  . 
Nay,  be  not  vext,  my  prettiest,  overmuch. 

Btatriee.  Kind  fattier !  this  ia,  yea,  indeed,  too  kind. 

Count  {to  Steward).  I  would  not  have  them  look  upon  me  now. 
Or  they  might  think  me  weak.    They  may  have  heard 
The  idle  name  I  call'd  her.     Spake  I  loud  ? 
Did  they ;  doet  thou  imagine?    Fli^ee  upon  'em ! 

Steioard.  All  oall  her  so. 

CowU.  How  dare  they  i 

SUward.  They  ell  love  her ; 

Fatliers  the  most  of  all,  I  do  believe. 

Count.  Send  them  away.     Off  with  them  alL     Begone  ! 
Off  with  you ! 

\Ta  ti»  Steward.]  Give  the  fools  some  bread  aad  wine, 
And  Beaxd  them  back. 

Beatriee.  Dear  father !  let  them  stay 

A  little  while.     They  may  do  more  than  I 
In  cheering  you !    They  may  remind  you,  sir. 
Of  last  year's  feetiTal.    Look  now,  and  see 
If  you  miss  any. 

Count.  Oxen,  horses,  mules, 

We  count. 

Beatriet.       Dear  creatures !  yea. 

CoHHt.  Enough,  if  those. 

Beatriet.  Here  only  two  are  wanting,  girla  I  mean. 
Beppina  you  permitted  to  be  married, 
And  poor  Cristina  wastes  away  .  . 

C<mnt.  For  love. 

No  doubt .  .  Let  her  too  go. 

Beatrix.  Alas!  alas! 

Slie  wiU  be  vone,  and  soon.    She  caught  ^le  fever 
From  her  old  mother. 

Cowtt.  Of  what  name  ? 

Btatrice.  Her  own, 

The  lame  Oristina,  who  brought  strawberries 
From  the  hill-aide,  when  sister  and  myself 
Lay,  as  she  lies,  in  fever. 

Camt.  Was  it  she 

Who  made  the  butter  ? 

Btatrie*.  0,  how  glad  I  am 

Tou  recollect  her ! 

Count.  If  her  ga\  ia  sick 
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She  can  not  make  it :  if  she  could,  for  me 
No  butter  from  a  bouse  where  folks  are  sick. 
Return  we,  Beatrice ;  I  am  tired ; 
I  bare  not  slept  since  dinner. 

JBrnttriee.  Father  dear ! 

HaT  sleep  refresh  jou  more  than  dinner  did,- 
And  not  be  sent  away  from  you  so  soon  I 


SCENE  IV. 
Bbateioe  and  lie  Pope. 

Chmtiti.  Who  art  thou  ?  and  what  art  tbou  ? 

Btatnee.  Wbat  I  am 

I  dare  not  utter,  boly  father !    Tears 
The  bitterest  ever  shed  from  sleepless  eye 
Announce  me  :  none  so  wretched  !  none  so  lost ! 

Cimtmt.  Thy  name  ? 

B»atriee.  'Tis  Beatrice. 

Clntmt.  Thy  surname  f 

Beatrice.  Waa  .  .  . 

Clement.  Speak,  thou  sobbing  fool !    Then  speak  will  I. 

Cettei.     No  doubt  tnou  ^adly  wouldst  forget 
Thy  father's  name  ;  it  bums  into  tby  soul ; 
Thou  canst  not  shake  it  off,  thou  canst  not  quench  it. 
Thou,  ere  thou  camest  hither,  didst  forget 
Thou  wert  his  child.     What  wouldst  thou  urge  theretm  ? 

Beatrice.  Never  did  I  forest  he  was  my  fa^er ; 
He  did  foT^^et  .  .  forget  .  .  I  was  his  child. 

Clement.  Passionate  tears  drop  from  unholy  lids 
More  often  than  from  holy.    The  beet  men 
Uay  ohide  thmr  children  ^  may  dislike ;  may  hate  .  .  . 

Mmtriee.  Oh,  had  he  hated  me  I 

Clement.  Perverse !  perrerse ! 

Bold  interrupter  of  my  speech,  vout^isafed 
To  lead  thee  from  the  wandering  of  thy  thoughts. 
I  would  have  said,  where  daughters  are  untoward, 
Ohiefly  where  they  are  wanton,  sires  may  hate. 

Seairiee.  Urge  not  that  fault,  0  holy  father !  spare  it ! 

Clement.  I  thought  so.     I  wtE  spare  it.     Thereare  more. 
Not  only  hast  thou  with  that  little  hand 
Transfixt  the  breast  which  cherisht  thee  ..  .  Ay,  shriek '. 
Stamp,  spread  the  floor  as  'twere  with  yellow  straw  .  . 
Here  are  no  youths  to  gather  that  fine  gold, 
And  treasure  it,  and  gkiat  on  it  unseen. 
Not  only  hast  thou  draie  so,  but  hast  torn 
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Thy  ancient  house  from  its  foundation.    Crime, 
Lite  lightning,  at  one  stroke  pierces  the  roof 
And  penetrates  the  obscurest  stone  below. 
Ay,  writhe,  groan,  beat  thy  bosom,  dim  the  light 
Of  those  vain  ringlets  with  those  tears  as  vain ; 
All,  all,  shall  not  avail  thee. 

Beatrice.  Naught  avail'd 

They  all,  nor  ever  can  avail  me  now. 

Clement.  I  said  it.     But  thy  house  must  suffer  shame, 
"Which  timely  full  confession  may  avert, 

Beatrice.  Alas !  alaa !  no,  holy  father  !  no. 
But  darken  it  for  erer.     Save  a  branch 
From  the  sad  rot  that  eats  into  it ;  bid 
My  sister  live,  my  brother  be  absolved. 

Clemmt.  Thou  f  earest  an  impeachment  of  thy  guilt 
From  kindred  tongues. 

Beatrice.  Fear  is  too  weak  to  reach 

An  agony  like  mine.    I  once  did  fear, 
And  when  that  fear  was  over,  courage  came 
With  heavenly  power ;  courage  that  show'd  the  tomb. 
But  not  dishonour  opening  it. 

Clentent.  Again  ? 

Maniac !  again  f    Well  shriekest  thou  diehotwwr. 
And  tumest  (what  none  ever  did  before) 
Thy  back  on  me.     Bhame,  shame,  thou  insolent! 
I  have  no  patieuce  with  a  wench  so  vild. 
So  wicked  .  .  setting  this  last  scorn  aside  .  . 
Enough  that  I  have  heard  thee ;  to  forgive 
Were  impious. 

Beatriee.  Tet  the  Son  of  God  besought 

The  Father  to  forgive  his  murderers. 

Clement.  Dareet  thou  utter  the  word  Father,  wretch  f 

Beatrice.  Yes,  yes,  that  Father  j  and  that  Father  hears  : 
That  Father  knows  my  innocence. 

Clement.  He  knows  it. 

And  I,  and  all  the  dty.    What  then  brought  thee 
Before  this  footstool,  at  our  throne  of  grace? 
For  pardon  ?  pardon  of  a  parricide  i 
And  opens  not  the  earth  beneath  thy  feet ! 

Beatrice.  The  earth,  0  holy  father !  open'd  not 
Beneath  the  cross,  beneath  man's  impious  feet. 
When  God's  own  Son  was  murder'd. 

Clement.  And  thy  tongue 

Can  speak  of  murder  ? 

Beatrice.  Could  It  wewt  I  guilty  ? 

Ah !  for  that  death  none  grieves  so  bitterly 
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As  I  do.  Qone '.  gone !  0  unhappy  man, 
With  all  his  sins  upon  hiu  hoad  .  .  the  Itut, 
Worst,  umrepented. 

ClenuHt.  T^ou  tihtdt  hjive  good  time 

For  thy  repentance  of  one  worse  than  all  .  . 
Parricide. 

Beatrix.    Holy  father !  say  not  so ! 
It  tortures  me. 

Cltnent.  Worse  tortures  there  await 

Thy  dainty  limbs. 

Beatrice.  Worse  tortures  they  have  caused 

Already  than  man's  wrath  lain  now  inflict. 

Clement.  We  shall  see  that,  thou  murderous  miscreant ! 

Beatrice.  Spare,  holy  fatlier  !  spare  reproachful  woi-ds. 

Cleatent.  Audacious !  vengeance,  not  reproach,  is  mine. 
Justice,  God's  justice,  I  pronounce  against  thee. 

Beatrice.  Ah !  be  it  but  God's  justice  !  be  it  His, 
And  there  is  mercy ;  else  what  soul  could  live  ? 

Clement.  Audacious !  here  none  ai^es.     When  I  speak, 
I  breathe  Ood's  spirit  and  proclaim  His  law. 

Beatrice.  Foi^ve  an  inadvertence  in  a  prl 
Who  hath  not  graspt  the  flowers  of  sisteen  springs. 
Nor  held  sweet  converse  with  the  riper  age 
Of  girls  two  fingers  higher,  nor  leamt  the  ways 
Of  courtly  life  ;  but  ever  beat  the  head 
O'er  breviary,  and  closed  the  gayer  leaves 
Left  open  to  engage  her,  whit^  had  taught 
Perhaps  some  better  customs  than  appear' d. 

element  (jtondering  aietraetcdlj/).  An  inadvertence  peradven- 
tureyea. 
Never  a  parricide.  . .  Peace !  peace !    Within 
These  walls  unseemly  are  such  ecstasies. 

Beatrice.  Pity  me,  blessed  Vii^in  1  pity  me ! 
There  is  none  other  oareth  for  my  grief, 
Thou  oarest  for  all  sorrowers.     Hear  me,  hear  me, 
Tn  my  last  angoiah. 

Clement.  This  is  not  thy  last.      • 

HaltM*  and  pulleys  may  uplift  those  arms 
Again,  whioh  thou  npliftast  impiously 
To  the  most  blessed.     Hope  from  her  is  none 
Before  confession  of  thy  heinous  crime. 
I,  I  myself  will  hear  it  (out  of  grace 
To  that  nobility  thy  father  bore) 
And  may  remit,  in  part,  the  penalty. 
Confess,  tiiou  obstinate ! 

Beatrice.  I  will  not  bear 
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False  vitness  .  .  no,  not  even  against  niTseli  . . 
For  Qod  will  also  hear  it. 

Clement.  Get  thee  gone. 

Parricide !  hie  thee  from  m;  sight.    The  rack 
Awaits  thee. 

Beatrice.  Holy  father !  I  have  borne 
That  rack  abead;  which  tears  filial  love 
From  love  parental.    le  there  worse  behind  ? 

Clement.  Queationefit  thou  0t>d'8  imEige  upon  earth  ? 

Beatriee.  Sire !  I  have  quostion'd  God  himself,  and  aekt 
How  long  shall  innocence  remain  nnheard  ? 

Clement.  Say  thou  art  guilty,  and  thy  bonds  are  loose. 

Beatriee.  Oh,  holy  father  !  guilty  1  am  not. 

Cltment.  Bifi  in  thy  Rin  then  .  .  unrepentant,  curst ! 

Beatrioe.  My  sins  are  washt  away,  not  by  the  blood 
Of  him  whose  name  to  utter  were  opprobrious, 
But  by  His  blood  who  gives  you  power  to  rule 
And  me  to  suffer. 

God !  Thy  will  be  done ! 


Citizens  at  a  dutattee  from  the  tcaffbld. 

Cititen.  Wouldst  thou  not  rather  look  than  talk,  good  man  ? 

Old  Man.  I  can  talk  yet,  my  sight  grows  somewhat  dim ; 
Beside,  'tis  said  that  they  who  see  an  angel 
live  not  long  after.     Surely  there  stands  cme 
In  purest  white,  immovable  as  heaven. 
Her  hair  resplendent,  not  with  stars,  but  suns  .  . 
I  would,  but  dare  not .  .  yes,  once  more  must  gaze. 

Anoth^  Cititen.  Do  they  still  terture  her?      At  times  she 
quakes, 
"While  they  seem  only  speaking  very  mildly. 

Another.  Ay,  they  speak  mildly  when  they  torture  moot. 

Another.  I  catch  no  pulley  near,  no  red-hot  iron. 

2^  Next.  The  pulley  may  have  cracbt,  the  iron  cool'd, 
And  they  alone  wno  suffer  it  must  see  it. 
Woman.  How  pale  she  looks  ! 

Anat]ier.  She  alwaya  did  look  pale, 

They  tell  me ;  all  the  saints,  and  all  the  good, 
And  all  the  tender-hearted,  have  lookt  pue. 
Upon  the  Mount  of  Ohves  was  there  one 
Of  dawn-red  hue  even  before  that  day? 
Among  the  mourners  under  Calvary 
Was  £ere  a  nheek  the  rose  had  rested  on  ? 
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0!4  Wonum.  Is  she  alive  or  dead  f     Oh  !  I  would  give 
Half  wy  day's  meal  to  be  as  toll  ax  jou, 
And  Bee  her  over  all  those  heads.     Speak,  tell  me. 

Another.  She  looks  so  pale,  bo  calm,  she  may  be  dead. 

Third.  But  can  the  dead  sit  upright  ?     Tell  me  that. 

Another.  When  they  are  bound,  ankles  and  throat,  they  may. 
Nardi,  who  stole  the  Yirgiu's  rosary 
From  her  own  finsera,  stood  right  up,  although 
SibB  were  alone  of  all  hia  bouea  unbroken. 
But  every  muscle  making  their  amends, 
Doubled  in  size,  and  sweil'd  like  snakes  about  them. 

Womait.  To  rob  the  Virgin  of  her  rosary ! 
O  what  a  thief  was  he ! 

Another  Woman.  Those  were  true  snakes 

That  lookt  like  muscles  ooiliug  round  Ms  bones. 
And  whence  they  came,  at  d^d  of  night,  we  know. 
Aye  Maria !  were  I  rich  as  thou. 
Thou  Bhouldst  not  long  look  for  thy  rosary. 

f\ntrth  {to  a  Citizen).  Were  there  blood-spots  about  her? 
oouldst  thou  spy  ? 

Cititen.  There  were  blood  spots  about  the  blessed  cross ; 
Yea ;  but  whose  were  they  ?     Woe  betide  the  spillers ! 

Third  Woman.  0  the  good  man !  he  thinks  upon  the  cross ! 
Then  tbou  couldst  see  her  ? 

Citiaen.  I  oould  see  no  more 

Than  marble  statue  sees  ;  my  eyes  were  stiff. 
Piythee  now  let  them  drop  their  heaviness 
Upon  this  waste,  this  scorching  waste,  of  woe ; 
Nor  stop  them,  woman,  with  tliat  idle  tongue. 

TTtird  Woman.  0  the  rude  man ! 

t\mrih  Wiman.  Hie  huge  arms  scatter  us, 

Thick  as  we  stand,  beating  that  brawny  breast. 
Murrain  upon  those  priests ! 

Citiam.  They  stood  around, 

As  these  do  here. 

Iburth  Woman.  Murrain  on  these,  on  all 

Tapsters  of  children's  blood. 

Third  Woman.  8ave  good  priest  Aldi  ; 

H^  lets  me  off  for  little  week  by  week. 
0  what  a  wail !     Could  it  be  hers  ?     It  fills 
The  streets,  it  overflows  the  city  walls, 
The  cbuicbes  and  their  altars,  with  one  wave,    ■ 
Huge  as  the  Ked  Sea  heaVd  upon  the  host 
Of  tiiat  proud  king  .  -  who  was  he  ?  .  .  Now  again 
WhatsiWe! 

Another.  Break  it  not.     Let  man's  tears  fall. 
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Keverently  let  them  fall,  never  in  shame, 

On  soman's  blood  :  were  yon  feet  stUl  vhidi  stamp, 

From  agony  of  grief  and  anger,  mine 

In  this  dread  pause  were  heard  to  aplaah  the  stones. 

Could  not,  0  Christ !  thy  earing  bl<KMi  save  here  ? 

[  Outeriet  before  the  teaffold :  bell. 
Are  those  shriekB  hers  ? 

Another  Cititm.  Which  shrieks,  among  ten  thousand? 

Fool !  when  all  daughtere,  mothers,  fathers,  cry 
In  this  whole  piazza,  thinkest  thou  a  few 
Expiring  shrieks  and  sobs  can  come  distinct  ? 

Anotliir.  Those  must  be  .  .  here  must  those  be. 

Another.  So  far  off. 

She  oould  not  make  us  hear. 

Another  Yet,  Heaven  is  farther, 

And  heare  her,  the  sweet  innocent !     Again ! 
Oh !  that  sound  must  have  been  tiie  scourge  that  smote  her. 

Another  Woman.  0  Christ !  0  crucified  Kedeemer !  hear. 
Hear  that  long  ciy  lessening  for  lack  of  breath! 

Another.  The  very  priests,  the  very  cardinals, 
Are  hardly  mut«. 

Citizen.  They  curse  the  cruelty. 

Thro'  fear,  not  tliro'  compunction.     0  that  each 
Partook  her  sufierings.    One  poor  girl  hath  borne 
More  than  enough  to  crack  the  Joints  of  all, 
Cased  as  they  are  in  fatness.     But  their  day 
Uay  come,  even  upon  earth. 

Another  Citi%»n.  One  day  will  come. 

Not  upon  earth  .    .  one  day  for  them  and  her ! 

Woman.  Poor  soul !  her  prayere  will  save  them. 

Another  Woman.  God  is  just : 

His  mer^  is  but  for  the  marcifuL 
Hush !  Holy  Vijyn !  the  poor  duld  is  dead ! 

Another  Wimarh  Is  that  the  passing  bell  ? 

Another  Woman.  Down  on  your  knees 

All  of  you ! 

Another  Woman.     What  a  silence !  every  stroke 
Clear  as  within  the  belfiy  :  sighs  are  heard 
Half  a  street  oS.     Now  there  is  voice  for  prayer  ; 
And  hundreds  pray  who  never  pra^d  before  .  . 

Another  Woman.  For  they  have  children.     Shower,  ye  saints 
above. 
Blessings  upon  her  1     Comfort  her  among  you  ! 

JAiny  ery.  Blessings  upon  her ! 

Citiien.  Curees ! 

Another.  Upon  whom  ? 
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Cititen.  Him  who  oondenm'd  her. 

Iburth  Citiien.  'Twas  the  holy  father. 

Third  Cttitm.  Were  it  the  devil  I  would  curse  the  devil. 

Fourth  Citisett.  The  strobe  that  fell  on  her  may  fall  on  you. 

Third  Citiien.  Speedit!     I  should  be  saved  in  following  her; 
Eveu  I  might  kiss  those  beauteous  feet  and  weep  . . 
Alas ! . .  on  that  rackt  corse,  in  Paradise. 

Sbirro.  Silence !  insensate  !  reprobate  !     Come  out ; 
Thy  words,  thou  knowest,  violate  God's  image 
Here  upon  earth. 

Third  Citiatn.         My  words?    Your  deeds,  say  rather. 
Behold  it.  [T'Af  corpte  is  earned  hi/. 

Best,  0  daughter !  rest  in  peace ! 

Another  Ottiim.  Spake  she  no  words  at  all  ? 

Another.  These_ words  she  spake. 

Caught  by  the  nearest,  then  the  farthest  off, 
And  striking  fsverj  breast  Uiroughout  the  square, 
Bapid  as  lightning,  withering  too  like  that. 

Another.  Well,  well .  .  the  words  ? 

B^ly.  Hast  thou  alone  not  heard? 

Hear  now  then.    No  confession ;  not  a  breath. 

Old  Woman.  Poor  sinful  soul ! 

Cititen.  They  urged ;  she  only  said  .  . 

And  scarcely  one  or  two  could  hear  the  sound, 
It  was  so  feeble  .  .  for  her  heart  was  broken 
Worse  than  her  limbs  .  . 

.FbraMr  Citizen.  What  said  she  ? 

Latt  Cititen.  Wouldst  thou  torture 

Worse  than  yon  paid  ones  ? 

Fhrmer  Citiien.  Hold  thy  peace  !     The  two 

Confessors  urged  her  on  each  side  to  speak 
While  time  was  left  her,  and  while  God  might  hear. 
And  leave  the  rest  to  them.     She  thus  replied  .  . 
*  My  father's  honour  will'd  my  father's  death : 
He  oould  not  live ;  no,  nor  oould  I.     Now  strike. 
Strike,  and  let  questioning's  worse  torture  cease.' 
The  viior'd  struck  :  a  dnU  sound  shook  the  block  : 
The  head  roll'd  from  it.     Mercy  on  her  soul ! 
Men  have  been  brave,  but  women  have  been  braver. 
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King.  Uncle !  and  thou  too  with  these  murderers ! 
Nay,  hide  not  th;  grey  head  behind  that  door 
Half  broken  down.     See  I  thee,  cousin  Bobert  ? 
Thee,  with  a  da^:er  in  thy  grasp  1  the  intent 
Is  plain.    I  aak  no  grace  of  tbee,  for  thou 
'Who  never  hast  known  love  canst  not  know  pity. 

Earl.  If  thon  hadst  not,  this  realm  had  never  etoopt 
Before  a  sceptre  in  a  stranger's  hand. 

Oraham.  We  oome  to  vindicate  our  country's  rights 
And  have  no  time  to  parley. 

Earl.  Thou,  my  liege. 

Hast  injured  all  of  us.     What  lord  ie  safe 
In  his  own  castle  from  thy  vengeful  laws  ? 

Oraham.  Answer  us  that. 

King.  What  honest  traveller 

Is  safe  from  rapine  where  your  wide  domains 
And  power  usurpt  from  soverainty  extend. 

Graham.  Are  there  no  ladies  in  this  land  of  ours 
Worthy  to  mate  with  any  king  ? 

King.  Tea,  many. 

Oraham,  Why  then  should  England  force  upon  the  tluone 
An  alien  brood. 

Kiitg.  Cease,  villain !  I  waa  free. 

So  are  ye  all  in  this ;  rich,  poor,  alike ; 
Are  kings  alone  debarr'd  7    I  chose  a  mate 
01  royalblood,  not  for  her  royalty, 
TTnlesB  such  royalty  as  God  imparta 
When  he  gives  grace  and  virtue ;  tlieee  are  Jane's 
Would  ye  slay  ker  too  ? 

Karl.  We  war  not  with  women. 
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King.  Ye  war  agialnst  them  \rhen  ye  strike  the  breaet 
They  ding  to. 

Earl.  Thou  shouldst  have  bees  still  her  tnineitreL 

Is  it  becoming  in  a  king  to  ride 
About  the  country  with  a  single  groom. 
And  crouch  thro'  half-rooft  cottages,  and  ask 
The  creatures  to  complain  of  augnt  amias  F 
As  if  they  had  not  plenty  to  blab  out 
Agaumt  their  lords  ;  ore  they  not  our  bom  iterfs  ? 
Answer  us  that. 

King.  I  am  Qod's  bailiff,  sir, 

Not  yours,  to  Him  alone  I  give  account. 

Qraktm.  That  shalt  thou  speedily ;  the  book  is  closed ; 
Take  it  him. 

Earl.  Well  done,  OrahAm,  strike  again. 

Orahmt.  He  folds  his  cloak  around  him  so,  and  lifts 
So  high  both  upright  arms,  there  is  no  place. 

Earl.  Well,  well,  methinks  we  have  done  enough  to-day. 
He  speaks  tho'. 

King.  Bobert !  art  thou  here  ? 

Mah»rt.  '  iiy  liege ! 

Here  am  I.    What  may  be  our  lord  a  commands  ? 

King.  Thou  at  least  art  no  robber  .  .  .  take  my  ring  .  .  , 
Giro  it  to  htr  .  .  but  first  wipe  off  the  blood 
If  there  be  any  on  it. 

Oraham.  She  has  one, 

And  can  not  want  another  :  ruby  rings 
Suit  ill  for  marriages,  and  worse  for  deaths. 

Sahert.  Peace,  Qraham,  peace. 
Sire,  your  behest  is  sacred. 

King.  Bobert !  thou  art  again  for  this  half-hour 
What  thou  wast  when  we  both  were  only  boys. 

Sei*rt.  Sire,  your  breath  fails  you. 

(Atide)    Faith !  and  mine  fails  too. 

King.  Oive  it  her  .  .  call  some  holy  man  .  .  haste  .  .  go 
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Fiw  have- obtain ed  Ibe  privilege  of  entering  Shukespeare's  g&rdea,  and  of 
teeinff  him  lalce  tiim  aitei  tum,  quite  iloiie,  now  nimbly,  now  gnvely,  oa  hi* 
broAd  and  lofty  termce. 

Let  ni  never  venture  vhere  he  ii  walking,  whether  in  deep  meditation  or  in 
baoyant  tpirita.  Enough  ii  it  for  ns  to  ramble  and  loitar  in  tbe  nairawer  paths 
below,  and  to  lock  up  at  the  Tartom  imagea  which,  in  the  prodigality  of  his 
wealth,  ha  has  placed  in  every  quarter. 

Before  yon.  reader,  are  lomn  scattered  leavM  ^athared  from  under  them :  care- 
fuller  hands  may  arrange  and  coiuprMa  tbem  in  a  book  of  their  own,  and  thna 
for  a  while  preeerve  them,  if  rode  children  do  not  flnger  them  flnt  and  tamper 
witli  their  fnigilit}'.  W.  B.  L. 
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eOOTBSAT£B  AIH)  ANTONY. 

SOOTHeATER  Ain>  CLEOPATSA. 

ARTOSY  AMD  CLEOPATRA. 

C1.E0PATBA.      CHABICAN.      I&AS. 

0CTATTU8.      ftZCJESAB.      OALLUS. 

AMTONY  AWE  DOI.ABKLLA. 

ANTOUT  AND   AORIFPA. 

OCTAVIUa.      AORLPPA.      C£8ABI0N.      KECSNAS. 

SOLASELI^.      CABARION.      BOOFAS. 

EKOa  AND  ANTONT. 

OFFICER.      OCTAVnjB.      KEdSNAS.      OAIXITS. 

OCTAVIUH  AND  OOTAVIA. 


SCENK  THE  FIRST. 
SooTDSATEB  and  Antont. 
Soothtayer.  Bpeak  it  I  muHt.     HI  are  Uie  auguiies. 
Antony.  HI  ever  are  tlie  auguries,  0  priest. 
To  those  wbo  fear  them :  at  one  hearty  stroke 
The  blackest  of  them  scud  and  disappear. 
Now,  not  a  word  of  any  less  than  good 
To  aeopatra. 
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Sooiluayer.  'Twas  at  In*  cimiinaiid 

I  haflten'd  to  (.'onsult  them. 

Antony.  Bightly  done 

To  follow  her  rammands  ;  not  rightly  comes 
Whate'er  wonld  grieve  her ;  this  thou  muBt  withhold. 

Soothsayer.  Not  this,  not  this :  her  very  life  may  hang 
Upon  the  event  foretold  her. 

Antony.  "ftTiat  w.  that  ? 

Announced  tlien  in  the  accuraed  augiiry 
SoRoon? 

Soothtm/fr.  She  waited  at  the  t«mple-door 
With  only  one  attendant,  meanly  dreet. 
That  none  might  know  her ;  or  ]^)erhaps  the  cause 
Was  holier ;  to  appease  the  offended  Oods. 

Antony.  ^Miich  of  them  can  she  ever  have  offended? 
She  who  hath  lavisht  upon  all  of  them 
Such  gifts,  and  burnt  more  incense  in  one  hour 
Before  her  Isia,  than  woiild  wrap  in  smoke 
A  city  at  mid-dny !     The  keenest  eye 
Of  earth  or  hearen  could  find  Id  her  no  gnile. 
No  cruelty,  no  lack  of  duty. 

Sooth»ay«r.  True ; 

Yet  fears  she  one  of  them,  nor  knows  she  which. 
But  Isis  is  the  one  she  most  suspects. 

Antony.  lais  !  her  patrone»e,  her  favourite  7 

Soothiayer.  Even  so !  but  they  who  patronize  may  frown 
At  times,  and  draw  some  precious  boon  away. 

Antony.  I  deem  not  thus  unworthily  of  Gods ; 
Indeed  I  know  but  Jupitor  and  Mars ; 
Each  hath  been  ever  on  my  side,  and  each 
Alike  will  prosier  me,  I  trust,  to-morrow. 

Sooifuayer.  But  there  are  others,  guardian  Gods  of  E^ypt ; 
Prayers  may  propitiate  them,  with  offerings  due. 

Antony.  I  have  foT^otten  all  my  prayers. 

Soothwyer.  No  need. 

When  holier  lips  pronounce  them. 

Antony.  As  for  offerings, 

There  shall  be  plenty  on  the  day's  success. 

Sooth*ayer.  Merit  it. 

Antony.  Do  your  Gods  or  onrs  mind  tiiot? 

Merit !  and  where  lies  merit  ? 

SotOhiayer.  In  true  fai& 

On  auguries. 

Antony.         Birds  hither  thither  fly, 
And  heud  there  have  been  from  behind  the  veil 
Voices  not  varying  much  from  yours  and  mine. 
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SCENE  THE  SECOND. 
SooTEBAYSE  ond  Clbofatba. 
Seoihtaymr.  Our  lord  Antoniue  vafts  away  all  doubt 
Of  hie  success. 

Chopra.        What !  agamst  siguB  and  tokeos  ? 
Seothof/er.  Even  bo  ! 

Cleopatra.  Perhape  he  tniHtH  himself  to  Herculee, 

Become  of  late  progenitor  to  him. 

Sooihtaym'.  Aii !  that  sweet  smile  might  bring;  him  back ;  he 

Was  flexible  to  the  bland  warmth  of  smiles. 

Cleopatra.  If  Kerculea  is  hail'd  by  men  below 
For  strength  and  goodness,  why  not  Antony  f 
y^y  not  succeed  as  lawful  heir  ?  why  not 
Exchange  the  myrtle  for  the  poplar  crown  ? 

Aktont  mtert.    Soothbayeb  gott. 

Cleopatra.  Antony !  is  not  Otesar  now  a  god  ? 

Antony.  We  hear  so. 

Cleopatra.  Nay,  we  know  it.    Why  not  thou  t 

Uen  would  not  venture  then  to  strike  a  blow 
At  thee  :  the  laws  declare  it  sacrilege. 

Antony.  Juliue,  if  I  knew  Julius,  had  been  rather 
First  among  men  than  last  amoiu;  the  Qods. 

Cleopatra.  At  least  put  on  thy  head  a  kingly  crown. 

Antony.  I  have  put  on  a  laurel  one  already  ; 
Ai  many  kingly  crowns  as  should  half  cover 
The  I^bian  desert  are  not  worth  t^iis  one. 

Cle^tra.  But  all  would  bend  before  thee. 

Antony.  'Twas  the  fault 

Of  Ciesar  to  adopt  it ;  'twas  his  death. 

Cleopatra.  Be  then  what  Ceesar  is. 

0  Antony ! 
To  laugh  BO  loud  becomes  not  state  so  high. 

Antony.  He  Is  a  star,  we  see ;  so  is  the  hair 
Of  Berenice  :  stars  and  Gods  are  rife. 
What  worth,  my  love,  are  crowns  ?     Thou  givest  pearls, 
Igive  the  circlet  that  encloses  them. 
Handmaidens  don  such  gear,  and  valets  snatch  it 
Sportively  off,  and  toss  it  back  again. 

Cleopatra.  But  graver  men  gaze  up  with  awful  eyee  .  . 

Antony.  And  never  gaze  at  that  artificer 
Who  turns  his  wheel  and  fashions  out  his  vase 
From  the  Nile  day !     'Tis  easy  work  for  him ; 
Easy  was  mine  t«  turn  forth  kingB  from  stuff 
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Aa  vile  and  ductile  r  lie  still  plies  his  trade. 
But  mine,  with  ail  my  customers,  is  gone. 
Ever  by  me  let  enemies  be  awed, 
None  elae ;  bring'  round  me  many,  near  me  few, 
Keeping  afar  tbotie  sbaven  knaves  obscene 
Who  loid  it  with  humility,  who  press 
Uen's  shoulders  down,  glue  their  two  hands  together, 
And  cut  a  cubit  off,  and  tuck  their  heek 
Against  the  cushion  mother  Nature  gave. 
Cleopatra.  Incomprehensible  !  incorrigible ! 

0  wretch !  if  queens  were  ever  taught  to  blnah, 

1  should  at  such  unseemly  phrase  as  thine. 
I  think  I  must  forgive  it. 

Wbat!  and  take 
Before  I  grant  ?    A^oin !    You  violent  man ! 
Will  you  for  ever  drive  me  thus  away  f 


SCENE  THE  THIRD. 
Antont  and  Clbofatila. 

Anion;/.  What  demon  urged  thy  flight  ? 

CUopatra.  The  demon  Lore. 

I  am  a  woman,  with  a  woman's  feare, 
A  mother's,  and,  alaa  0  Antony ! 
Uore  fears  than  these. 

Antony.  Of  whom  F 

Chopaira.  Ask  not  of  whom 

But  ask /or  whom,  if  thou  must  ask  at  all. 
Nor  knowest  nor  hast  known.     Tes,  I  did  fear 
For  my  own  life  .  .  ah !  lies  it  not  in  thine  ? 
How  many  perils  compast  thee  around ! 

Atttong.  What  are  me  perils  that  are  strange  to  me  ? 

CUopatra.  Mine  thou  couldst  not  have  seen  when  swiftest 
oars. 
Attracted  by  the  throne  and  canopy, 
Pounced  at  me  only,  numerous  as  the  waves ; 
Couldst  not  have  seen  m^  maidens  throwing  down 
Their  fane  and  poeies  (piteous  to  behold !) 
That  they  might  wring  their  hands  more  readily. 
I  was  too  faint  myself  to  still  their  cries. 

Antony  {atidi).  I  almost  thought  her  blameable. 
(7!>  CLMPATaA.)  TheGoda 

So  will'd  it.     Thou  despondeet .  .  too  aware 
The  day  is  lost. 
voi-  vn.  B  B 
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Cltopaira.  The  day  nmy  have  bepn  lost, 

But  other  days,  and  happier  ones,  will  come. 

Antony.  Never :  when  those  bo  high  once  fall,  their  weight 
Keepa  them  for  ever  down. 

Cleopatra.  Talk  reasonably, 

And  love  me  as  .  .  till  now  .  .  it  should  be  more, 
For  lore  and  sorrow  uungle  where  they  meet. 

Antony.  It  shall  be  more.     Are  these  last  kisses  oold  ? 

Cleopatra.  Nor  oold  are  they  nor  shall  they  be  the  laat. 

Antony.  Promise  me,  Cleopatra,  one  thing  more. 

Clet^tra.  'Tis  promut,  and  now  tell  me  what  it  is. 

Antony.  Itememberest  thou  tliis  ring? 

Cleopatra.  Dost  thou  remember 

The  day,  my  Antony,  when  it  was  mven  ? 

Antony.  Day  happiest  in  .a  life  of  many  happy, 
And  all  thy  gift. 

CUi^tatra.  'TIS  call'd  the  richest  ruby, 

The  heaviest,  and  Ulb  deepest,  in  the  world. 

Antony.  The  richest  cert^nlj. 

Cle^atra.  And  not  th.e  deepest 

And  broadest  ?    Look !  it  hides  all  this  Urge  nail. 
And  mine  are  long  ones  if  not  very  wide ; 
Now  let  me  see  if  it  don't  cover  yours 
As  wide  again !  there !  it  would  cover  two. 
Why  smile  you  so  ? 

Antony.  Because  I  know  its  story. 

Cleopatra.  Ha  1  then  you  have  not  lost  all  memory  quite. 
I  told  it  you.     The  king  of  Fontus  sent  it 
When  dying  to  my  father,  warning  him 
By  letter  that  there  was  a  oharm  in  it 
Not  to  be  trifled  with. 

Antony.  It  shall  not  be. 

Cl*opatra.  But  tell  me  now  the  promise  I  must  make ; 
What  haa  the  ring  to  do  with  it? 

Antony.  All,  all. 

Know,  Cleopatra,  this  is  not  one  ruby. 

Cleopatra.  The  value  then  is  smaller. 

Antony.  Say  not  so, 

Bemark  the  rim. 

Cleopatra.  The  gold  is  thin,  I  see. 

Antony.  And  seest  thou  it  will  open  f    It  contains 
Another  jewel,  richer  than  itself. 

Cltopatra.  Impossible!  my  Antony!  for  rubies 
■  Are  richer  than  all  other  gems  on  earth. 

Antony.  Now,  my  sweet  trifler,  for  thy  promise. 

Cleopatra.  Speak. ' 
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By  all  the  Pvwera  above  and  ell  below, 
I  will  perform  thy  bidding,  even  to  deatih. 

AiUony.  To  death  it  goes;  not  until  after  mine. 

Cl«opafy-a.  I  kias  the  precdous  charm.     U!ethinka  an  odour 
Of  alioond  oomea  from  it.     How  eweet  the  Sower 
Of  death! 

AfUony.       'Tis  painless  death,  'tis  sudden  too. 

CUopatra.  Who  could  wish  more,  even  were  there  more  to 
wish? 
With  us  there  is  not. 

Antoity.  Generous,  pious  girl ! 

Daughter  of  Ptolemies !  thou  hast  not  won 
A  lower  Tintn  than  they.    Thy  name  nhall  rise 
Above  the  pymniids,  above  the  etaia, 
Nations  yet  wild  shall  that  name  civilize, 
And  glorious  poetB  shake  their  theatres, 
And  staler  kings  and  emperors  with  applause. 

Cleopatra.  I  was  not  bom  fa>  die;  but  I  was  bom 
To  leave  the  wotld  with  Antony,  and  wilL 

AtUtMjf.  The  greatest  of  all  eastern  kings  died  thus, 
The  greater  than  aU  eastern  kings  thus  died. 
0  glorious  foi^eman  who  couldst  rivet  down 
Keftactory  crowds  by  thousands,  and  make  quake 
Sceptres  like  reeds !  we  want  not  here  thy  voice 
Or  thy  example.     Antony  alone 
And  queenly  pride,  tho'  Love  were  dumb,  would  do. 


8CENB  THE  FOUBTfi. 
Clsopatka.    Coabjoas.     Ioab. 

Cbopatra.  At  tte  first  entrance  of  your  lord,  before 
He  ordered  you,  before  he  spake  a  word, 
Why  did  ye  run  away  ? 

Charmian.  I  was  afraid. 

Never  so  in  my  life ;  he  lookt  eo  fierce 
He  fear'd  his  own  wild  ^es,  he  placed  one  hand 
(His  right)  across  them  on  lowered  brow,  his  left 
Waved  us  away  aa  would  a  htirricane 
A  palm-tree  on  the  desert. 

Cleopalra  {to  Irab).  And  wert  thou, 

Iras,  so  terrified  ? 

Irat.  Not  I  indeed ; 

My  lady,  never  man  shall  frighten  «•«. 

Cltopatra.  Thou  silly  creature!  I  have  seen  a  mouse 
Doit. 
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Ira*.  A  mouse  is  quite  another  Hiing. 

Charmian  {heiitattrtg).  Our  lord  and  master  .  . 

Cleopatra.  What  of  Antony  ? 

Ch^^ian.  Octavius  .  . 

CUopatra.  Who  ?    Our  lord  and  mastar  he  ? 

He  never  ehall  be  mine  .  .  that  is  to  say  .  . 

Charmiart.  What!  lady? 

CUopatra.  I  forget .  .  'twas  not  worth  saying. 

Charmian  !  where  hast  thou  been  this  last  half-hour  ? 

Charmian.  In  my  own  room. 

Cleopatra.  80  fearful  t 

Chm-mian.  Far  more  sad. 

CUopatra.  Where,  Irae,  thou  ? 

Irat.  I  wanted  to  report 

To  my  Bweet  lad;  what  I  might  espy. 

Cleopatra.  And  what  have  those  long  narrow  eyes  espiedf 

Ira*.  All. 

Cleopatra.       'Twae  done  speedily  ;  but  what  is  all? 
Army  and  fleet  from  any  terrace  roof 
Are  quite  diaceraible,  the  separate  men 

Ira».        My  heart  had  told  me  what  delight 
Its  queen  would  feel  to  hear  exactly  how 
The  leaders  look. 

CUopatra.  And  how  then  did  they  look  ? 

Tell  me  :  some  might  have  ridden  near  enoi^;b 
The  town  to  judge  by,  where  the  sight  is  sharp. 

Ira*.  Uerciful  Isie  !  ridden  !  and  so  close  ! 
Horses  are  frightful,  horses  kick  and  rear 
And  whinny,  full  of  wickedness ;  'twere  rash 
To  yeature  nigh  them. 

Cleopatra.  There  are  things  more  lash. 

Ira».  Quieter  creatures  than  those  generals  are 
Never  were  seen. 

Cleopatra.  Barbarians  !  not  a  word 

About  them,  Iras,  if  thou  loyest  me : 
They  would  destxoy  my  city,  seize  my  realm, 
And  ruin  him  we  live  /or. 

Ira*.  Surely  no ; 

It  were  a  pity  ;  none  are  so  unkind ; 
Cteear  the  least  of  all. 

CUopatra.  Ah  simple  child ! 

Thou  knowest  not  Mb  he^. 

Irat.  I  do  indeed. 

CUopatra.  No,  nor  tiiy  own- 

Ira*.  His  better :  for  of  mine 
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I  never  aekt  a  question.     He  himself 
Told  me  how  good  lie  would  be. 

CUcpatra.  He  told  thtt  * 

"What !  hast  thou  seen  him  ? 

Itm.  Aye,  and  face  to  face, 

Close  ae  our  lord's  to  yours. 

CUopatra.  0  impudence ! 

Ttm.  But  he  would  hare  it  so ;  juat  like  our  lord. 

Cleopatra.  Impudent  girl !  thou  sbalt  be  whipt  for  this. 

Irai.  I  am  too  old  ;  but  lotuses  don't  hurt 
like  other  things  ;  they  cool  the  strokes  they  give. 

Cleopatra.  I  liare  no  patience  with  thee.     How  I  hate 
That  boy  Octavius ! 

Dared  he  touch  thy  cheek  ? 

Ira».  He  oould ;  he  only  whispered  in  my  ear, 
Holding  it  by  the  ring. 

Cleopatra.  Whispered  ?  what  words  ? 

Ira*.  The  kindest. 

Cleopatra.  Ah !  no  doubt !  but  what  were  they  ? 

Iras.  He  said,  The  loreliest  creature  in  the  world  .  . 

Cleopatra.  The  vulgar  brute !     Our  ferrymen  talk  bo  : 
And  couldst  thou  listen,  Iras,  to  such  speech  ? 

Irat.  Only  when  people  praise  our  gracious  queen. 

Cleopatra.  Me  ?  ttiis  of  me  ?    Thou  didst  thy  duty,  child  ; 
He  might  have  fail'd  in  what  he  would  express. 
Trhe  birds  hare  di£erent  voices,  yet  we  bear 
To  h^ar  those  sing  which  do  not  sing  the  best. 
Iras !  I  never  thought  thee  half  ab  wise. 
And  so,  he  said  those  gentle  words  of  me  f 

Irae.  All,  and  forgot  to  kiss  me  when  I  vow'd 
I  would  report  them  faithfully. 

Cleopatra.  Is  there 

Besemblance  in  him  to  that  marble  image 
I  would  have  broken,  but  my  Antony 
Seiz'd  both  niy  hands  ? 

Irae.  Alas !  that  image  wants 

The  radiant  eyee,  and  hair  more  radiant  still. 
Such  as  Apollo's  may  have  been  if  myrrh 
Were  sprinkled  into  ita  redundant  waves. 

Cleopatra.  He  must  be  tenderer  than  I  fancied  him 
If  this  be  true. 

Irat.  He  spoke  those  very  words. 

Cleopatra.  Iras !  'tis  vain  to  mind  the  words  of  men  ; 
But  if  he  lookt  as  thou  hast  said  he  lookt, 
I  think  I  may  put  trust  in  him. 

Ira*.  And  see  him  ? 
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Cleopatra.  I  am  not  hastf . 

Irai.  If  you  could  but  we  him ! 

Cleopatra.  Call  Cliarmiaii :  I  am  weary :  I  must  rest 
Awliile. 

Ira*.      Uy  aweeteet  lady !  could  not  I, 
Who  have  been  used  to  it  almoet  a  year, 
Help  you  as  well  aa  Ghanaian?    While  you  sleep 
Could  I  not  go  again  and  bid  him  haste 
To  comfort  you  ? 

Cltopatro.  Is  the  girl  mad  ?    Call  Channiac. 

(TVChasmuk.) 
Gharmian !  hath  Iraa  tickled  thee  away 
From  moping  in  thy  chamber?  thou  hast  sped. 

Charmtan.  Iraa  is  growing  bold. 

CUopatr?.  I  was  bold  too 

While  I  was  innocent  aa  Iraa  is. 

Charmi<m.  Our  lady  looka  more  flurried  than  deprest. 

Cleopatra.  I  am  not  flurried,  I  am  not  depreet. 

[AJUr  a  pome. 
Believest  thou  in  Gnaar's  generosity  ? 

CharmitM.  I  know  it. 

Cleopatra.  In  what  matter  ? 

Ckarmian.  Half  the  guui-da 

And  bftlf  the  ministers  of  state  have  shown 
Signs  of  hie  bounty  to  the  other  half. 

Cleopatra.  Qifts  are  poor  signs  of  bounty.     Do  not  dlav&s 
Slip  ak  the  gold-black  pouches  from  their  necks 
Untied  but  to  buy  other  slaves  therewith  ? 
Do  not  tame  creatures  lure  into  the  trap 
Their  wilder  brethren  with  some  filthy  oait  ? 
All  want  companions,  and  the  worst  the  most. 
I  am  much  troubled  :  even  hope  troubles  me. 

Charmian.  I  dare  not  ask  our  lady  why  she  weeps. 

Cleopatra.  Cfesarion,  my  first-born,  my  dearest  one, 
Is  safely  shielded  by  his  father's  name : 
He  loves  his  brothers,  he  may  save  them  both, 
He  only  can  :  I  would  fain  take  the  advice 
Of  Dolabella,  fain  would  venture  him 
In  Cfeear'a  camp  :  the  father's  voice  and  look 
Uust  melt  him,  for  his  heart  is  not  so  hard 
That  he  eould  hurt  so  beautiful  a  child ; 
Nay,  what  man's  is? 

Charmian.  But  trust  not  the  two  younger ; 

Their  father  will  not  help  them  in  their  need. 

Cleopatra.  Cseearinn  in  fit  hour  will  plead  for  them. 
Charmian,  what  ponderest  thou  ?  what  doubtest  thou  ? 
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Channian.  Ctesar  I  doubt,  and  Dolabella  more ; 
And  what  I  pondered  vere  yuur  words ;  It  may  bt 
Thai  gui«r»  are  not  aivojft  henefiteion. 

Cleopatra.  I  liave  one  secret,  but  keep  none  from  tbee  : 
He  love*  me ! 

CA«rmiM.        All  do. 

Cltopatrm.  Yes,  but  some  have  pover. 

Ckarmi'am.  Pow«r,  as  most  power  is,  gain'd  by  treacLery. 

Cltopatra.  Whom, 

In  Egyph,  Europe,  Asia,  can  I  trust  ? 

Ch^ntum.  Few,  nor  those  few  too  far,  nor  without  watcli. 

Clgopatra.  NotCharmian? 

Charmian.  Bid  her  die;  herei  now;  and  judge. 


SCENE  THE  FIFTH. 
OcTATiDB.    Meosnab.     Gallub.  _ 

Ovttuitu.  Is  DolabeUa  to  be  trusted  ? 

MtexHot.  Youth 

There  is  on  Dolabella's  side  ;  with  youth 
Gomes  always  eloquence  where  wtxnen  are. 

OetavMU.  Oallus  is  honeater  and  pnidenter. 

Meeattat.  But  Oallus  is  the  older  by  some  years. 

Oetaeiiu.  A  poet  sa^.  Love  at  odd  hours  hath  mailed, 
And  covered  with  his  pinions  sportively, 
Where  he  espied  some  hairs  that  seem'd  like  Time's 
Kather  than  his. 

Mtetemu.  There  must  have  been  but  few. 

Or  else  the  poet  dreamt  it. 

Oetaviiu.  Who  comae  hither  ? 

MeeoHot.  Not  Dolabella,  but  the  better  man. 

Oetacitu.  Welcome,  brave  Qallus,  opportunely  met. 
We  were  debating  how  to  lure  that  dove 
Of  Antony's,  now  in  her  cote,  a  tower. 
From  which  we  would  mrt  frighten  her  away. 
But  tempt  her  down. 

Galhu.  It  might  be  difficult. 

OetoMiu.  Unless  thou  aidiest  us,  indeed  it  might. 

Mteanat.  What  sport  'twould  be  to  see  her  mate  descond 
And  catch  him  too ! 

GaUui.  Nor  this  more  easily. 

Oetavitu.  To  Qallus  all  is  easy. 

MeaauM.  Pleasant  too 

Would  such  task  be. 
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6aUu».  No  better  judge  of  pleaaurea 

Than  Cilniue  here ;  but  ours  ore  not  alike. 

Octopiu*.  GalluB  !  one  word  apart.     We  need  thee  much. 

Galiui.  What!  after  Egypt  won  ? 

Odaviv*.  Antony  lirea ! 

Galltu.  Beaten,  disgraced,  imprisoned,  his  own  jailer. 

Mttanai.  Defying  us,  however,  by  the  power 
The  queen  his  mistresa  gives  him  with  her  name  . . 

6mtu.  Worthless  as  his. 

Mieiemu.  Were  she  within  our  reach 

We  soon  might  bring  him  down. 

Oallm.  What!  lower i 

Oetm>i*t.  Eren  yet  ? 

Oallvi.  She  might  eucciunb,  and  muet,  by  pnonleing 
That  Cteaar's  son,  after  her  death,  shall  reign. 

Mfeana*.  A  prudent  thought.     But  will  ^e  give  up  Antony 
Unlei>B  she  hear  it  from  the  giver's  mouth  F 
There  is  one  anxious  to  deserve  the  grace 
Of  princes..  DolabeUa  could  persuade 
The  queen  to  trust  herself  to  him  for  Geear. 

Gailm.  I  doubt  it. 

Mecaiuu.  Doubt  his  honour,  not  his  skill. 

He  could  not  keep  the  secret  that  he  loves. 
And  that  he  often  in  times  past  hath  seen  her. 

Oallut.  He  loves  her  ?  then,  by  all  the  Gods !  he  never 
Will  win  her  for  another  than  himself. 
Beside,  he  was  the  friend  of  Antony, 
And  shared  with  him  the  toils  at  Mutina. 
Altho'  no  eagle,  he  would  soar  aloft 
Bather  than  bow  for  others,  like  an  owl. 
The  smallest  of  the  speoies,  hooded  for  it. 
Who  knows  not  Doliu>ella  ? 

Meeisnat.  Thou  hast  sense, 

Comeliness,  courage,  frankness.    Antony 
Tore  from  thy  couch  the  fairest  girl  in  Borne. 

Oailua.  And  let  him  have  her,  let  him  have  her,  man. 
What  then  P 

MeetBiuu.*     There  are  who  would  retaliate. 

GalluM.  The  girl  hath  left  no  mark  upon  my  memory  .  . 

Mecttnai.  Or  mine,  beside  a  few  soft  lines  ;  hut  mine 
Betains  them,  mindful  of  a  friend  who  sang. 
Unless  my  singing  mars  the  hannonv, 
I  thought  it  once  an  idle  tale 
That  lovely  woman's  faith  could  fail ; 
At  last  I  said.  It  may  be  true, 
Lycoris,  of  them  all  but  you. 
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And  mm  you  leave  me !  and  70U  go 
O'er  pinnaclee  of  Alpine  snow. 
Anotner  leads  you  {woe  is  me !) 
Across  that  giim  and  ghastly  sea '. 
Let  him  protect  those  eyes  from  sleet, 
And  G^de  and  chafe  those  tender  feet, 
And  fear  for  every  step  you  tread. 
Then  hardly  will  I  wist  him  dead. 
If  ice-barb'd  ehafta  that  ring  around 
By  his  neglsct  my  false  one  wound, 
0  may  the  aTBnging  Gods  for  this 
Freeze  him  to  death  in  the  abyss ! 
QoUm*.  They  have  reserved  him  for  a  sadder  fat«. 
Sleep,  without  painful  dreams  that  crush  the  breast, 
Sleep,  without  any  joyous  ones  that  come 
Only  to  mock  the  awe^en'd,  comes  unfelt 
And  unsolicited  among  those  cliffs 
Of  ice  perennial. 

Antony  hath  dreamt 
His  broken  dream,  and  wakened  to  despair  : 
I  never  wisht  him  that ;  the  harm  I  wisht  him 
Was  when  my  youth  was  madder  than  his  age. 
He  stood  a  prouder  and  a  better  man 
At  Mutina,  when  Famine  walkt  the  camp, 
"When  I  beheld  him  dimb  up  painfully 
A  low  and  crumbling  crag,  where  aerviees 
Hung  out  above  his  nead  their  unripe  fruit ; 
That  was  my  day.     Some  grains  of  sodden  maize 
I  brought  and  offered  him :  he  struck  them  down. 
Oetaeitu.  Eejoice  at  pride  so  humbled. 
Oalltit.  I  rejoice 

At  humbled  pride,  at  humbled  valour  no. 

OetoDttu.  But  those  offending  Oods  whom  thou  invokedst 
Stand  now  before  thee  and  demand  why  call'd. 

Oallut.  They  know  :  they  pardon  such  irresolution 
As  pity,  and  not  cowardice,  persuades. 
One  woman  has  betraid  me ;  not  one  wonrnn 
TTiU  I  betray. 

Meeanai.         0  that  poetic  mind ! 
OaUtu.  Where  others  sneer,  Meceenas  only  smiles. 
Mtcaiuu.  Such  is  m;  nature,  and  I  widely  err, 
Gallus,  if  such  be  not  thy  nature  too. 

Oeianui.  Did  then  Lycoris,  that  wild  girl,  prefer 
The  unworthy  to  the  worthy,  the  most  rude 
To  the  most  gentle,  scampering  beyond  roach  ? 
Let  her  repair  her  fault :  no  danger  here 
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That  angry  akiee  turn  ooral  lips  to  al&te 
Or  icidee  make  limp  the  ruiunray. 

Oallua.  Thoee  dajB  are  over.     He,  who  won  the  prize 
Hay  say  as  much  and  add  a  little  more. 

Oetamui.  Laughest  thou  not  to  see  the  tables  tum'd  ? 
The  little  queen  who  fasoiiiates  her  fool 
Is  now  as  lovely  as  LyooriB  was, 
And  never  ran  away  from  any  man : 
Fain  would  I  see  that  royaterer's  spirit  broken, 
And  she  alone  can  do  it :  help  her  on. 

GaUtu.  In  any  such  attempt,  in  such  a  place 
Fortune  would  baffle  me. 

Ootaeita.  Then  baffle  Jitr  ,- 

8he  baffles  only  those  who  hesitate. 

Qailu*.  The  queen,  we  hear,  takes  refuge  in  the  depths 
Below  the  palace,  where  but  reptilea  lie. 

Oetaeiut.  Indeed  !  what !  scorpions,  serpents  F 

Gallut.  Haply  the«o. 

Oetaviu*.  Poor  woman !  they  may  bito  her !  let  my  fears 
Prove  not  prophetic ! 

Now,  my  friend,  adieu ! 
Beflect  upon  our  project ;  turn  it  over. 

[Qallvb  ffoet. 
These  poeta  look  into  futurity 
And  bring  us  glimpaea  from  it  more  than  dreams. 
Asps  !     But  the  triumph  then  without  the  queen  ! 
Alaa  !  was  ever  mortal  bo  perplext ! 
I  doubt  if  your  friend  QaUua  can  be  won. 

MacatuK.  All  may  be  won,  well  handled ;  but  the  ear 
la  not  the  thing  to  hold  by.     Show  men  gold. 
Entangle  them  in  Gallic  tnrquisea, 
Tie  stubborn  necks  with  ropee  of  blushing  pearis, 
Seat  them  on  ivory  from  the  realms  of  Ind, 
Augur  them  consulates,  proconsiilatea, 
Make  their  eyea  widen  into  prorincea, 
And,  gleaming  further  onward,  tetrardiiea. 

Oetavivt.  It  strikes  me  now  that  we  may  offer  Oallus 
The  prefecture  of  Egypt. 

Jf«e«niM.  Some  time  hence  : 

Better  consult  Agrippa. 

Oetatfiu*.  None  more  trusty. 

Yet  our  Ainippa  hath  strange  whims  ;  he  dotes 
Upon  old  Borne,  the  Bome  of  matted  beards 
And  of  curt  tunica  ;  of  old  Home's  old  laws, 
Worm-caton  long,  now  broken  and  swept  off.  [Pauthtg. 

He  stands  forth  high  in  station  and  esteem. 
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MtvttHM.  So  should  the  man  who  won  the  world  for  thee. 

Oetaetu*.  I  must  not  pla;  with  him  who  won  so  much 
E^rom  others ;  he  might  win  as  much  from  me  : 
I  fear  his  fortunes. 

MecMUU.  Bind  them  with  your  own. 

Beooming-  are  thy  frowus,  my  dear  Octavius, 
Thy  smiles  alone  become  thee  better  :  trust 
Thy  earliest  friend  and  fondest :  take  not  ill 
Uy  praises  of  Agrippa,  tried  in  war 
And  friendship. 

Oetaviut.  And  for  thU  wouldst  thou,  my  Cilnius, 

Send  him  away  from  me  ? 

Xeaemu.  Thyself  did  fear 

His  popularity :  all  Borne  applauds 
Hiw  Tau)ur,  justice,  moderation,  mercy. 

Octavitu.  Not  one  word  more. 

Mteanas.  One  word  I  have  to  speak, 

And  speak  it  I  will  now.     He  must  away. 

OeUmiv*.  Can  Cilnius  then  be  jealous  of  Agrippa  ? 

MeetBiui*.  No ;  crown  him  king  and  give  hun  provinces. 
But  give  him  not  to  clench  the  heart  of  Borne. 

Oetoviw.  I  could  make  kings  and  unmake  kings  by  scores 
But  could  not  make  nor  unmSte  one  Agrippa.  ' 

Mteatuu.  Well  spoken!  wisely!  woithily!     Nopiaise 
Can  equipoise  his  rirtuee,  kings  may  lay 
Their  tributes  on  the  carpet  of  his  throne 
And  cities  hope  to  honour  whom  they  serve, 
The  royal  mantle  would  obscure  Agrippa. 

Oetaniu.  I  would  be  generous,  but  be  cautious  too. 

Meeima*.  Then  gmnt  him  all  beyond  the  sight  of  Bome  ; 
lien's  eyes  would  draw  bim  thither  tho'  his  will 
Htmg  uick :  thus  urged  the  steadiest  might  give  way. 

OeUmw.  I  hate  suspicion  and  suspicious  men. 
Oallus  I  fancied  was  the  bitterest  foe 
Of  Antony,  his  rival,  and  successful, 
Then  he  should  hate  him  worse  than  I. 

MteanM.  But  empire 

Is  more  worth  hatred  than  a  silly  girl, 
Every  day  to  be  won  and  lost  ^ain. 

Oetanvt.  Our  Gallus  is  weak-minded  to  forgive 
So  easily. 

M«ea)M».  I  find  that  on  the  hearth 
Where  lie  love's  embers  there  lie  hatred's  too. 
Equally  cold  and  not  to  be  etir'd  up. 

Oetavitu.  I  do  not  think,  my  Cilnius,  thou  hast  felt 
Love  but  for  me  ;  I  never  knew  thee  hate. 
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MeoBwu.  It  is  too  troublesome ;  it  rumples  sleep, 
It  settles  on  the  diehea  of  the  fecLst, 
It  bites  the  fruit,  it  dips  into  the  wiue  ; 
Then  rather  let  my  enemy  hate  mo 
*Thaii  I  hate  him. 

Octmviu*.  We  must  look  round.     What  think  jou  ? 

Is  Dolabella  to  be  trasted  ? 

Meetenat.  Try. 

Oetavttu.  I  wish  this  country  settled,  us  retum'd. 
Besolved  am  I  to  do  what  none  hath  done. 
And  only  Julius  ever  purpcned  doiog; 
Kesolved  to  rendeF  Bome,  beneath  my  rule, 
A  second  Alexandria.     Corinth,  Carthage, 
One  autumn  saw  in  stubble  ;  not  a  wreath 
Enough  to  crown  a  capital  was  left, 
Nor  capital  to  crown  its  pillar,  none ; 
But  here  behold  what  glorious  edifices  1 
What  palacea !  what  temples  I  what  august 
Kings  I  how  unmoved  is  CTery  countenance 
Above  the  crowd  !     And  so  it  was  in  life. 
No  other  city  in  the  world,  from  west 
To  east,  eeemB  built  for  rich  aud  poor  alike. 
In  Athens,  Antioch,  Miletus,  Bhodes, 
The  richest  Koman  could  not  shelter  him 
Against  the  dogstar ;  here  the  poorest  slave 
Fmds  refuge  under  granite,  here  he  sleeps 
Noiseless,  and,  when  he  wakens,  dips  his  hand 
Into  the  treasured  wat«rs  of  the  Nile. 

Mecanat.  I  wish,  Octarius,  thou  wouldet  cany  hence 
For  thy  own  worship  one  of  those  mild  Gods, 
Both  arms  upon  the  kneea  :  'tis  time  that  all 
Should  imitate  this  posture. 

OctoptM.  We  wiU  dose 

The  gates  of  Janus. 

Mtetetuu.  Janus  looks  both  ways  ; 

He  may  like  best  the  breezy  air  abroad 
And  knock  too  hard  against  the  bolted  brass. 

Oet<a>iut  {to  a  Ouard).  Call  Oallus  Mtlier. 

€/ailu».  Cteear !  what  commands  ? 

Oetarim.  I  would  entrust  a  legion,  more  than  one. 
To  our  friend  GaUus  :  I  would  Sx  him  here 
In  Egypt :  none  is  abler  to  coerce 
The  turbulent. 

GaUiu.  Let  others  flap  their  limbs 

With  lotus-leaves  when  Sirius  fiames  above. 
Give  me  the  basks  of  Anio,  whei'e  young  Spring, 
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Who  knows  not  half  the  names  of  her  own  flowers. 
Looks  into  Summer's  ejes  and  wakes  him  up 
AlOTt.  and  laughs  at  him  until  he  lifts 
His  rod  of  roses  and  she  runs  away. 

Oetatiiui.  And  has  that  lovely  queen  no  charms  fur  thee  ? 

OaUu*.  If  truth  be  spoken  of  her,  and  it  may, 
Since  ^e  is  powerless  and  deserted  now, 
Tho'  more  thaji  thrice  seven  *  years  have  come  and  stcJen 
Day  after  day  a  leaf  or  two  of  bloom, 
She  has  but  changed  her  beauty ;  the  soft  tears 
Fall,  one  would  think,  to  make  it  spring  afresh. 

Oetaniu*.  And  not  for  Oallus  ?     Let  one  brave  man  more 
Ascend  the  footstool  of  the  regal  bed. 

OalUi*.  As  the  Gods  will !  but  may  they  not  will  me  ! 

SCENE  THE  SIXTH. 
AirroNT  and  Dolabeuu^. 

Antony.  Welcome,  my  Dolabella!     There  is  none 
From  yonder  camp  I  would  embrace  beside. 
Uy  little  queen  hath  given  at  last  an  audience 
To  thy  persuaeive  tongue  ? 

Dolaiella.  Most  graciously. 

Antony.  I  never  thought  she  would  permit  Caesarion 
To  leave  her  side ;  har(By  can  I  myself 
Bear  separation  from  that  brave  young  boy ; 
I  love  him  as  my  own. 

Dolaidla.  Your  own  thus  stand 

Safe  from  all  peril. 

Antony.  Is  not  it  disgrace  ? 

A  boy  save  «*  ?  for  to  save  them  is  mt. 

DoUheUa.  Create  a  generosity  of  soul 
In  one  whom  conquest  now  hath  made  secure  ; 
Bid  bJTn  put  forth  his  power,  it  now  is  greater 
Than  any  man's  :  consider  what  a  friend 
C»Barion  hath  in  Julius,  all  whose  wounds 
Will  bleed  afresh  before  the  assembled  tribes 
On  the  imperial  robe  thy  hands  outsprad 
With  its  wide  rents  for  every  God  above 
And  every  Homan  upon  earth  to  number. 

*  History  and  poetty  do  not  ^waye  well  >gTee.  Jolini  Osnr  had  laft  E^ypt 
befoie  Uie  birth  of  Ca^anaa,  at  which  time  Cleopatn  wai  aboat  fourteen.  Ttuit 
■he  retained  her  IreehneM  aeven  or  ei^bt  ^e>n  longer,  may  be  attiibnted  in  part 
to  the  cHTe  sbe  took  of  it,  and  in  ■  gtatiat  to  her  puts  Haoedonian  blood. 
Betida,  Alexandria  il  not  anltry  ;  and  the  architect)  of  Bntiqnity  knew  how 
keep  up  an  equable  and  healthy  ' ' — 
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Antony.  Ah !  those  were  dajrs  Torth  living  o'er  egain. 

DolaMta.  Live  them  again  then. 

Antony.  Nerer,  stript  of  power, 

Of  dignity,  of  Itcane's  reapect,  of  thein 
Who  compass  me,  who  fix  before  these  eyes 
The  very  ea^es  which  adom'd  tnj  tent. 

BelabeUa.  Brave  thoughts  !  but  are  none  weaker  intenmxt? 

Antony.  Smile.  Dolabella !     Oh,  oould  but  that  smile 
Eill  M  it  pierces  me  \     But  tread  the  ground 
Softly  and  lightly  where  h^  feet  have  moved. 
My  Cleopatra !  never  will  we  part. 
Thy  son  shall  reign  in  E^ypt. 

DolabeUa.  Much  I  fear'd, 

0  Antony,  thy  rancour  might  prevail 
Against  thy  prudence.     Caesar  bears  no  rancour. 

Antony.  Too  little  is  that  heart  for  honest  hatred. 
The  serpent  the  moat  venomous  hath  just 
Enough  of  venom  for  one  deadly  wound. 
He  sbrikea  but  once,  and  then  he  glides  away. 

DolaMla.  Octavius  strikes  not  Antony. 

Antony.  One  man 

Alone  dares  strike  the  man  whom  thou  hast  uamed. 
But  let  me  hear.the  phrase  of  frauduleuce. 

J)olaitlia.  Ceesar's,  I  trust,  will  not  deserve  that  name, 
He  says  Ms  reign  shall  be  the  reign  of  peace. 

Antony.  Peace!  what  is  that?  a  pleasant  room  to  sit 
Or  walk  about  in,  nor  could  heart  desire 
A  oooler  place  wherein  to  spread  the  cates : 
First,  bring  these  cates  ;  bring  Uberty,  the  salt 
That  seasons  with  true  relish  all  things  else. 

Dolaidla.  We  sometimes  leave  but  little,  when  we  rise 
From  its  enjoyment,  for  those  servitors 
Who  toil'd  for  us  throughout  the  heat  of  day : 
Beokless  we  riot :  never  can  spilt  wine 
Enter  tJie  golden  cup  it  sparkled  in : 
Harpies  above  defile  the  half -eaten  fruit. 
Borne  now  would  rest  awhile. 

Antony.  Yea,  long  wiU  be 

Her  rest :  the  scourge  of  Earth  will  be  the  scorn. 

DolabeUa.  We  must  submit. 

Antony.  Thou  must ;  thou  hast  submitted; 
Bat  never  I ;  what  I  have  been  I  am. 

DoIdbtUa.  IjoBi  prosperous  than  once,  thy  fortnnes  may 
Be  yet  restored. 

Antony.  I  would  not  ta&e  them  back, 

By  any  man,  least  by  that  man,  bestow'd; 
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I  would  not  h&ve  mjr  portion  of  the  world. 
No,  nor  the  whole  of  it,  if  that  eUb  tongue 
CaH'd  ever?  God  to  ratify  the  gift. 
Show  me  me  foe  he  ever  fairly  met. 
The  friend  he  hath  embraced,  and  not  betroy'd, 
And  tell  me,  Dolabella,  for  thou  oanat, 
Who  miirder'd  HirtiuB ;  by  whose  agency 
Poison  was  dropt  into  the  wound  of  Fansa. 

Dolabella.  Of  this  aek  Olyco,  ask  Aquilitts  Niger 
Of  that. 

Atdony.  Both  know  the  secret,  both  hare  told  it : 
And  now  will  1 1^  thee  one. 

At  the  noon 
Of  yesterday,  when  fruit  is  most  refreshing, 
A  oountryman  who  brings  the  yellow  figs 
His  queen  is  fcmd  of,  brought  a  baaketnil, 
Saying  to  Iraa: 

"  These  my  little  daughter, 
Whom  once  you  used  to  play  with  in  the  garden, 
Bids  me  to  give  into  your  hands ;  she  thinks 
The  queen  requires  some  frolic  ;  you  alone 
Can  venture  so  far  with  her.     Place  within 
The  smooth  cool  linen  of  her  bed  this  ba§ket 
Of  cane-leaves  and  of  rushes  intertwined, 
"With  all  the  fruit  below,  the  leaves  a-top  ; 
You  see  it  is  but  shallow,  scarce  a  palm. 
Mind  it  lie  flat;  yet  she  will  find  it  out 
Tho'  it  be  always  dusky  in  that  room." 
What  is  there  in  the  tale  that  thou  shouldst  stare  ? 

J)alabella.  £nou{^.     An  idle  rumour  reaeht  the  camp 
That  Cleopatra  stung  herself  to  death, 
Texing  two  asps  held  close  againat  her  bosom. 

Antmuf.  Are  Bomans  all  so  ignorant  of  the  asp 
That  two  are  wanted  ?  that  he  must  be  vezt  f 
That,  like  domestic  animals,  he  bit«s  ? 
He  bites  not,  but  he  strikes  with  upper  jaw 
As  other  vipers  do,  and  the  black  hd 
I>n>pB,  and  lie  crawls  away ;  one  jpang,  one  shriek. 
Death  hears  it,  nor  delays :  the  hmd  knows  that. 
An  earlier  stoiy  now.     So  exquisite 
In  luxury,  my  queen  dissolved  a  pearl 
Above  aU  price,  and  drank  it  in  her  wine. 
Bid  thou  the  tatler  of  the  tale  expound 
fiow  that  same  add  which  dissolved  the  peari 
Darken'd  no  tooth,  abbreviated  no  smile, 
But  gave  her  spirits  for  the  festive  song. 
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Ah !  had  she  done  bo,  Mediciiie  had  run  up 
In  vain  to  help  her ;  Death  had  interpoeea. 
•  Dolabella.  Ajiother  tale,  alike  incredible. 
'Tb  said  she  shook  from  off  her  coronal 
Poison  into  you#  cup,  dashing  it  down 
Just  at  the  Up,  and  proving  its  effect 
Oa  household  beast  before  yon,  thus  to  show 
How  easy  were  the  deed  to  one  who  will'd. 

Antony.  Ib  such  a  fiction  workt  by  homespun  yam? 
I  doubt  it ;  surely  some  Greek  neeme  wrought 
The  quaint  device,  for  poet  to  adorn 
~        etaphor,  and  sage  by  apologue. 

hast  among  thy  friends  one  capable, 
In  man's  attire,  fresh-blooming  from  Hymettus, 
Handmaid  of  Cilnius  the  rich  Aretine. 
0  Itomans !  are  your  ears  to  falsities 
Wide  open,  and  your  mouths  agape  for  tfaem 
Ae  are  the  callow  sparrows  for  their  food. 
Hour  after  hour  ?     Ye  little  know  that  asps 
Are  not  mere  worms  of  one  span-length,  one  cubit, 
But  longer  than  the  vipers  in  your  fields. 
So  hideous  that  no  woman,  young  or  old. 

Or  rustic,  or  well  train'd  to  monkey-gods,  y 

But  must  abhor  them.     Your  credulity 
Will  urge  the  whisper  in  each  other's  ear 
That  she,  the  d&intiest  of  all  womankind, 
Would  handle  tfaem,  now  plague  tfaem,  now  caress 
And  faug  them  as  she  might  a  tender  babe  .  . 
Yet  even  the  serious  may  believe  the  tale, 
For  what  in  Borne  is  not  believed  .  .  bnt  truth  P 

Dolaiella.  To  me  tfae  queen  eaid  nothing  of  tfais  snare.  i 

Antony.  Nothing  she  ^ows  of  it.  \ 

I  heard  a  scream 
From  It&b,  and  rusht  in.     She  threw  faerself  i 

Before  my  feet,  prayed  me  to  strike  her  dead,  | 

And  ran  toward  the  oomer,  where  I  saw 
Tfae  beasts  coil'd  up,  and  cut  tfaem  tfaro'  and  thro'. 
Then  told  sfae  all ;  but  not  until  her  prayer 
For  death  was  fruitless,  not  until  I  warn'd  her 
How  life  and  death,  while  yet  we  live,  are  ours. 

Dolaiella.  Uight  I  adviae  .  .  ' 

Antony.  Not  mo :  I  never  took 

Any  advice,  in  battle  or  debate ; 

IhUA«lia.  Ceeear  hath  urged  thee  sorely,  and  may  worse;  i 

What  wouldst  thou  do  with  him  were  he  the  vanquieht  ? 

Antony.  Do  with  him  ?  throw  hJTn  to  tfae  fi  ' 
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To  bait  their  hooks  vith  and  catch  crocodiles, 

If  crocodile  feeds  upon  crocodile. 

Take  him  these  yrarda  :  we  keep  no  secrets  hare. 

Dolaiella.  Ceesar  is  lenient. 

Antony.  Never  let  that  Tord 

Glide  o'er  thy  lips,  no  word  is  it  for  me. 
Tell  him  no  friend  of  mine  shall  aak  my  life, 
No  enemy  shall  give  it.     I  am  lord 
Of  my  own  honour ;  he  has  none  to  lose  : 
The  money-chan^er'B  granson  calculates 
But  badly  here.     He  waits  for  thee :  depart 


SCENE  THE  SEVENTH. 

ASTOKY  aHd  AOBIPPA. 

Antony.  And  so,  the  victor  comes  to  taunt  the  vanquisht ! 
la  this  well  done,  Agrippa  f 

Agrippa.  'Twere  ill  done. 

And  never  done  by  me. 

There  have  been  some 
"Who  carried  to  the  forum  and  there  cast 
The  tags  and  rags  of  mimes,  and  tamisht  spangles 
Bag'd  from  the  duethole  comer  j  gravity 
Becomes  me  better  and  plain  Ejiman  garb 
In  action  and  in  speech ;  no  taunt  is  mine. 

Antony.  What  then  demands  the  vanquisher  ? 

Agrippa.  I  come 

To  aek  a  favour,  aak  a  gift,  of  thee. 
Give  me  thy  children. 

Antony.  To  adopt  ? 

Agrippa.  '  To  save : 

They  may  have  enemies ;  they  shall  have  &iends 
If  thou  aocedeet  to  my  last  request : 
Lose  we  no  time ;  we  shall  be  soon  at  Bome. 

Antony.  Yentidlus  may  prevent  it. 

Agrippa.  He  hath  serv'd  thee 

Faithfully,  and  is  steady  to  thy  cause  ; 
The  sea  is  closed  to  him,  the  river  closed. 
Wide  as  the  desert  is,  it  is  not  open, 
And  half  his  army,  more  than  half,  is  oars. 
'   Antony.  But  mam'  yet  are  left  me,  brave  and  true. 

Agrippa.  When  Fortune  hath  deserted  us,  too  late 
Comes  Valour,  standing  us  in  little  atead. 
They  who  would  die  for  us  are  just  the  men 
We  should  not  push  on  death  or  throw  away. 
VOL.  vu.  c  c 
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Antony.  Too  true  !  Octaviiia  with  his  golden  ^and 
Hath  r^cht  from  for  aome  who  defied  hie  sword. 
How  little  fire  within  warps  loosen'd  staves 
Together,  for  the  hoop  to  iiold  them  tight ! 
I  hare  too  long  stood  oalancing  the  world 
Not  to  know  well  its  weight ;  of  that  fmil  crust 
Friends  are  the  ligh^^Bt  atoms. 

Agrippa.  Xot  so  all. 

AnUmjf.  I  thought  of  Dolabella  and  the  rest. 
YentidiuB  and  Agrippa,  these  are  men 
Somulus  might  have  wrestled  with  nor  thrown. 
I  have  proved  both. 

Agrippa.  One  thou  ehalt  prove  again, 

In  guise  more  friendly  than  when  last  we  met. 

Antony.  To  me  well  spoken  hast  thou  for  Yentidius, 
Speak  for  him  in  that  manner  to  another. 
Tell  him  that  he  has  done  against  the  Parthian 
What  Julius  mi^t,  perhaps  might  not,  have  done. 
Triumph  must  follow.     I  snail  never  see  it, 
Nor  shall  I  see,  nor  shslt  thou  either,  one 
On  which  cold-eyee,  dim  even  in  youth  to  beauty. 
Look  forward. 

Are  there  not  kings  left  enow 
To  drag,  by  brace  or  leash,  and  back  to  back. 
Along  the  Saered  Way  f 

Tile  wretch  !  his  steeds 
Shall  never  at  the  cries  of  Cleopatra 
Pranoe  up  against  their  trappings  stifi  with  gold. 
Agrippa.  Sad  were  the  sight. 

Antony.  Too  far  hath  Dolabella 

Prevail'd  with  her. 

Agrippa.  Hath  DolabeUa  come 

Within  these  walls  ? 

Axtony.  Hast  thon  not  seen  him  then 

Leave  thent  within  the  hour? 

Agrippa.  Indeed  not  I. 

My  station  is  the  harbour  where  the  ships 
Are  riding,  his  hea  nearer  to  the  town. 
Thou  musest,  Antony ! 

AnUmy,  And  well  may  muse. 

He  was  my  friend  . .  m  be.    Away  with  doubt ! 

Agrippa.  He  was  the  friend  of  TuUius,  friend  of  Brutus, 
Friend  too  of  Lepidus,  akin  to  eaoh. 
And  yet  betraid  he  them. 

Give  me  the  boj-s  ; 
With  me  they  enter  Borne. 
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Antoitji.  Take,  take  them ;  botfa  ? 

Yes ;  hoih  an  safer,  both  are  happier  so. 
I  love  them ;  but  I  might  have  lored  them  more ; 
Now  la  too  late. 

Take  them ;  be  kind  to  them  .  . 
Nay,  look  not  back.     Tears  scorch  the  father'e  eyes, 
Tho  Boman  should  extingmsh  them  .  .  and  shall. 
Farerell!  farewell! 

But  turn  thy  face  aside  .  . 
Ko  .  .  one  word  moi«. 

Agrifpa.  Thy  gladness  ji^laddens  me, 

Bunting  so  suddenly.    ^Hiat  happy  change ! 

Anttmy.  Thou  hast  a  little  daughter,  my  old  friend, 
And  I  two  little  sons  .  .  I  had  at  least .  . 
Give  her  the  better  and  the  braver  one, 
When  by  thy  care  he  comes  to  riper  age. 

Agrippa.  0  Antony  !  the  changes  of  our  earth 
Axe  suddener  and  oneaer  than  the  moonX 
On  hers  we  calculate,  not  so  on  ours, 
But  leave  them  in  the  hands  of  wilful  Gods, 
Inflexible,  yet  sometimes  not  malign. 

Antony.  They  have  done  much  for  me,  nor  shall  reproath 
Agunst  them  pass  my  lips  :  I  might  have  askt, 
But  never  thought  of  asking,  what  desert 
Was  mine  for  half  the  blessings  they  bestow'd. 
I  will  not  queatioii  them  why  Siey  liave  cast 
My  greatnees  and  my  happiness  bo  low  ; 
They  have  not  taken  from  me  their  best  gift, 
A  heart  for  ever  open  to  my  friends : 
It  will  be  cold  ere  long,  and  one  will  grieve. 


SCENE  THE  EIGHTH. 
OcTAviuB,  Aqriffa,  Cssabioh,  Hbcsnas. 


Oetavim.  What  said  that  obstinate  and  proud  old  thief  ? 
>uldst  thou  not  draw  h 
Agr^pa.  I  tried  not. 


d  proui 
Couldst  thou  not  draw  him  from  his  den,  Agrippa  ? 

Nor  perhaps  desired. 


Oetaviut. 

Agr^pa.  'Tia  true, 

I  entered  not  by  st«alth,  and  broke  no  confidence ; 
Tatius,  who  knew  end  onoe  fought  under  me  . . 

Oetamm.  And  would  not  he  who  knows  thy  power,  and  who 
Admitted  thee  within  the  royal  hold, 
Do  more  ? 

Agrippa.  Not  even  this  would  he  have  done 
cc  2 


.y  Google 


WORKS  OF  LANDOR.  [D1AI.OGDE8 

For  any  other,  nor  for  me  withont 
FennisBion  from  hia  general;  this  obtain' d, 
I  enter*  d. 

Oclavivi.  His  audacity,  no  doubt. 
Abated  with  hie  fortunes,  and  he  droopt 
Aa  droope  a  lotus  when  the  water  fails. 

Agrippa.  Neither  in  life  nor  death  will  that  man  droop ; 
He  holds  down  Fortune,  stiU  too  strong  for  her. 

Octacittt.  We  must  then  starve  him  out,  or  alay  his  sons, 
Before  his  eyes. 

Agrippa.  Thus  nothing  will  remain 

For  him  to  fear,  and  every  honest  sword 
Will  skulk  within  its  scabbard  for  mere  ehome. 
This  may  not  be  the  worst  .  .  when  brave  men  fall 
•  By  treatjliery,  men  like  them  avenge  the  blow  j 
AntoniuB  did  it  .  .  was  Antonius  blamed  f 

Octaviua.  But  who  will  answer  for  our  own  dear  lives 
If  these  boys  live  ? 

Agrippa.  I  will .  .  the  boys  are  mine. 

Octavitu.  Ceesarion  is  secure. 

Agrippa.  I  do  rejoice 

At  this. 

Odaviut.  I  wonder  he  hath  not  anived. 

Agrippa.  Bescued  from  Egypt  is  the  Boman  lad  ? 
I  long  to  see  him. 

Octariut.  Wait  then,  and  thou  shalt. 

Agrippa.  Women  and  eunuchs  and  Greek  parasites 
Educate  ill  those  who  may  one  day  rule. 

Octavitu.  True,  very  true  .  .  we  will  bear  this  in  mind. 

Agrippa.  Ho  must  learn  better  soon. 

Oelatiu».  Be  sure  he  shall. 

Agrippa.  What  are  those  sistrums  and  those  tamborines 
That  trifle  with  the  trumpet  and  intrude  ? 

Oetaviu*.  The  very  things  thou  wouldst  provide  agsinst. 

Heigh  !  who  commanded  such  obstreperous  shouts  ? 

Agrippa.  The  man  who  gave  us  Bgypt,  sir,  and  thee. 
The  sound  bursts  louder  from  his  hoUow  tomb : 
Buch  are  the  honours  which  attend  his  child. 

Octavius.  Hark !  die  arms  strike  the  ground  ! 

Agrippa.  Soldiers,  well  done  t 

Already  do  they  know  whom  they  salute. 

Cawrion.  Hail!  hail!' my  cousin! 

Let  me  kiss  that  hand 
So  soft  and  white.    Why  hold  it  back  from  mo  f 
1  am  your  cousin,  boy  C^sarion. 

Oetmiut.  ■\Vho  taught  you  all  this  courtesy  ? 
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Cmarutn.  My  heart. 

Beside,  raj  mother  bade  me  wish  jou  joy. 

Octatitu.  I  would  myself  receive  it  from  her. 

Catarion.  Come, 

Come  then  with  me ;  none  see  her  and  are  sad. 

Oclaviut.  Then  she  hereelf  is  not  so  ? 

CatartM.  Not  a  irhit, 

Grave  as  she  looks,  but  should  be  merrier  still. 

Oetavivt.  See  may  expect  all  bounty  at  our  hands. 

C<Marion.  Bounty !  she  wanta  no  bounty. 

Look  around ; 
Those  palaces,  those  temples,  and  their  gods 
And  myriad  priests  within  them,  all  aj«  hers  ; 
And  people  bring  her  ships,  and  gems,  and  gold. 

0  cousin !  do  jou  know  what  eome  men  say,  , 

{If  they  do  say  it)  that  your  sails  ere  long 
Will  waft  all  these  away  ? 

I  wish  'twere  true 
"What  else  they  talk. 

Oetariui.  What  is  it? 

Catarion.  That  you  come 

To  carry  ofiF  her  also. 

She  is  grown 
Paler,  and  I  have  seen  her  bite  her  lip 
At  hearing  this.     Ha  \  well  I  know  my  mother ; 
She  thinks  it  may  look  redder  for  the  bite. 

But  will  you  really  carry  us  to  Rome 
In  triumph  ?  thro'  liie  streets,  and  up  the  hill, 
And  over  arches  .  .  foolish  folks  say  under  .  . 
With  flowers  all  round  them  ?     0  !  what  joy  to  see 
The  people  that  once  loved  my  father  so ! 

Oeianue.  We  will  do  all  that  may  oblige  the  queen. 

Catorion.  And  yet  she  shudders  at  the  very  thought 
Of  those  fresh  honours  which  delight  my  heart. 
-    (htaviw.  For  her,  <»  for  yourself  ? 

CieMrion.  We  boys,  you  know, 

Think  of  oursdves  the  first ;  and  yet,  and  yet. 
If  my  sweet  mother  is  averse  to  change, 
And  weary  of  it,  I  would  pass  my  days 
With  her  ;  yes,  even  in  that  lonely  tower 
(AVhich  to  my  eyes  looks  like  a  sepulchre) 
Whence  she  protests  the  Gods  alone  shall  take  her. 

Oetaviwi  {to  a  Guard).  See  due  attention  paid  this  royal  guest. 

Catarion.  Unwillingly  I  part  from  one  so  kind. 

Oclaviun  {io  Aobiffa).  Agrippa,  didst  thou  mark  that  comely 
boy? 
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Agri^a.  I  did  indeed. 

Oelaviut.  There  is  methinks  in  him 

A  somewhat  not  unlike  our  common  fiiend. 

Agrippa,  Unlike  J     There  never  was  such  similar 
Expression.     I  remember  Caiue  Julius 
In  youth,  altho'  my  elder  by  some  years  ; 
Well  I  reEpember  that  high-vaulted  brow, 
Those  eyes  of  eagle  under  it,  those  lips 
At  which  the  senate  and  the  people  stood 
Expectant  for  their  portals  to  unclose ; 
Then  speech,  not  womanly  but  manly  sweet, 
Csme  from  ijiem,  and  ehed  pleasure  as  the  mom 
8heda  light. 

Oetaviu*.     The  boy  has  too  much  confidence. 

Agrippa.  Not  for  his  prototype,     "When  ho  threw  back 
That  hair  in  hue  like  cuuiamon,  I  thought 
I  saw  great  Julius  tossing  his,  and  warn 
The  pirates  he  would  give  them  their  deeert. 

My  boy,  thou  gayest  at  those  arms  hung  round. 

CWorion.  I  am  not  strong  enough  for  sword  and  shield. 
Nor  even  so  old  as  my  sweet  mother  was 
When  I  first  rioted  upon  her  knee 
And  seiz'd  whatever  sparkled  in  her  hair. 
Ah  !  you  had  been  delighted  had  you  seen 
The  pranks  she  pardon'd  me.     What  geutlenees ! 
What  playfulness! 

Oetaeiu*.  Go  now,  Ciesarion. 

Catarion.  And  had  you  ever  seen  my  father  too  ! 
He  was  as  fond  of  her  as  she  of  me, 
And  often  bent  bis  thoughtful  brow  o'er  mine 
To  kiss  what  she  had  kist,  then  held  me  out 
To  show  how  he  could  manage  the  refractoqr, 
Then  one  long  smile,  one  pressure  to  the  breast. 

Oetaviv*.  How  tedious  mat  boy  grows ! 

Lead  him  away, 
Aufidius! 

There  is  mischief  in  his  mind. 
He  looks  BO  guileless. 

Agrippa.  He  has  lived  apart 

From  evil  couneellots,  with  grey-haird  men 
Averse  to  strife,  and  maidens  of  the  queen. 

Oelaviut.  This  makes  me  think  .  . 

We  will  another  time 
Consider  what  is  best. 

Here  comes  Metwnas. 
{To  MEK*ifA8.)  CilniuB  !  you  met  upon  tho  stoira  that  boy  ? 
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Mectenai.  I  did. 

OeUtpitu.  What  think  j^u  of  him  ? 

Meeanat.  At  one  glance 

Twere  raehneea  to  decide. 

Oetaciut.  Serans  he  not  proud? 

MeeteitM.  He  Bmiled,  and  past  me  by. 

Octanitu.  What  inaolenoe !  quite  insupportable  T 

Meemtat.  Perhaps  he  knew  me  not ;  and,  if  he  knew  me, 
I  have  no  claim  on  affability 
From  CiBsar'B  enemies. 

Agrippa  {to  himulf).     By  Jore  !  the  man 
At  firet  eo  cahu  begins  at  laat  to  chafe. 
0,  the  vain  Tuscan  of  protuberant  puree  ! 

Oeiaviut.  What  said  Agrippa  ? 

Affr^jpa.  That  our  friend  here  chafes, 

Altho'  tlie  mildest  of  all  mortal  men. 

Oetwsiut.  Excepting  one ;  one  whom  no  wrongs  can  ruffle. 

I  must  give  orders  for  some  small  affairs, 
And  will  rejoin  you  soon. 

Agrippa.  My  gentle  Cilniua ! 

Do  save  this  lad !     Octavius  is  so  calm, 
I  doubt  he  hath  some  evil  in  his  breast 
Against  the  only  scion  of  the  house, 
The  orphan  child  of  Julius. 

Mtamae.  Think,  Agrippa, 

If  thero  be  safely  where  such  scion  is. 
Safety  for  you  and  me. 

Agrippa.  The  mother  must 

Adorn  the  triumph,  but  that  boy  would  push 
Kome,  universal  Home,  against  the  steeoa 
That  should  in  ignominy  bear  along 
The  image  of  her  Julius.     Think  ;  when  Antony 
Bhow'd  but  his  vesture,  sprang  there  not  tears,  swords, 
Curses  ?  and  swept  they  not  before  them  all 
"Who  shared  the  parricide  ?    If  such  result 
Sprang  from  torn  garment,  what  must  from  the  sight 
Of  that  fresh  image  which  calls  back  again 
The  latest  of  the  Gods,  and  not  the  least. 
Who  nurtured  every  child  within  those  walls, 
And  emptied  into  every  mother's  lap 
Africa,  Sicily,  Sardinia,  Oaul, 
And  this  inheritance  of  mighty  kings. 
No  such  disgrace  must  fall  on  Ctesar's  son. 
8{)are  but  the  boy,  and  we  are  friends  for  ever. 

Meeanat.  Friends  are  we,  but  Octavius  is  our  master. 

Agrippa.  Let  him  brush  kings  away  and  blow  off  queens. 
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But  there  are  Bome  of  ub  irlio  never  struck 
At  bojB,  nor  trampled  on  a  proetrate  head  ; 
Bome  of  ue  are  there  too  who  iain  would  see 
Borne  better  than  they  left  her,  with  high  blood 
Bounding  along  her  veins ;  enough  hath  flowed. 

Mee<ena».  Here  comes  Octavius.     We  attend  his  will, 
OctiKiut.  Enough  that  I  know  joutb,  fay  truest  friends  ! 
I  look  into  yonr  hearts  and  find  my  own. 
Thy  wishes,  0  Agrippa,  I  divine. 
Antony  was  thy  comrade  in  the  wars 
Of  JuUuB  ;  Fulvia  waa  thy  enemy 
And  mine :  her  children  to  the  Infernal  Gods 
Devote  I,  hut  the  bom  of  Cleopatra 
Thou  shalt  have  saved :  Cesanon  shall  rest  here. 


SCENE  THE  NINTH. 
DoiiASEU^.    Cgsasiok.    Scofas. 
Lolabella.  Where  hast  thou  put  CEeearion  ? 
Scopat.  Nigh  at  hand. 

Dolahtlia.  What  is  he  doing? 

Scopas.  Just  what  lads  like  most ; 

Munching  a  wat«r-melon. 

There  is  good, 
At  least  good-nature,  in  that  simple  soul. 
While  most  were  sleeping  in  the  night  of  noon 
I  brought  him  hither.    Thirsty  were  we  both, 
And  wme  I  offer'd  him  :  he  pusht  it  by 
And  said,  "  I  drink  no  wine ;  bring  water-melons." 
I  brought  him  one :  he  cut  it  fairly  thro', 
And  gave  me  half  before  he  toucht  the  other, 
Saying,  "  but  keep  the  seeds,  the  round  and  black, 
That  I  may  plant  them,  when  we  get  to  Bome, 
With  my  own  hands  in  garden  all  my  own." 
DolaheUa.  Poor  innocent ! 

Scopas.  I  could  not  help  but  smile. 

Ihlahella.  For  once  I  envy  thee. 

But  call  him  in. 
Seopat.  Hoi  youngster!  here! 

Casarim.  What  means  that  loud  rude  speech  ? 

This  npTi  seems  civiler ;  I  may  converse 
With  him,  but  never  more,  thou  churl,  with  thoe. 

Dolahlla.  I  would,  my  fair  young  friend,  his  voice  less  roiif,'h, 
But  honest  Bomans  ate  somotimes  abrupt. 
Scopas  b  sorry. 
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Catarum.  Honest !  Bony  too ! 

I  then  vas  wronff,  and  am  more  voxt  than  he. 

Seopai.  Boy !  I  could  wish  I  never  saw  thy  face 
Nor  heard  thy  tongue. 

Cmarion.  What  can  he  mean  ? 

DoldbeUa  He  feels 

The  oSance  he  gare. 

CoMTum.  Good  man,  be  comforted, 

And  let  my  hand  stone  for  face  and  tongue. 

Seopai  {to  Dolabelia).  That  emile  disanuB  me. 

Dolab^ia.  My  aweet  prince,  oLsen-o 

How  he  repemts. 

I  have  some  words  to  speak 
In  private  to  him :  but  I  first  would  hear 
How  fare  your  little  brothers. 

Catarion.  They  are  gone, 

Both  gone ;  two  maidens  carried  them  away 
Before  a  noble-lookdng  man  they  call 
Agrippa. 

Dotabfila.  Gone  ?  say  you  ?  and  with  A^^ppa  ? 
0  that  I  oould  have  seen  them  ere  they  went ! 

CMorion.  No  matter ;  I  will  tell  you  all  about  them. 
It  is  not  much,  if  you  desire  to  know. 
One  can  not  t^,  the  other  talks  all  day, 
One  smiles  at  me,  the  other  pulls  my  hair, 
But  he  smiles  too,  and  then  runs  off  as  fleet 
As  my  gazelle,  yet  easier  to  be  caught. 
Tou  nave  heard  all,  and  now  will  I  return 
And  leave  you,  as  you  wish  :  I  know  my  way. 

DolahtUa.  The  duty  must  be  done ;  'tis  Cfesar's  will. 

Bcopat.  Then  done  it  shall  be. 

DolabtUa.  Take  this  token  :  here ; 

Take  this  too ;  ninety  golden  of  like  weight 
Lie  in  the  leather. 

Seopat.  Thanks ;  the  deed  is  done. 

[.J&B*.]     What  do  these  letters,  bright  and  sharp,  denote  ? 
Cager  vietaior ;  and  what  else  beneath  ? 
JPtrpetuo. 

Gh>dB  abore !    Perpetno  too ! 
ABhes  may  be  perpetual :  nothing  more 
Bemains  of  our  dictator.    Take  ue  nm. 
Empty  it,  weigh  its  inwards :  poise  the  two. 
This  inch-broad  coin  with  it ;  and  what  I  toss 
On  my  forefinger,  ia  the  solider. 

I  miiHt  go  in.  ■ 

Camrion.  'Tis  very  kind  in  you 
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To  visit  me  again :  you  bear  no  malice. 
I  know  at  once  who  loves  me. 

Seopat.  And  do  1 7 

Catarum.  One  moment  yee,  one  mommt  do.    My  liandsome 
And  gentle  cousin  does  not  love  me  quite ; 
I  wiw  he  did,  I  want  bo  to  love  Aim. 
How  cool  and  quiet  ie  this  small  dim  room ! 
It  wants  no  cushion :  I  begin  to  think 
The  hard  stone-seat  refreshes  more  the  limbs. 
Will  you  not  try  ? 

SeepM.  Not  yet ;  but  presently. 

Gaarion.  My  mother  is  not  here ;  you  need  not  mind. 
People  must  not  sit  down  before  a  queen  ; 
But  before  boys,  whatever  boys  they  ore, 
Men  may,  and  ^ould. 

Oh  !  what  can  I  have  done  ? 
And  did  you  strike  me  ?     Would  you  strike  again  ? 
What  nma  into  my  sandals  horn  my  breast  f 
Oh !  it  begins  to  pain  me  .  .  sadly,  sadly ! 

Seopa*.  By  all  &e  Qods  aoA  Goddesses  above ! 
I  have  no  strength  to  strike  the  boy  again. 

Catarion.  Ofether!  father!  where  is  now  that  faco 
So  gravely  fond  that  bent  o'er  your  Cseearion  t 
And,  mower !  thou  too  gone  !     In  all  this  gloom 
Where  shall  I  find  theef     Stnpas  !  ScopasT  help  ! 

Seopa*.  Away  with  me  !     Where  is  the  door  ?     Against  it 
Stands  he  f  or  follows  he  P     Crazed !     I  am  craved ! 

0  had  but  he  been  furious !  had  he  struck  me ! 
Struggled,  or  striven,  or  lookt  despitof ully ! 
Anything,  anything  but  call  my  name 

So  tenderly.     0  had  that  mild  reproach 
Of  his  been  keener  when  his  sense  return'd. 
Only  to  leave  him  ever-laetingly, 

1  might  not  have  been,  what  I  now  am,  frantic. 
Uptum'd  to  me  those  wandering  orbs,  outspred 
Those  quivering  arms,  falling  the  last  of  him, 
And  stnking  once,  and  only  once,  the  floor, 

It  shook  my  dagger  to  the  very  hilt. 
And  ran  like  lightning  up  into  my  brain. 

SCENB  TB£  TENTH. 
Eeos  and  Antony. 
Anteny.  Eros  !•  I  speak  thee  welcome. 
£roi.  Hful,  our  lord  I 

Antony.  Thou  hast  been  ever  faithfid  to  thy  trust. 
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And  spoken  freely,  but  deooroasly. 

On  what  oonoera'd  the  hous^old  and  the  state. 

Mj  gloty  ia  gone  down,  and  life  U  cold 

"U  Hhout  it.     I  have  known  two  honest  men 

Among  the  senators  and  consulais  .  . 

Drvt.  None  among  humbler  ? 

Antony.  By  the  Powers  above ! 

I  thought  but  of  the  powerful,  men  of  birth. 

EriM.  All  men  are  that.    Some  sink  below  their  cradle, 
Othere  riae  higher  than  parental  roof, 
And  want  no  sceptre  to  support  their  steps. 

Antony.  Such  there  may  be  whom  we  nave  all  paat  by. 

.£hw.  Men  cast  long  shadows  when  their  life  declines, 
Which  we  cross  over  without  noticing ;. 
We  met  them  in  the  street  and  gave  not  way. 
When  they  were  gone  we  lifted  up  both  hands. 
And  said  to  neighbours  TTieie  teen  men  indeed  ! 

Antony.  Beflectione  such  aa  thine  had  wearied  me 
Erewhile,  and  from  another  even  now ; 
But  what  is  that  thou  bringest  me  wrapt  up. 
Tardy  in  offering  it  as  womi  too  little  ? 

Erot.  I  bring  a  rul^  and  a  hollow  ring 
Whereon  it  fitted. 

Antony.  Oods  of  Home  !  at  last 

Ye  make  me  grateful.    Thanks,  and  tbanka  alone, 
Have  I  to  give,  and  one  small  sacrifice ; 
I  vow  it  you  before  this  hour  is  past. 
My  heart  may  beat  against  its  bars  awhile, 
But  shall  not  leave  me  yet. 

Go,  Eroe,  go, 
I  must  lie  down  and  rest,  feeble  and  faint. 
But  come  back  presently. 

.&oe  (aJUr  tome  ab»ene»).    How  fares  our  lord  ? 

Antony.  Recovered,  sound  again,  more  sound  thqn  ever* 

Erot.  And  yet  our  lord  looks  more  like  other  men. 

Antony  {tmtliny).  We  can  not  always  swagger,  always  act 
A  character  the  wiee  will  never  learn : 
When  Night  goea  down,  and  the  young  Day  reaumes 
His  pointed  shafts,  and  chill  air  I^eathes  around, 
Then  we  put  on  our  own  habiliments 
And  leave  the  duaty  atage  we  proudly  trod. 
I  have  been  sitting  longer  at  life's  feast 
Than  does  me  good  ;  I  will  arise  and  go. 
Philosophy  would  flatten  her  thin  palm 
Outspred  iipon'my  sleeve  ;  away  with  her  ! 
Cuif  off,  cuS  out,  that  chattering  toothless  jade! 


.y  Google 


•  WORKS  OF  LANDOR.  [Dial 

The  brain  ahe  puzzles,  and  nhe  blunts  the  sword  : 
Even  she  knows  bettor  words  than  that  word  Urn. 
Cold  Cato,  colder  Brutus,  guide  not  me ; 
No,  nor  brave  CassiuB. 

Thou  haat  brottght  me  balm. 

£hw.  Out  lord  may  have  eome  meeaoge  for  the  giver, 
Which  will  console  her. 

Antony.  She  expected  none : 

I  did ;  and  it  is  come. 

Say,  loobt  she  pale  ? 
Spake  she  no  word  ? 

£!rog.  Alas,  most  noble  air, 

She  wonld  not  see  me.     Oharmian  said  her  faoe 
"Was  indeed  pale,  yet  grew  less  pale  than  usual 
After  she  gave  the  ring,  and  then  she  spake 
Amid  some  Bie^hs  (some  spasms  too  interposed) 
More  cheerfuUy,  and  said  she  fain  would  sleep. 

AnlofM/.  The  fondest  heart,  the  truest,  beats  no  more. 
She  listened  to  me,  ahe  hath  answered  me, 
She  wanted  no  entreaty,  she  obeyed. 
She  now  commands :  but  no  command  want  L 
Queen  of  my  soul !  I  follow  in  thy  train, 
Thine  is  the  triumph. 

Eros,  up !  rejoice ! 
Tears,  man !  do  tears  become  us  at  this  hour? 
I  never  had  too  many  ;  thou  hast  seen 
(If  thou  didst  see)  the  last  of  them. 

My  sword ! 
I  will  march  out  becomingly. 

Sro*.  0  sir ! 

Enemies  watch  all  round,  and  famine  waits 
Within. 

Antony.       Thou  knowest  not  the  prudent  eons 
Of  Egypt ;  com  and  wine  have  been  supplied 
Enough  for  many  years,  piled  underground. 
Tho'  stiffened  by  the  sludge  of  barbarism. 
Or  indolent  and  overgorged  at  home, 
Briton  or  German  would  tat©  heed  that  none 
Who  fought  for  him  should  perish  for  the  lack 
Of  sustenance  :  the  timid  bird  herself 
Will  hover  round  and  round  imtit  she  bring 
The  grain  cried  out  for  in  the  helpless  nest.  , 
Give  me  my  sword !     Is  the  point  sharp  ? 

Ero».  In  vain 

To  tnist  it  now ! 

AHlony.  Crane,  bring  if  ;  let  me  try  it. 
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Ent.  0  heavens  and  earth  !     Help !  help !  no  help  is  nigh, 
No  duty  left  but  one :  less  worthily 

Than  willingly  this  duty  I  perform.  [^Stait  himulf. 

It  pains  not :  for  that  blooa  I  see  no  more. 


SCENE  THE  ELEVENTH. 
OmcEB.    OcTAVitrs.     Mbc-emas.    Gaixus. 

OJhfr.  Kewe !  glorious  news !  news  certain !    Dead  as  Death ! 

Odaviut.  Who  dead  ? 

Officer.  The  master  of  the  horse  to  Julius, 

Master  too,  but  this  morning,  of  this  realm, 
The  great. . 

MgeiatM.  Halt  there !  and  know,  where  Ccesar  is 
There  is  none  great  but  Ctesar ! 

Offieer.  Pardon  !  true  ! 

Oetatitu.  And  nought  about  his  paramour  f 

Officer.  The  queen  ? 

OkaviM.  Tea,  fellow,  yes. 

Offieer,  Surely  our  emperor  knows 

Of  her ;  the  story  now  is  some  days  old. 
The  queen  was  poisoned  by  two  little  worms 
Whii^  people  here  call  aepe,  most  venomous  things, 
Ooil'd  in  a  yellow  fig  around  the  seeds. 
Her  maidens  wail'd  her  loudly ;  men  and  maidens 
Alike  moum'd  over  .  .  I  had  nearly  slipt. 

Oetaeiv*.  Many  have  done  the  same. 

Art  thou  a  Bomau  ? 

Officer.  I  have  the  honour,  sir,  to  be  a  Gaul, 
A  native  of  Massilia,  that  famed  city 
Inhabited  by  heroes,  built  by  Gloda, 
Who  entered  it  a^in  with  CaiuB  Julius. 

Meamat.  And  oidst  thou  see  them  enter  ? 

Officer.  Not  distinctly. 

There  were  a  few  between :  <me  told  it  me 
Who  saw  them  ;  which,  ye  know,  is  just  the  same. 

Oetatiu*.  Retire,  my  brave  !  go  sure  of  a  reward. 
Lucretia  hath  escaped  us  after  iul ! 
But  there  is  wax  in  Egypt,  there  are  Greeks 
Who  model  it,  and  who  can  bear  to  look 
On  queen  or  asp ;  this  model'd  to  the  life. 
The  other  more  like  what  they  work  upon. 
No  trouble  in  thus  carrying  her  to  Borne. 
Gallus  !  thou  lookest  grave :  thou  art  the  man 
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Exactly  to  compose  an  epitaph. 
No  matter  vhich  died  fint :  I  think  the  asps 
Hather  have  had  the  start :  I  may  be  wrong;, 
A  bad  chronologist,  a  trorse  astrologer. 

JCgeanat.  Where  Ceesar  amilea,  aU  others  smile  but  Oallua. 

Oalltu.  Not  even  Ccesar's  smileB  awaken  mine 
When  every  enemy  has  dropt  away, 
And  he  who  made  eo  many  safe,  is  safe. 

MeemtM*.  I  wish  thou  wert  more  joyous. 

Oallui.  Kind  the  wish, 

Ahnost  enough  to  make  me  so. 

MeettnM-  Come!  come! 

I  know  you  poets:  any  wager  now 
Thou  hast  already  forced  the  weeping  Muse 
To  thy  embraces,    Tell  us  honestly ; 
Hast  thou  not  tum'd  the  egg  upon  the  neat 
Keady  for  hatching  f 

Ociariu*.  Guilty;  look  at  him, 

He  blushes,  blushes  from  cheekbone  to  beard. 
Now,  Oallus,  for  the  epitaph. 

Mectmat.  Eedte  it, 

6aVu».  Epitaphs  are  but  cold  and  chiserd  words. 
Or  mostly  false  if  warmer :  quito  unfit 
Are  mine  for  marble  or  for  memory. 
I  thought  of  her  .  .  another  would  have  said 
He  wept:  I  wept  not,  but  I  know  I  sigh'd. 

Mectme*.  And  wrote  ?    For  poet  is  half  sigh  half  flame : 
Bigh  out  thy  sigh. 

GoUm*.  Would  Cfesar  hear  it  ? 

Oetavim.  Yea. 

Galim.  I  have  not  ventured  to  pronounce  the  name 
Of  her  I  meditated  on. 

Catar.   '  My  friend 

Is  here  judicious  as  in  all  tlungs  else. 

OaUu*.  "  Thou  hast  been  floating  on  the  o'erswollen  stream 

Of  life  these  many  summers  ;  is  thy  last 
Now  over  ?  hast  thou  dreamt  out  every  dream  f 

Hath  horn  funereal  blown  the  pageant  past  f 
CtDsar!  thou  too  must  follow :  all  the  rods 

Of  sternest  lictor  cannot  scare  off  Death  ; 
fiBie  claims  the  earth  for  heritage ;  our  Qods 

Themselves  have  seen  their  children  yield  their  breath." 

Ctuar.  GalluB  !  I  always  thought  thee  a  brave  soldier. 
Never  a  first-rato  poet :  I  am  ri^t. 

Gallm.  Cwcar !  I  never  heard  of  one  who  gain'd 
A  battle  and  a  kingdom  who  was  not. 
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Ctgiar.  If  there  be  anything  on  earth  I  know 
Better  thiui  other  thiu^,  'tis  poetiy. 

Meaemu.  My  sweet  Octavius !  draw  not  under  nose 
The  knuckle  of  forefingeT.     QalluB  aim'd 
A  harmless  arrow :  Love  in  sport  hath  done  it 
Often  and  often. 

OalluB,  seize  hie  hand- 
Now  sing  a  pcean ;  sing  a  prophet's  ;  sing 
^ypt  !  thy  pyramid  of  power  it  elottd. 

GaUn*.  I  woold ;  but  w&nt  the  breath :  I  have  but  strength 
For  eleg7 :  here  is  the  laat  of  mine. 

"  The  mighty  of  the  earth  are  earth, 
A  passing  gleam  the  bright«st  smUe, 
In  golden  beds  have  sorrows  birth, 
^aa !  these  live  the  longer  while." 
Oetaeiut.  Unless  we  haste  to  sapper,  we  shall  soon 
Forfeit  our  appetites.     Come,  my  two  friends ! 


SCENE  THE  TWELFTH. 

OcTATlTTB  and  OCTAVIA. 

Octatitu.  Embrace  me,  sister ;  we  have  won ;  thy  wrongs 
Are  now  avenged. 

Octavia.  Speak  not  of  wrong,  but  right. 

And  bring  Borne  peace  and  happiness  once  more. 
'Tis  kind  in  thee  (but  thou  wert  always  kind) 
To  oome  so  soon  to  greet  me,  while  the  altar 
Is  warm  and  damp  with  incense  for  thy  safety. 

Oetaeiui.  Octana !  I  have  brou^t  tJiee  from  the  Nile 
Two  pretty  little  serpents. 

Odaeia.  Of  all  beasts 

The  serpent  is  the  beast  I  most  abhor. 
Take  them  away. 

Oetaeivs.  I  have  not  brought  them  here. 

Be  not  afraid ;  beside,  they  are  so  young 
They  can  not  bite. 

wtavia.  Bnt  send  them  off. 

Oetavitu.  I  will. 

What  thinkest  thou  are  these  two  reptiles  call'd  f 

Oetaeia.  I  know  not,  nor  can  guess. 

Ociaviut.  Lueiut  and  Marcus, 

The  brood  of  Antony. 

0  Heaven  !  she  faints ! 
Kise,  sister !  let  me  help  thee  up ;  be  sure 
Thej  shall  not  hurt  thee,     (irasp  not  thus  my  wrist. 
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And  shoot  not  up  those  leaden  bolts  at  me, 
For  Bueh  are  thy  stiff  eyea.     I  said,  and  ewear, 
The  little  moneterB  never  shall  hurt  thee. 
I  do  not  like  those  tears  ;  but  better  they 
Than  the  cold  flint  they  fall  from,  and  now  melt. 

Octavia.  Brother,  I  know  thy  purpose.     On  my  knees  .  . 

Octaciut.  Arise  !     There  wants  not  this  to  seal  their  doom. 

Oetavia.  This  is  my  fault,  not  theirs,  if  fault  there  be. 

Oeiavitu.  I  want,  and  I  will  have,  security. 

Oetavia.  What  is  there  now  on  earth  to  apprehend? 

Oetaeitu.  I  dread  lest  he  who  guards  them  should  adopt. 

Oetavia.  Let  him !  0  let  him !  if  an  honest  man. 
Frown  not,  debate  not,  struggle  not  against 
Thy  better  GeniuB ;  argue  with  him  thus, 
"  Oetaciui  !  has  thfre  not  baen  blood  enough 
Without  the  hlood  Bfehildrm  >"' 

Octamtu.  Is  my  safety 

Not  dear  to  thee  F 

Oetavia.  Thy  glory,  thy  content. 

Are  .  .  no,  not  dearer,  but  almost  as  dear. 
Hast  thou  not  sufEer'd  pangs  at  every  head 
That  feU  ? 

Oetaeiut.     They  fell  that  mine  might  not. 

Oetavia.  But  children 

Strike  not  so  high. 

Octaeiiu.  Are  children  always  children  ? 

Oetavia.  0  brother !  brother !  are  men  always  men  ? 
They  are  full-grown  then  only  when  grown  up 
Above  their  fears.     Power  never  yet  stood  safe; 
Compass  it  round  with  friends  and  kindneeses, 
And  not  with  moats  of  blood.     £emember  Thebes  : 
The  towers  of  Cadmus  toppled,  split  asunder, 
Crasht :  in  the  shadow  of  her  oleanders 
The  pure  and  placid  Diree  still  flows  by. 
What  Bliattep*Q  to  its  base  but  cruelty, 
(Mother  of  crimes,  all  lesser  tlian  herself) 
The  house  of  Agamemnon  king  of  kings  f 

Oclaviiu.  Thou  art  not  yet,  Oetavia,  an  old  woman ; 
Tell  not,  I  do  beseech  thee,  such  old  tales. 

Oetavia.  Hear  later ;  hear  what  our  own  parents  saw. 
Where  lies  the  seed  of  Sulla  f    Could  the  walls 
Of  his  Frteneste  shelter  the  yoimg  Marius, 
Or  subterranean  passages  provide 
Escape  ?  he  Btumbled  through  the  gore  his  father 
Had  left  in  swamps  on  our  Italian  plains. 
"We  have  been  taught  these  histories  together, 
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Neither  nntme  nor  profitless ;  few  years 
Have  since  gone  by,  can  memory  too  have  gone  ? 
Ay,  smile,  Octavius  !  only  let  the  emile 
Be  somevhat  less  disdainful. 

Octaviiu.  'Tib  nnwise 

To  plant  thy  foot  where  Fortune's  wheel  runs  on. 

Oetaeia.  I  lack  not  wisdom  utter^ ;  my  soul 
Assures  me  wisdom  is  humanity. 
And  they  who  want  it,  wise  aa  they  may  seem. 
And  ooo^dent  in  their  own  sight  and  strength, 
Keach  not  the  scope  they  aim  at. 

"Worst  of  war 
Is  war  of  passion  ;  beet  of  peace  is  peace 
Of  '"'"'^1  reposing  on  the  watehful  care 
Daily  and  mghtly  of  the  household  Gods. 
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DEATH  OF  BLAKE. 


Slat*.    The  pillow  ia  too  soft ;  my  head  einba  in ; 
KaiBO  me  up  higher  ;  that  will  do,  my  meu  ! 
But  where  is  England  ?     Are  they  cliffs  or  clouds 
That  rise  before  me. 

Captain.  There  are  both,  eir,  both 

Ahead  of  us.     But  you  without  your  glaas 
See  better  than  the  rest  of  us. 

Bkit.  How  BO  ? 

I  could  not  read  my  Bible  in  the  sun. 
Not  see  the  porpoisee  that  played  below 
But  yeeterday.    My  sight  grows  worse  and  worse  .  . 
My  hearing  too  .  .  I  catch  your  words  by  halves  .  . 
I  cannot  hear  the  water.    Do  we  move  ? 

Captain.    Ay,  eir,  and  homeward. 

Blai».  My  home  Ilea,  meUiinkn, 

Nearer  than  thine. 

Captain  (atid»).       Ood  help  him  !  he  forgets 
That  we  are  neighbours  in  our  pleasant  vale, 
That  he  has  caught  me  up  and  twicht  my  chin 
When  I  would  run  into  tike  house  for  shame. 

Blalu.    Look  out,  men !    Level  with  the  shrouds,  nay,  lower. 
The  mists  loom  over-head ;  the  diffs  are  dose ; 
Beware ;  mind  each  his  buainese ;  leave  me  here, 
And  say  no  more ;  for  I  am  faint  .  .  at  heart 
Not  very  .  .  yet  there  too. 

O  restless  soul, 
So  soon  to  leave  me  with  my  God  alone. 
Why  sickeneet  thou  ?    He  will  support  my  etepa 
To  His  own  house  and  rest  me  vitii  His  own. 

Captain.    General !  He  hears  you ;  He  hath  heard  our  prayer. 

Blak».    I  thought  .  .  but  I  was  wrong  .  .  that  my  command 
Was  LU  all  Itace  me.    Once  none  diaobeyed ; 
Now,  alaa !  now  .  .  0  Bobert  Blake !  thy  voice 
Ib  weak  indeed ;  it  was  not  so,  time  past. 
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(Ug>tam.    Sir !  th«  most  duteous  is  the  only  one 
Who  here  hath  disobeyed.    Forgive  this  fault, 
The  first  in  Edward  Hardy  you  have  blamed. 

Blake.    I  dare  not  blame  it.     How  much  greater  faults 
Have  I  committed  when  thy  veare  were  mine ! 
Tet  they  vere  all  foi^ven,  ^e  the  Lord 
Would  not  have  raia'd  me  from,  my  low  estate 
To  gtun  His  battles,  with  true  men  like  thee. 
Ah  surely  I  am  haler  than  I  was. 
And  mut^  of  fever  hath  abated  in  me, 
For  I  feel  moisture  on  my  hand  and  cheek. 
What !  groanest  thou  at  this  7    Wouldst  wish  me  dead 
Because  in  battle  'twas  not  mine  to  die  ? 

Captain.    0  sir !  my  tears  have  wetted  you  1  they  may 
Do  mischief! 

Slake.  There  are  tears  that  brave  men  shed 

And  brave  men  only ;  thine  have  done  me  good ; 
Squander  no  more  of  them ;  reserve  the  rest 
For  better  .  .  men  I  would  have  said,  but  men 
Is  not  the  word  .  .  For  woman  .  .  spouse  and  widow. 

Where  are  we  now  ? 

CmtaiM.  The  Lizard  is  in  sight. 

Slake.    Happy,  0  England  !  he  who  meets  thee  safe, 
Uistress  of  nations,  mistreBs  of  thyself  .  . 
Be  this  thy  glory ! 

Caj>t4iin.  No  email  pait  is  yours. 

My  eeneral ! 

Blake.  Hush,  thou  babbler !  without  more 

Aa  bold,  as  self-devoted  .  .  Am  I  proud  ? 
I,  who  should  now  grow  humbler  .  .  without  those 
Nothing  were  done  for  England's  Commonwealth  : 
Long,  long  as  ye  deserve  it,  may  it  last ! 
Edward  !  I  think  no  better  word,  if  any. 
Will  follow.    Lower  my  head.    Thanks ;  thanks ;  good-bye. 

Thus  sank  the  wisest  of  the  godly-brave. 
And  England's  own  high  heart  sank  too  .  .  how  deep ! 
She  saw  his  bones,  yet  moist  with  their  own  clay. 
Amid  the  giggles  of  the  f ouly  fair 
And  smirks  of  prelates  in  like  lawn  arraid, 
A  drunken  king  dig  from  the  grave  and  spurn. 

Britain !  take  up  thy  spear ;  the  mom  is  freoh ; 
A  brood  of  the  same  bea^  is  prowling  round 
In  packs ;  prick  onward ;  let  not  one  escape, 
Growler  or  whiner :  thou  hast  limbs  as  strong 
As  those  who  fought  with  Bloke  and  died  for  thee. 
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OoNB  back,  je  vandering  Uniea,  come  liack  homs, 

Ye  aeam  to  have  forgotten  where  it  Ilea  : 

Come,  let  na  walk  npon  the  ailent  aanda 

Of  SimoU,  where  deep  fbot-marks  ahow  long  atridea ; 

Thenoe  we  m&j  monnt,  perhapa,  to  higher  groniid, 

Where  AphroditS  from  Atbeni  won 

The  golden  apple,  and  from  Herd  too, 

And  bapp7  Area  ahonted  far  below. 

Or  would  ye  rather  chooae  Iha  giMiy  vale 
Where  flows  Anapoa  thio'  anemonee, 
Hyacbthe,  and  narciBausea,  that  bend 
To  ahow  their  riral  beanty  in  the  atramP 

Bring  with  yon  each  her  lyre,  and  each  in  turn 
Temper  a  giaver  with  a  lighter  loiig. 


.y  Google 


HELLENICS, 

coMPuanto 

HEEOIC   IDYLS,   ETC. 


Peipixiko  k  ^re&oa  u  like  keeping  an  Invited  Mend  at  the  hall  door,  inBtead 
of  oonductinf  him  at  once  into  tlie  hoaw.  Little  in  these  pagea  will  gratiCj  the 
gGDSiality  of  readan.  Poetry,  in  oar  dxj,  is  oHeiier  priimatic  than  diaphanoua: 
Uiii  IB  nc^  bo:  ther  who  look  ioto  it  mar  see  thniii^h.  If  thfie  be  anywhere  a 
few  Dnall  ur>bubbltM,  it  jet  leaTse  to  liie  clear  viaion  a  wide  ezpaate  of  varied 
•ceneij. 

THfiASYMEDES  AND  EUNOE. 

Who  vtH  away  to  Athona  with  me  ?  who 

Loves  choral  songs  and  maideus  cavwn'd  with  flowen, 

Unenvious  F  mount  the  pinnace  ;  hoist  the  sail. 

I  promise  ye,  as  many  as  are  here, 

Ye  shall  not,  irhile  ye  tany  with  me,  taste 

From  unrinsed  barrel  the  diluted  wine 

Of  a  low  Tineyard  or  a  plant  ill-pnmed, 

But  such  as  anciently  the  .^i^ean  isles 

Pour'd  in  libation  at  their  solemn  feaata  : 

And  the  same  goblets  shall  ye  g;ia^,  embost 

With  no  vile  figures  of  loose  languid  boors, 

But  mich  as  Qoas  hare  lived  with  and  have  led. 

The  sea  smiles  bright  before  us.     What  white  sail 
I^ys  yonder  ?  what  pursues  it  ?    Like  two  hawhs 
Away  they  fly.     Let  ub  away  in  time 
To  overtake  fiiem.     Ate  they  memtces 
We  hear  ?    And  shall  the  strong  repulse  the  weak, 
Enraged  at  her  defender  ?     Hippias  ! 
Art  thou  the  man  ?    'Twae  Hippias.     He  had  foond 
His  sister  borne  from  the  Cecropiau  port 
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Sy  Thraaymedea.     And  reluctantly  ? 
A^k,  ask  the  maiden ;  I  have  no  reply. 

' '  Brother !  0  brother  Hippiaa !  0,  if  love. 
If  pity,  ever  toucht  thy  breast,  forbear ! 
Stnke  not  the  brave,  the  gentle,  the  beloved, 
My  Thraeyniedea,  with  his  cloak  alone 
Protecting  his  own  Lead  and  mine  from  harm." 
"  Didst  thou  not  once  before,"  cried  Hippiaa, 
Beardless  of  his  sister,  hoarse  with  wrath 
At  ThrasymedeB,  "  didst  not  thou,  doff-eyed. 
Dare,  as  she  waU:t  up  to  the  Parthenon, 
On  the  most  holy  of  all  holy  days. 
In  sight  of  all  the  city,  dare  to  kiss 
Her  maiden  cheek  ?" 

"Ay,  before  all  tho  Qods, 
Ay,  before  Pallas,  before  Artemis, 
Ay,  before  Aphrodite,  before  Her4, 
I  dared ;  and  dare  again.    Arise,  my  spouse ! 
Arise !  and  let  my  lips  quaff  purity 
From  thy  fair  open  brow." 

The  sword  was  up, 
And  yet  he  tdat  her  twioe.     Some  Qad  withheld 
The  arm  of  Hippias ;  his  proud  blood  eeeth'd  slower 
And  smote  his  oreast  less  an&^rily  ;  he  laid 
His  hand  on  the  white  shoulder,  and  spake  thus  : 
"  Ye  must  return  with  me.     A  second  time 
Offended,  wiU  our  aire  Pieistratos 
Pardon  the  affront  ?    Thou  sbouldst  have  askt  thyself 
This  question  ere  the  sail  first  fiapt  the  mast." 
"  Already  thou  hast  taken  life  from  me ; 
Put  up  thy  sword,"  aaid  the  sad  youth,  his  eyes 
^tarUing ;  but  whether  love  or  rage  or  grief 
lliey  sparkled  with,  the  Gods  alone  could  see. 
Pireeeus  they  re-entered,  and  th^  ship 
Drove  up  the  little  waves  (gainst  the  quay. 
Whence  waa  thrown  out  a  rope  from  one  above. 
And  Hippias  caught  it.     From  the  virgin's  waist 
Her  lover  dropt  his  arm,  and  blueht  to  think 
He  had  retain  d  it  there  in  sight  of  rude 
Irreverent  men :  he  led  her  forth,  nor  spake. 
Hippias  walkt  silent  too,  until  they  reaoht 
The  mansion  of  Pieistratos  her  aire. 
Serenely  in  hia  atemneaa  did  the  prince 
Look  on  them  both  awhile :  they  saw  not  hitn, 
For  both  had  cast  their  eyes  upon  the  ground. 
"  Are  these  the  pirates  thou  hast  takes,  son  ?  " 
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Swd  he.     "  Worse,  father !  wone  than  pimtes  they, 
Who  thus  abuse  thv  patience,  thus  sfaiue 
Thy  pardon,  thus  amise  the  holy  ntea 
Twioo  over." 

"  Wdl  hast  thoa  perfonned  thy  duty," 
Firmly  and  giarfAy  said  Fisistratos. 
"  Nothing  then,  raahyoDng'num!  oould  turn  thy  heftit 
From  Eunoe,  my  dau^terf " 

"Nothing,  sir. 
Shall  ever  torn  it.    I  can  die  bat  once 
And  love  but  once.     0  Eunoe  !  farewell ! " 
"  N^,  she  shall  see  what  thou  canst  bear  for  her." 
"  0  father  I  shut  me  in  my  chamber,  shut  me 
In  my  poor  mother's  tomb,  dead  or  alive. 
But  never  let  me  see  what  he  can  bear ; 
I  know  how  much  that  is,  when  borne  ior  me." 
"Notyet:  come  on.     And  las  not  thou  behind, 
Pirate  of  vi^in  and  of  prince^  hearts ! 
Before  the  people  and  before  uie  Qoddees 
Thou  hadst  ennoed  the  madness  of  thy  paouon. 
And  now  wouldst  bear  from  home  aud  plenteouaneas 
To  poverty  and  exile  this  my  child," 
Then  shuddered  Thraaymedee,  and  exdaim'd, 
"I  see  my  crime  ;  I  saw  it  not  before. 
The  daughter  of  Fisistratos  was  bom 
Neither  for  exile  nor  for  pover^. 
Ah !  nor  for  me !"     He  would  have  wept,  but  one 
Might  see  him,  and  weep  worse.     The  prinoe  unmoved 
Strode  on,  and  said,  "  To-morrow  shaU  the  people. 
All  who  beheld  thy  trespasses,  behold 
The  justice  of  Fisistratos,  the  love 
He  bears  bis  daughter,  and  the  reverence 
In  which  he  holds  the  highest  law  of  Ood." 
He  spake  ;  and  on  the  morrow  they  were  one. 


THERON  AND  ZOE. 

£!m.  Changed?  very  tme,  0  Theron,  I  am  changed. 

Th«ron.  It  would  at  least  have  been  as  merdful 
To  hold  a  moment  ba«k  from  me  the  briar 
You  let  recoil  thus  shatply  on  my  breast. 
Not  long  ago,  not  very  long,  you  own'd 
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With  maiden  blushee,  irMch  became  your  broT 
Better  than  oom-flower,  or  that  penmnkle 
Trained  nnrnd  it  by  a  very  careful  hand, 
A  Ions'  while  triuuning'  it  (no  doubt]  and  proud 
Of  nn3n'iig  its  blue  bloesom  lauf^h  at  me. 

Zoe.  I  could  lau^h  too.     What  did  I  own  ?    It  aeems 
(It  was  so  little)  you  have  quite  foreot. 

Thn-on.  That,  since  we  aate  togetner  day  by  day, 
And  walkt  together,  sang  together,  none 
Of  earliest,  gentlest,  fondest,  maiden  friends 
Loved  you  as  formerly.     If  one  remain'd 
Dearer  to  you  than  any  of  the  rest, 
You  oould  not  wish  her  greater  happiness  .  . 

Zot.  Than  what? 

TA-troM.        I  think  you  nerer  oould  have  said  It  .  . 
I  must  have  dreamt  it  .  . 

Zot.  Tell  me  then  your  dream. 

Th»ron.  I  thought  you  said  .  .  nay,  I  will  awear  you  said  . 
More  than  one  heard  it  .  .  that  you  oould  not  wish 
The  nearest  to  your  heart  more  perfect  joy 
Than  Theron'slove. 

Zoe.  Did  IF 

Theron.  The  Godfl  in  heaven 

Are  witnesses,  no  less  than  woodland  Gods, 
That  you  did  say  it.     0  how  changed !  no  word, 
No  look,  for  Theron  now  ! 

Zot.  GirU  often  aay 

More  than  they  mean  :  men  always  do. 

Theron.  By  Pan ! 

Who  pumshes  with  restless  nights  the  false,  ' 
Hurling  the  sleeper  down  the  precipice 
Into  the  roaring  gulph,  or  letting  loose 
Hounds,  wolves,  and  tigers  after  him,  his  legs 
Meanwhile  tied  not  quite  close,  but  just  apait. 
In  withy  bands  .  .  by  bim  I  swear,  my  tongue, 
Zoe  !  can  never  utter  half  my  love. 
Betraot  not  one  fond  word. 

Zoe.  I  must  retract 

The  whole  of  those. 

Theron.  And  leave  me  most  unbleet ! 

Zo*.  I  know  not. 

ThK'on.  Heed  not,  ra^er  say.    F«»eweU. 

Zoe.  FaiewelL    I  will  not  caU  you  bat^  again. 
Go,  Theron !  hatred  soon  will  sear  your  wound. 

Thenm.  Falsehood  I  hate ;  I  can  not  hate  the  false. 

Zoe.  Never  ?    Then  scorn  her. 
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TieroM.  I  can  acorn  myaelf, 

And  will ;  for  oUrne  are  preferr'd  to  me ; 
The  untried  to  the  tried. 

Eoe.  Toa  said  farewell. 

Titnn.  Again  I  say  it. 

Zm.  Now  I  can  believe 

That  you,  repeating  it,  indeed  are  gone. 
Yet  seem  you  stan£ng  where  you  stood  before. 
Hath  Pan  done  this  P    Pan,  who  doth  such  strange  things. 

Theron.  Laugh  me  to  aoom :  derision  I  deserve  : 
But  let  that  smile  .  .  0  let  it  be  less  sweet ! 
Sorrowful  let  me  part,  but  not  insane. 

Zoe.  I  know  some  words  that  charm  insanity 
Before  it  can  take  hold. 

T/ieron.  Speak  them ;  for  now 

Are  they  most  wanted. 

Zot.  I  did  say,  'tis  true. 

If  on  this  solid  earth  friend  dear  enough 
Bemain'd  to  me,  that  Theron  ia  the  youth 
I  would  dedre  to  bless  her. 

Theron.  To  avoid 

My  importunit; ;  to  hear  no  more 
The  broken  woiAb  that  spoilt  our  mntnal  song, 
The  sobs  that  choakt  my  flute,  the  humidity 
(Not  from  the  lip)  that  guided  on  the  stops. 

Zoe.  I  would  avoid  them  all ;  they  troubled  me. 

Theron.  Now  tlien,  farewell 

£oe.  I  will  do  all  the  haim 

I  can  to  any  girl  who  hopes  to  love  you  ; 
Nor  shall  you  have  her. 

Theron.  Tain  and  idle  threat ! 

Zm.  So,  Theron !  you  would  love  then  once  again  9 

Theron.  Never ;  were  love  as  possible  and  easy  .  .  . 

Zoe.  As  what? 

Theron.  As  death. 

Zoe.  0  Theron !  once  indeed 

I  said  the  words  which  then  so  flatter'd  you, 
And  now  bo  pain  yon.    Long  before  my  friends 
Left  me  through  envy  of  your  fondness  for  me, 
No,  not  the  deeieet  of  them  could  I  bear 
To  see  beloved  by  you.    False  worda  I  spake, 
Not  knowing  then  bow  false  they  were. 

I%eroH.  Speak  now 

One  that  shall  drown  them  all. 

&».  Uy  voice  ia  gone. 

Why  did  yon  kiss  me  .  .  if  you  wisht  to  hear  it  ? 
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.aESOHTLOe  AND  SOPHOCLES. 

SophodM.  Thou  goest  than,  and  leaveet  none  behind 
Worthy  to  riTal  thee ! 

.^!iekylo*.  Nay,  say  not  bo. 

Whose  IB  the  hand  thai  now  k  preeaing  mine  ? 
A  hand  I  may  not  ever  preea  again ! 
What  ^orioua  forms  bath  it  brought  boldly  forth 
From  Pluto's  realm !     The  blind  aid  <£dip0B 
Was  led  on  une  aide  by  Antigone, 
Sophodes  propt  the  other. 

Sophotitt.  Sophocles 

Sooth'd  not  Frometheua  chain'd  upon  hia  rock, 
Keeping  the  vulturea  and  the  Oods  away  ; 
Sophocles  is  not  neater  than  the  chief 
Who  conquered  Ilion,  nor  could  he  rerenge 
Hia  murder,  or  atamp  ererloating  brand 
Upon  the  brow  of  that  adulterous  wife. 

.jSmhytot.  Live,  and  do  more. 

Hiine  ia  the  Lemniac  isle, 
And  thou  bast  placed  the  arrows  in  the  hand 
Of  Pbiloctetes,  hast  assuaged  bis  wounds 
And  given  his  aid  without  which  Oreeoe  had  fail'd. 

SephoelM.  I  did  indeed  drive  oS  the  peat  of  flies ; 
We  also  have  our  peet  of  them  which  buz 
About  our  honey,  darken  it,  and  eting ; 
We  laugh  at  them,  for  under  hands  hke  ours, 
Without  the  wing  that  Pbiloctetes  ahook, 
One  single  feather  oruahes  the  whole  swarm. 

I  must  be  grave. 

Hath  Sicily  auch  channe 
Above  our  Athens  ?  Many  charms  hath  she, 
But  she  hath  kingn.    Aociureed  be  the  race ! 

jSiehylo*.  But  where  kings  honour  better  men  than  they 
Let  kings  be  honoured  too. 

llie  laurel  crown 
Surmounts  the  golden ;  wear  it,  and  farewell. 
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DAMJiiTAS  AND  IDA. 

Dailstas  is  a  bo;  as  mde 

Ab  ever  broke  maid's  solitiide. 

He  watcht  the  little  Ida  going 

Where  the  wood-ntspberries  were  growing, 

And,  under  a  pretence  of  fear 

Lest  they  might  ecrateh  her  arms,  drew  near. 

And,  plucking  up  a  e&S  giw  bent. 

The  fruit  (scarce  tonohing  it)  he  sent 

Into  both  bands  :  tlie  form  thej  took 

Of  a  boat's  keel  upon  a  brook ; 

So  not  a  raspbeny  fell  down 

to  splash  her  foot  or  stain  her  gown. 

When  it  was  over,  for  his  pains 

She  let  his  lips  do  off  the  stains 

That  were  upon  two  fingers  ;  he 

At  first  kist  two,  and  then  kist  three. 

And,  to  be  certain  every  stain 

Had  vanisht,  kist  them  o'er  again. 

At  last  the  boy,  quite  shameless,  said 

"  See!  I  have  taken  oat  the  red '. 

Now  where  there's  redder  richer  fruit 

Fray,  my  sweet  Ida,  let  me  do  't." 

"  Audadoos  creature ! "  she  cried  out, 

"  What  in  the  world  are  you  about  ?  " 

He  had  not  taken  off  the  red 

All  over ;  on  both  cheeks  'twas  spred  ; 

And  the  two  lips  that  should  be  white 

Witiii  fear,  if  not  with  fear,  with  spite 

At  such  ill  usage,  never  nhow'd 

Kore  comely,  or  more  deeply  glow'd. 

DamEetas  fancied  he  could  move 

The  girl  to  listen  to  his  lore : 

Not  he  indeed. 

i^Mtftef.  For  pity's  sake ! 

Ida.  Oro  ;  never  au^e  come  nigh  this  brake. 

'DmHotat,  Must  I,  why  mnst  I,  press  in  vain  ? 

Ida.  Because  I  hate  yon. 

Damataa.  Think  again, 

Think  better  of  it,  cruel  maid ! 

Ida.  Well  then  .  .  because  I  am  afraid. 

Damataa.  Look  round  us  :  nobody  is  near. 

Ida.  All  the  more  reason  for  my  fear. 

Zhmata*.  Hatred  is  overcome  by  you, 
And  Fear  can  be  no  match  for  two. 
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HYPEEBION. 


Htfebbioit  waa  among  the  diosea  few 

Of  Fh<ebu8 ;  and  men  lionoured  him  awhile, 

Honauring  in  him  the  God.     But  others  aang 

Afl  loudly ;  and  the  hoja  as  loudly  oheer'd. 

Hyperbion  (more  than  bard  should  be)  was  wroth, 

And  thus  he  apake  to  Phoebus  :  "  Heareet  thou, 

0  Phcebus  !  the  rude  rabble  from  the  field, 

Who  swear  that  they  have  known  thee  ever  since 

Thou  f eddeet  for  Admetos  hie  white  bull  ?  " 

"  I  hear  them,"  said  the  God.     "  Seize  thou  the  first 

And  haul  him  up  above  the  heads  of  men, 

And  thou  shalt  hear  them  ehout  for  thee  aa  pleaa'd." 

Headstrong  and  proud  Hyperbion  was  :  the  crown 

Of  laurel  on  it  badly  coora  his  brow : 

So,  when  he  heard  them  singing  at  his  gate, 

While  some  with  flints  cut  there  the  rival's  name, 

Buahing  he  seiz'd  the  songster  at  their  head : 

The  sonj^ster  Hckt  and  struggled  hard ;  in  vain. 

Hyperbion  claept  him  round  with  arm  robust, 

And  with  the  left  a  hempen  rope  uncoil'd, 

Whereon  already  was  a  nooee :  it  held 

The  calf  until  the  mother's  teat  was  drawn 

At  mom  and  eve  ;  and  both  were  now  afield. 

With  all  his  strength  he  pidl'd  the  wretch  along. 

And  haul'd  him  up  a  pine-tree  where  he  died. 

But  one  night,  not  long  after,  in  his  sleep 

He  saw  the  songster  :  then  did  he  beseech 

Apollo  to  enlighten  him,  if  perchance 

In  what  he  did  he  had  done  auo-ht  amiss. 

"  Thou  hast  done  well,  Hyperbion !  "  said  tiie  God, 

"As  I  did  also  to  one  Uarsyaa 

Some  years  ere  thou  wert  bom :  but  better  'twere 

If  thou  hadet  understood  my  words  aright. 

For  those  around  may  harm  thee,  and  assign 

Afl  reason  that  thou  wentest  past  the  law. 

My  meaning  was  that  thou  shouldst  hold  him  up 

In  the  high  places  of  thy  mind,  and  show 

Thyself  l£e  greater  by  enduring  Mm." 

Downcast  Hyperbion  stood :  but  Phtebus  said 

"  Be  of  good  oheer,  Hyperbion  !  if  the  rope 

Is  not  so  frayed  but  it  may  hold  thy  calf, 

The  greatest  harm  is  that  by  hauling  hi-rp, 

Thou  hast  (dtafed,  sorely,  sorely,  that  old  nine ; 

And  pine-tree  bark  will  never  oloee  again. ' 
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ALOIPHRON  AND  LEDCIPPK 

Ak  ancient  cheenut's  blossomB  threw 
Their  heavy  odour  over  two : 
Leucippe,  it  is  said,  was  one, 
Ths  otiiei  than  wba  Alciphron. 

"  Come,  come  !  why  rfiould  we  stand  beneath 
TMb  hollow  tree's  unwhoIeBome  breath," 
Said  Alciphron,  "here's  not  a  blade 
Of  grass  or  moss,  and  scanty  shade. 
Come  ;  it  is  just  the  hour  to  rove 
In  the  lone  dingle  shepherds  love, 
There,  straight  and  t^,  the  hazel  twig 
Divides  the  crooked  roct-held  fig, 
O'er  the  blue  pebbles  where  the  rill 
In  winter  runs,  and  may  run  still. 
Come  then,  while  fresh  and  calm  the  air, 
And  while  the  shepherds  are  not  there." 

L«w)ippe.  But  I  would  rather  go  when  they 
Sit  round  about  and  sing  ajid  play. 
Then  why  so  hurry  me  ?  for  you 
Like  play  and  song  and  shepiierds  too. 

Alciphron.  I  like  the  shepherds  very  well, 
And  song  and  play,  as  you  can  tell. 
But  there  is  play  I  sadly  fear. 
And  song  I  would  not  have  yon  hear. 

Lmuippe.  What  can  it  be  ?  what  can  it  bo  ? 

Ahiphron.  To  you  may  none  of  them  re^mut 

The  play  that  you  have  played  with  me, 
The  song  that  made  your  bosom  beat. 

Ltueippe.  Don't  keep  your  arm  about  my  waist. 

Alciphron.  Might  not  you  stumble  ? 

Leuetppt.  Well  then,  do. 

'  But  why  are  we  in  all  this  haste  ? 

Akiphron.  To  sing. 

Ztucippe.  Alas !  and  not  play  too  ? 


MELTTON  AND  LILT. 

Theke  was  a  time  when  Flowers  could  speak  more  plain 
Than  Poets  now  do ;  and  for  once  again 
A  Flower  shall  answer  what  a  Poet  said  .  . 
Meliton  h*  was,  laly  was  the  maid. 
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Sit  on  tliis  garden-bench  and  hear  a  Bong, 
Maybe  not  tiresome,  certainly  not  long. 

M«liUm.  Lily  !  why  dost  thou  shower  oil  me  the  gold 
Off  thy  white  boeom,  dazzling  to  behold? 
Uuat  I  confess  to  thee,  another  Flower 
I  lore  still  better  at  this  very  hour, 
And  she  shall  (if  not  over)  place  thee  nigh 
A  bosom  pure  aa  thine,  where  never  sigh 
(I  hope)  shall  shake  thee,  Lily !  now  goodbye. 
Forgetting  not,  nor  ready  to  disown 
Thy  friend  of  other  days,  thy  Meliton. 
Before  thee,  at  an  early  season,  burst 
A  Bose,  and  whispered  low  ,  .   Ymt  loved  mefint. 
LUy.  Ton  are  inconstant,  now  I  know, 

I  often  heard  it  long  ago 

But  never  thought  to  tell  you  so. 

I  need  no  blush  \  but  every  day 

8lie  blushes ;  yes,  and  well  she  may. 

Pure  let  her  be !  well !  who  should  care  ? 

Is  she,  pray  tell  me,  quite  as  fair  ? 

Ton  do  not  answer  what  I  ash. 
Meliton.  I  dare  not ;  it's  too  hard  a  task. 


ICAEIOS  AND  ERIGONfi. 

Improtxdent  were  once  the  Attic  youths, 

As  {if  we  may  believe  the  credulous 

And  testy)  various  youths  have  been  elsewhere. 

But  truly  such  was  their  improvidence. 

Ere  Pallas  in  compassion  was  their  guide. 

They  never  stowed  away  the  fruits  of  earth 

For  winter  use ;  nor  knew  they  how  to  press 

Olive  or  grape :  vet  hospitality 

Sate  at  the  hearui,  and  there  was  mirth  and  song. 

Wealthy  and  generous  in  the  Attic  land, 

loarios  f  wert  thou ;  and  £rigon4, 

Thy  daughter,  gave  with  hearty  glee  the  milt. 

Buzzing  in  froth  beneath  unsteady  goat. 

To  many  who  stopt  near  her ;  some  for  thirst, 

And  some  to  see  upon  its  bade  that  hand 

So  white  and  smalt  and  taper,  and  await 

Until  she  should  arise  and  show  her  faee. 

The  father  wisht  her  not  to  leave  his  house, 
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Nor  she  to  leave  her  father ;  yet  there  sued 
From  all  &e  country  round  both  brave  and  ridi ; 
Some,  nor  the  wealthier  of  her  wooere,  drove 
Full  fiftj  elant-brow'd  kingly-hearted  swine, 
Beluctant  ever  to  be  led  aright, 
Race  autocmtical,  autochthon  race, 
Lords  of  the  woods,  fed  by  the  tree  of  Jove. 
Some  had  three  ploughs ;  some  had  eight  oxen ;  some 
Had  vines,  on  oak,  on  maple,  and  on  elm. 
In  long  and  strait  and  gleamy  avenues, 
Which  would  have  tired  you  had  you  reacht  the  end 
Without  the  unshapen  steps  that  led  beyond 
0p  the  steep  hill  to  where  they  lean'd  on  poles. 
Tet  kind  the  father  was,  and  kind  the  maid. 
And  now  when  winter  Uew  the  chafE  about. 
And  hens  pursued  the  grain  into  the  house, 
Quarrelsome  and  indignant  at  repulse. 
And  rushing  back  again  nith  rumod  neck, 
They  and  their  brood  ;  and  kids  hlinkt  at  the  brand. 
And  bee-nosed  oxen,  with  damp  nostrils  lowered 
Against  the  threshold,  stampt  tiie  dogs  away ; 
Icarios,  viewing  these  with  thoughtful  mind. 
Said  to  Erigon^,  "  Not  scantily 
The  Gods  have  given  us  these  birds,  and  theee 
Shorts-bleating  kida,  and  these  loose-hided  steers. 
The  Gods  have  given  :  to  them  will  we  devote 
A  portion  of  their  benefits,  and  bid 
The  youths  who  love  and  hounur  us  partake : 
So  shall  their  hearts,  and  so  shall  ours,  rejoice." 
The  youths  were  bidden  to  the  feast :  the  flesh 
Of  kid  and  crested  bird  was  plentiful : 
The  steam  hung  on  the  rafters,  where  were  nail'd 
Bushes  of  savory  herbs,  and  tigs  and  dates  ; 
And  yellow-poiuted  pears  sent  down  long  stalks 
Through  nets  wide-mesht,  work  of  Eiigone 
When  night  was  long  and  lamp  yet  imsupplied. 
Choice  grapes  Icarios  had ;  and  these,  alone 
Of  aU  men  in  the  country,  he  preserved 
For  festive  days ;  nor  better  day  than  this 
To  bring  them  from  beneath  hin  reed-thatcht  roof. 
He  mounted  the  twelve  stairs  with  hearty  pride, 
And  soon  was  heard  he,  breathing  hard :  be  now 
Descended,  holding  in  both  arms  a  cask. 
Fictile,  capacious,  bulging :  cork-tree  bark 
Secured  the  treasure ;  wax  above  the  mouth, 
And  pitch  above  the  wax.    The  pitch  he  brake, 
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The  wax  he  scraped  away,  and  laid  them  by, 

Wrenching  up  carefully  the  torlt-tree  bark. 

A  hiim  waa  heard.     "  What !  are  there  bees  within  T" 

Euphorbaa  ciied.     "  They  came  then  with  the  grapes," 

Kejilied  the  elder,  and  pour'd  out  dear  juice 

Fragrant  as  flowers,  and  wrinkled  husks  anon. 

"  The  gboets  of  grapes  ?"  cried  Phanor,  fond  of  jokea 

Within  the  house,  but  ever  abstinent 

Of  such  as  that  in  woodland  and  alone, 

Whore  any  sylvan  God  might  overhear. 

No  few  were  saddened  at  the  ill-omen'd  word. 

But  sniffing  the  aweet  odour,  bent  their  heads, 

Tasted,  sipt,  drank,  ingurgitated  ;  fear 

Flew  from  them  all,  joy  rusht  to  ever}-  breast. 

Friendship  grew  warmer,  hands  were  join'd,  vows  swon 

From  cups  of  every  size,  from  cups  two-ear'd. 

From  ivy-twisted  and  from  smooth  aUke, 

Tlipy  daah  the  water  \  they  pour  in  the  wine ; 

(For  wine  it  was)  untill  that  hour  unseen. 

Tliey  emptied  the  whole  caakj  and  they  alone; 

Fur  both  the  father  and  the  daughter  sate 

liijoying  their  delight.     But  when  they  saw 

Flusht  faces,  and  when  angry  words  arose 

Ab  one  more  fondly  glanced  against  the  cheek 

Of  the  fair  maiden  on  her  seat  apart. 

And  she  lookt  down,  or  lookt  another  way 

Where  other  eyes  csught  hers  and  did  the  like, 

Sadly  the  aire,  the  daughter  fearfully. 

Upon  each  other  fixt  wide-open  eyes. 

This  did  the  men  remark,  and,  bearing  signs 

Different,  as  wore  their  tempers,  of  the  wme. 

But  feeling  each  the  floor  reel  under  him, 

Each  raging  with  more  thirst  at  every  draught, 

Acastor  first  (sidelong  his  step)  arose. 

Then  Phanor,  then  Ajitylloa  : 

"Zeus  above 
Confound  thee,  cursed  wret«h ! "  aloud  they  cried. 
"  la  this  thy  hospitality  ?  must  all 
Who  loved  thy  daughter  perish  at  a  blow  ? 
Not  at  a  blow,  but  Eke  the  flies  and  wasps." 
Madness  hod  seiz'd  them  all.     Erigond 
Kan  out  for  help ;  what  help  ?     Before  her  sprang 
Mcera,  and  howl'd  and  barlrt,  and  then  retuni'd 
Presaging.     They  had  dragg'd  the  old  man  out 
And  murdered  him.     Again  flew  Moera  forth. 
Faithful,  compassionate,  and  seiz'd  her  vest, 
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And  drew  hei  where  the  body  lay,  undoaed 
The  eyes,  aad  raie'd  toward  the  stars  of  hearen. 

Thou  who  hast  liatened,  and  still  ponderest, 
Baise  thiae,  for  thou  hast  heard  enough,  raise  thins 
And  view  Bootes  bright  among  those  stars. 
Brighter  the  Virgin  :  Hcsra  too  shines  there. 
But  where  were  the  Eumenides  ?     Bepresa 
Thy  anger.     If  the  dear  oahn  stars  above 
Appease  it  not,  and  blood  must  flow  for  blood, 
Harketi,  and  hear  the  sequel  of  the  tale. 
Wide-seeing  Zeus  loobt  down  ;  as  mortals  knew 
By  the  woods  bending  under  his  dark  eye, 
Aiid  huge  towers  shuddering  on  Uie  mountain  tops, 
And  stiUness  in  the  valley,  in  the  wold. 
And  over  the  deep  waters  all  round  earth. 
He  lifted  up  his  arm,  but  struck  them  not 
In  their  abasement :  by  each  other's  blow 
They  fell ;  some  suddenly ;  but  more'  beneath 
The  desperate  gasp  of  long-eadnring  wounds. 


THE  BOYS  OF  VENTJ8. 

TwAiK  are  the  boys  of  Venus  :  one  surveys 
Benignly  this  our  ^obe ;  the  other  flies 
Cities  and  groves,  uor  listens  U>  their  songs 
Nor  bears  meir  converse ;  hardly  is  he  known 
By  name  among  them ;  cold  as  Eurus,  pure 
As  gusty  rain. 

What  discord  tore  apart 
The  brothers  f  what  beside  ambition  could  ? 
The  elder  was  a^riev'd  to  see  the  sparks 
Shoot  from  the  younger's  whetstone  as  he  tum'd 
His  aiTow-barbs,  nor  pless'd  that  he  should  waote 
Day  after  day  in  wreathing  flowers  for  crowns. 
Or  netting  meshes  to  entrap  the  birds ; 
And,  while  rose  incense  to  that  idle  child. 
To  him  were  only  empty  honors  paid. 
Bitterly  to  Silenus  he  complain'd, 
Entroating  him  to  arbitrate  his  wrongs 
But  hearing  no  remonstrance,  mild  as  were 
The  wise  God's  words ;  they  only  fann'd  his  ire. 
"Call  that  Idalian,"  cried  he,  "then  decide." 
He  did  so. 

"Brother!  was  it  meyou call'df" 
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Said  the  sweet  child,  whose  wings  were  hanging  down 
Heavily  from  both  shoulders,  and  his  face 
Suffused  with  shame. 

"  Will  you  not  even  own 
Tour  little  brother  from  Idalia  ?  come, 
Let  US  be  friendfi."    Then,  turning  to  the  judge, 
"Did  he  not  send  for  me  ?  " 

To  this  appeal 
Before  Silenus  could  reply,  before 
He  could,  as  now  he  tne<l,  unite  their  hands, 
'*  Yes,"  iiiteTTUpt«d  the  ferocious  one, 
"  T  did,  that  you  may  now  learn  who  I  am." 
Silenus  smiled,  and  beckoniBg,  fondly  said 

"  Hither  now  !  kiss  each  other  ;  I  may  then 
Say  which  is  best :  each  shall  have  due  reward. 
Ami  friend  from  friend." 

At  this  the  lesser  lept 
And  threw  his  arms  about  his  brother's  neck 
Tum'd  scorufidly  away,  yet  many  a  kiss 
He  gave  it ;  one,  one  only,  was  retum'd  ; 
For  oven  the  brother  could  not  now  resist, 
AMicther  such  godlike  influence  must  prevail 
Or  whether  of  repulsing  it  ashamed  ; 
Still  neither  would  he  his  intent  forego 
Nor  moderate  his  claim,  nor  cease  to  boast 
How  Chaos  he  sulwlued  with  radiant  fire. 
How  from  the  sky  its  darkness  ho  dispel'd, 
And  how  the  struggling  planets  he  coerced. 
Telling  them  to  what  distance  they  might  go. 
And  (£ain'd  the  raging  Ocean  down  with  rooks. 

"Is  not  all  this  enough  for  you?"  replied 
The  gentler,  "  envy  you  my  narrow  realin  ? 
Denying  me  my  right  you  raise  my  plumes, 
You  make  me  boast  that  on  my  birth  there-broke 
Throughout  the  heavens  above  and  earth  below 
A  golden  light.     I  do  not  recollect 
What  Chaos  was,  it  was  before  my  time  ; 
Where  flew  the  stars  about  I  neither  know 
Nor  care  ;  but  her  who  govfons  them  I  drew 
Behind  the  Latmian  cliffs,  entreating  me, 
And  promising  me  everj-thing,  to  grant 
H»  first  and  last  desire  :  tho'  you  reside 
In  heaven  with  her,  and  tho'  she  knows  your  fam^ 
She  knows  no  love  but  what  is  soom'd  by  you. 
What  are  sea-sh()reB  to  me  ?    I  penetrate 
The  inmost  halls  of  Noreus ;  I  command  .  . 
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TTp  spring  tlie  dolphins,  and  l^eir  purple  backs 

I  smoothe  iat  timoraus  haiper  to  bestndo : 

At  loeing  him,  on  the  Sry  sands  ther  pine. 

Desert  you  any  one,  he  heeds  it  not, 

But  let  me  leave  hiin  and  funereal  flames 

SuTst  from  hlB  bosom.    Toiir  last  guest  from  earth, 

When  I  was  angry  with  him,  threw  aside 

The  spindle,  broke  the  thread,  and  lay  bef<n-e 

The  gate  as  any  n-orthless  herb  might  lie. 

And  gamesome  whelps  lept  over  tlmt  broad  breast. 

About  the  Gods  abore  I  would  not  say 

A  word  to  ves  you :  whether  rolls  the  orb 

We  stand  upon  I  know  not,  or  who  trims 

The  fires  ethereal,  or  who  rules  the  tides. 

If  these  I  yield  to  you,  to  mo  concede 

Free  laughter  and  sly  Iciss ;  fresh  (lowers  give  me. 

And  songs  the  lyre  delif^te  in,  g:ive  the  liUl 

Of  reeds  amon^  tlie  willows  upon  banks 

Where  hollow  moss  invites  and  then  betraj-s. 

Let  me  be  happy ;  some  have  call'd  me  strong ; 

Whether  I  am  so,  let  reootded  facta 

Declare,  in  every  land  perform'd  by  me 

Under  the  rising  and  the  setting  sun. 

Too  numerous  for  a  memory  weak  as  mine." 

"  Scarce  more  bo  than  your  promises,"  exclaim'd 
The  taunter. 

Smiling,  blushing  too,  the  child 
Acknowledged  his  forgetfulness  .  .  at  times  .  . 
But  added, 

"  Do  not  make  me  boast  again. 
If  yon  pretend  contompt  for  earthly  cares 
And  stand  apart  from  nuptial  scones,  and  make 
No  promises  that  leave  so  many  blest, 
But  turn  aside  your  face  and  gaze  upon 
The  dismal  depths,  and  Stys  alone  adjure. 
Pray  tell  me  who  made  Pluto,  by  the  pool 
Of  that  same  Styx  and  panting  Phlegethon 
Pant  also,  while  the  dog,  with  his  three  throats 
Growl'd  and  roar'd  out  ?  who  taught  the  unwilling  bride 
To  bear  him  ?  it  was  I,  it  was  my  sport. 
In  his  dominions  bett«r  deeds  were  mine. 
Following  this  torch  and  guided  by  this  hand 
You  might  have  heard  amid  the  suent  shades 
The  water,  drop  by  drop,  fall  from  the  urn 
Of  the  condemn'd  ;  the  wheel  you  might  have  heard 
Creak,  with  no  human  groans  from  it ;  thro'  me 
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Laod&meia  met  again  the  youth 

She  died  for,  and  Eurydice  met  her's." 

The  generous  Judge  embraced  the  generous  God, 
Then  tranquilly  beepake  the  other  thus. 

"  0  worthy  child  of  thy  grave  aire  !  to  the© 
I  give  the  stare  in  keeping,  ^th  his  leave, 
And  storms  and  seas  and  rocks  that  hold  ikeai  in 
With  Keptune's,  asking  Amphitrite's  too. 
Thou,  lesser  of  the  winged  ones  !  the  source 
Of  genial  smilee,  who  makest  every  sim 
Roll  brighter,  and  ten  thousand  fall  far  short 
Of  one  such  night  as  thou  alone  canst  give ; 
Who  holdeat  back  the  wiUing  Hours  at  play. 
And  makest  them  run  weariless  aside 
Thy  quickest  car !  be  thou  ivith  tliis  content. 
To  thee  do  I  assign  thy  modest  claim. 
Write  it  in  thy  own  words  .  .  The  huk^d  hands. 
And  every  flower  that  Spring  most  gludly  wears. 
And  evety  song  the  quivering  lyre  of  youth 
Delights  in ;  and  the  wliispers  of  the  reeds 
Under  the  willows  ;  and  the  mossy  tuft 
I>impling  but  to  betruy:  should  anywhere 
Be  sweeter  wliispers,  be  they  also  thine 
Do  thou  but "  .  .  then  he  blusht  and  lowered  liis  head 
Against  the  boy's  .  .  "  touch  gently  with  thy  dart, 
60  that  no  mortal  see  .  .  lanthe'e  breast." 


THE  HAMADHYAD. 

BnAicoB  was  bom  amid  the  hills  wherefrom 

GnidoB  the  light  of  Curia  is  discem'd. 

And  small  are  the  white-crested  that  play  near. 

And  smaller  onward  are  the  purjile  waves. 

Thence  festal  choirs  were  visible,  all  crowa'd 

With  rose  and  myrtle  if  they  were  inborn  ; 

If  from  Paudion  sprang  they,  on  the  coast 

Where  stem  Athenii  raised  her  citadel. 

Then  olive  was  intnined  with  violets 

Cluster'd  in  bosses,  regular  and  laigQ. 

For  various  men  wore  various  coronals  ; 

But  one  was  their  devotion  :  'twas  to  her 

Whose  laws  all  follow,  her  whose  smile  withdi-awo 
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Tba  Bword  from  Ares,  thunderbolt  from  Zeus, 
And  whom  m  hie  chill  caves  the  mutable 
Of  mind,  Foseidon,  the  sea-Hug',  reveres, 
And  whom.  Ms  brother,  stubborn  IHs,  hath  pray'd 
To  turn  in  pity  the  averted  cheek 
Of  her  he  bore  away,  with  promierei, 
Nav,  with  loud  oath  before  dread  Styx  iteelf , 
To  give  her  daily  m!>re  and  sweeter  flowers 
Thau  he  made  drop  &oni  her  on  Enna's  dell. 
Bhaicos  was  looking  from  his  father's  dot>r 
At  the  long  trains  tliat  hastened  to  the  town 
From  all  tJie  valleys,  like  bright  rivulets 
Gurgling  with  gladness,  wave  outrunning  wave, 
And  thought  it  hard  he  might  uot  also  go 
And  offer  up  one  prayer,  auil  press  one  hand. 
He  knew  not  whose.     The  father  cull'd  him  in. 
And  said,  "  Sou  Khaicos  !  those  ore  idle  gaiuos  ; 
Long  enough  I  have  lived  to  find  them  so." 
And  ere  he  ended,  siglied  -,  as  old  men  do 
Always,  to  think  how  idle  such  games  are. 
'•  I  have  not  yet,"  thought  Ehaicos  iu  hia  heart. 
And  wasted  proof. 

"  Suppose  thou  go  and  help 
Echeion  at  the  hill,  to  bark  yon  oak 
And  loj)  its  branches  off,  before  we  delve 
About  the  tnmk  and  ply  the  root  with  axe : 
This  we  may  do  in  winter." 

Bhaicos  went ; 
Tot  thence  he  could  see  farther,  and  see  luure 
Of  those  who  hurried  to  the  city-gatp. 
]'!k:hoiou  he  found  there,  with  naked  arm 
8 wart-hail"' d,  strong-sinew'd,  and  his  oven  intent 
Upon  tlie  pluce  where  first  the  axe  should  fall : 
He  held  it  upriglit.     "  There  are  bees  about. 
Or  wasps,  or  hornets,"  said  the  cautious  eld, 
"  Look  sharp,  0  son  of  Thallinos !  "     The  youth 
Inclined  his  car,  afar,  and  warily, 
And  cavem'd  in  his  hand.     He  heard  a  hxuz 
At  first,  and  then  the  sound  grew  soft  and  clear, 
And  then  divided  into  what  seeui'd  tune, 
And  there  were  words  upon  it,  plaintive  words. 
He  turu'd,  and  said.  "  Eclieion  1  do  not  strike 
That  tree  :  it  must  be  hollow ;  for  some  God 
^jwaks  from  within.     Comn  thywK  near."     Again 
Both  tuni'd  toward  it :  and  behold !  there  sat 
Upon  the  moss  below,  with  her  two  palms 
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Freeeiiig:  it  on  eadi  side,  a  maid  in  form. 

Dovnoast  were  her  long  eyelashes,  and  pale 

Her  cheek,  but  never  mountain-ash  display'd 

Berries  of  colour  like  her  lip  bo  pure. 

Nor  were  the  anemones  about  her  hair 

Soft,  smooth,  and  wavering,  like  the  face  beneath. 

"  What  dost  thou  here  ?  "  Echeion,  half-afraid, 
Half-angry,  cried.    She  lifted  up  her  eyes. 
But  nothing  spake  she.     Rhaiooa  drew  one  step 
Backward,  for  fear  came  likewise  over  him. 
But  not  such  fear :  he  panted,  gaspt,  drew  in 
His  breath,  and  would  have  tum'd  it  into  words, 
But  oould  not  into  one. 

"  0  send  away 
^Hiat  sad  old  man !  "  said  she.     The  old  man  went 
Without  a  warning  from  his  master's  son, 
Qlad  to  escape,  for  sorely  he  now  fear'd, 
And  Uie  axe  shone  behind  him  in  their  eyes. 

Samadryad.  And  wouldst  thou  too  shod  the  most  innocent 
Of  blood  f  DO  TOW  demands  it ;  no  Qod  wills 
The  oak  to  bleed. 

Shai«o».  Who  art  thou  F  whence  f  why  here  ? 

And  whither  wouldst  thou  go  f    Among  the  robed 
In  white  or  saffron,  or  the  hue  that  most 
Resembles  dawn  or  the  clear  sky,  is  none 
Array'd  as  thou  art.    What  so  beautiful 
As  that  gray  robe  which  dings  about  thee  close. 
Like  moss  to  stones  adhering,  leaves  to  trees, 
Yet  lets  thy  bosom  rise  and  fall  in  tnm. 
As,  toucht  by  zephjTs,  fall  and  rise  the  bougha 
Of  naeeful  platan  by  the  river-side. 

namadry^.  Loveet  thou  well  thy  father's  house  f 

Shaieot.  Indeed 

I  love  it,  well  I  love  it,  yet  would  leave 
For  thine,  where'er  it  be,  my  father's  house. 
With  all  the  marks  upon  the  door,  that  show 
My  growth  at  every  birth-day  since  the  third, 
And  all  the  charms,  o'erpowering  evil  eyes. 
My  mother  nail'd  for  me  against  my  bed. 
And  tile  Cydonian  bow  (which  thou  shalt  see) 
Won  in  my  race  last  spring  from  Eutychos. 

Hamadryad.  Bethmk  thee  what  it  is  to  leave  a  home 
Thou  never  yet  hast  left,  one  night,  one  day. 

Rhaieo*.  No,  'tis  not  hard  to  leave  it ;  'tis  not  hard 
To  leave,  0  maiden,  that  paternal  home, 
If  there  be  one  on  earth  whom  we  may  love 
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First,  last,  for  ever ;  one  who  aajB  that  she 
Will  love  for  ever  too.     To  sav  which  word. 
Only  to  e&y  it,  surely  is  enott^  .  . 
It  utowB  Huch  kindness  .  .  if  'twere  possible 
We  at  the  moment  think  she  would  indeed. 

Hantadtyad.  Who  tauglit  thee  all  this  folly  at  thy  age  ? 

Shaieoi.  I  h&ve  seen  lovers  and  have  learnt  to  love. 

JTamadtyad.  But  wilt  thou  spare  the  tree  ? 

Shaieot.  liy  father  wants 

The  bark  ;  the  tree  may  hold  its  place  awhile. 

JTtmadrf/ed.  Awhile  f  thy  father  numbers  then  my  days  ? 

£haiwi.  Are  there  oo  others  where  the  moea  beneath 
Is  quite  as  tuf^  f    Who  would  send  thee  forth 
O  ask  thee  why  thou  taniest  i    Is  thy  flock 
AnvwhOTe  near  ? 

Hamadryad.         I  have  no  flock :  I  kill 
Nothing  that  breathes,  that  stirs,  that  feels  the  air. 
The  sun,  the  dew-    "Why  should  the  beautiful 
(And  thou  art  beautiful)  disturb  the  source 
Whence  springs  all  beauty  ?     Hast  thou  never  hoard 
Of  Hamadryads  ? 

ShaieM.  Heard  of  them  I  have : 

Tell  me  some  tale  about  them.    May  I  sit 
Beside  thy  feet  ?    Art  thou  not  tired  f    The  herbs 
Are  very  soft ;  I  will  not  oome  too  nigh ; 
Do  but  sit  there,  nor  tremble  so,  nor  doubt. 
Stay,  stay  an  instant :  let  me  first  explore 
If  any  acorn  of  last  year  be  left 
Within  it ;  thy  thin  robe  too  ill  protects 
Hiy  dainty  limbs  agauist  the  harm  one  small 
Acorn  may  do.    Here's  nono.    Another  day 
Trust  me ;  till  then  let  me  sit  opposite. 

JTamadrifad.  I  seat  me ;  be  tnou  seated,  and  content. 

Shaieot.  O  sight  for  gods !    Ye  men  below !  adore 
The  Aphrodite.     I»  she  thrre  below  ? 
Or  sits  she  here  before  me  ?  as  she  sate 
Before  the  shepherd  on  thoce  highths  that  shade 
Tlio  Hellespont,  and  broupht  his  kindred  woe. 

Hamadryad.  Eevetence  the  higher  Powers  ;  nor  deem  amies 
Of  her  who  pleads  to  tliee,  and  would  re]my  .  . 
Ask  not  how  much  .  .  but  very  much.     Bise  not : 
No,  Ehaicoa,  no !     Without  the  nuptial  vow 
Love  is  unholy.     Swear  to  me  that  none 
Of  mortal  maids  shall  ever  taste  thy  kiss, 
Then  take  thou  mine ;  then  take  it,  not  before. 

Rhaieoi.  Hearken,  all  gods  above !    0  Aphroditt- ! 
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0  Heri !  let  my  vow  be  ratified ! 

But  wilt  thou  come  into  my  father's  houee  ? 

ffamairyad.  Nay  i  ciiid  of  mine  I  cau  not  give  the^  part. 

Maieot.  ^Vhere  is  it  ? 

Samadryad.  In  this  oak- 

Rhaieoa.  Ay ;  now  beg;ins 

The  tale  of  Haniadrj-a4  :  tell  it  tJirough. 

Hamadryad.  Pray  of  thy  father  nerer  to  cut  duwn 
My  tree ;  and  promise  him,  as  well  thou  mayst, 
That  every  year  he  shall  receive  from  me 
More  honey  than  will  buy  him  nine  fat  sheep, 
More  wax  than  he  will  bum  to  all  the  gods. 
Why  falleat  thou  upon  thy  face  ?    Some  thorn 
May  scratch  it,  rash  young  man  !     Kise  up ;  for  shame  ! 

Rhaieot.  For  ahome  I  can  not  rise.     O  pity  me ! 

1  dare  not  sue  for  love  .  .  but  do  not  hate ! 

Let  me  once  more  behold  thee  .  .  not  once  more, 
But  many  days  :  let  me  love  on  .  .  unloved ! 
I  aimed  too  high  :  on  my  head  the  bolt 
Foils  back,  and  pierces  to  the  very  brain. 

Hamadryad.  Go  .  .  rather  go,  than  make  me  say  I  love. 

EhaicoB,  If  happiness  is  immortality, 
(And  whence  enjoy  it  else  the  goda  above?) 
I  am  immortal  too  :  my  vow  is  heard  : 
Hark  !  on  the  left  .  .  Nay,  turn  not  from  me  now, 
I  claim  my  kiss. 

Hamadryad.         Do  men  take  first,  then  claim  ? 
Do  thus  the  seaaone  run  their  course  with  them  ? 

.  .  Her  lips  were  seal'd,  her  head  sank  on  his  breast. 

'Tis  said  that  laughs  were  heord  within  the  wood : 

But  who  should  hear  them  ?  .  .  and  whose  laughs  ?  and  why  ? 

Savoury  was  the  smell,  and  long  past  noon, 
Thallinos !  in  thy  liouse  ;  for  marjoram, 
Basil  and  mint,  and  thyme  and  rosemary, 
Were  sprinkled  on  the  kid's  well  roasted  length. 
Awaiting  Bhaicos.     Home  he  came  at  lost. 
Not  hungry,  but  pretending  hunger  keen, 
With  head  and  eyes  just  o'er  the  maple  plate. 
"  Thou  seest  but  badly,  coming  from  the  sun. 
Boy  Khaicos '.  "  said  the  father.     "  That  oak's  bark 
Must  have  been  tough,  with  little  suj)  between  ; 
It  ought  to  run  ;  but  it  and  I  are  old." 
Rhaicos,  although  oiuJi  morsel  of  the  bi-eiid 
Increast  by  chewing,  and  the  meat  gi-ew  cold 
And  tasteless  to  his  palate,  took  a  draught 
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:ls,  etc.]  the  hamadryad. 

Of  goId-brigb.t  vine,  which,  thirsty  as  he  was, 
He  thought  not  of  until  his  father  fiU'd 
The  cup,  averring  irater  was  amies, 
But  wine  had  been  at  all  times  pour'd  on  kid, 
It  was  religion. 

He  thus  fortified 
Said,  not  quite  boldly,  and  not  quite  abasht, 
"  Father,  that  oak  is  Zeuais'  own ,-  that  oak 
Year  after  year  will  bring  thee  wealth  from  wax 
And  honey.     There  is  one  who  fears  the  gods 
And  the  gods  love  .  .  that  one" 

.  (He  blusht,  nor  said 
What  one) 

"  Hath  promist  this,  and  may  do  more. 
We  have  not  many  moons  to  wait  until 
The  bees  have  done  their  best ;  if  then  there  come 
Nor  wax  nor  honey,  let  the  trees  be  hewn." 

"  Zeus  hath  bestow'd  on  thee  a  prudent  nund," 
Said  the  glad  sire  :   "  but  look  thou  often  there. 
And  gather  all  the  honey  thou  canst  find 
In  every  crevice,  over  and  above 
What  hath  been  promiat ;  would  they  i-eckou  that  ?  " 

Bhaicoe  went  daily  ;  but  the  n^iapii  as  oft 
Invisible.     To  play  at  love,  she  knew, 
Stopping  its  breathings  when  it  breathes  most  soft. 
Is  sweeter  than  to  play  on  any  pipe. 
She  play'd  on  hie  :  she  fed  upon  his  sighs  ; 
They  pleas'd  her  when  they  gently  waved  her  hair, 
Cooiine  the  pulses  of  her  purple  veins. 
And  when  her  absence  brought  them  out  they  pleas'd. 
Even  among  the  fondest  of  Uiem  all, 
What  mortal  or  immortal  maid  is  more 
Content  with  giving  happiness  than  pain  ? 
One  day  he  was  returning  from  the  wood 
Despondently.     She  pitied  him,  and  said 
"  Come  back !"  and  twined  her  finfi^rs  iu  the  hem 
Above  his  shoulder.     Then  she  led  his  steps 
To  a  cool  rill  that  ran  o'er  level  sand 
Through  lentisk  and  through  oleauder,  there 
Bathed  she  his  feet,  lifting  them  on  her  lap 
When  bathed,  and  drj-ing  them  in  both  her  hands. 
He  dared  comjilain ;  for  those  who  most  are  loved 
Most  dare  it ;  but  not  harsh  was  his  complaint. 
"  0  thon  inconstant!"  said  he,  "  if  stem  law 
Bind  thee,  or  will,  sti-onger  than  sternest  law, 
0,  let  me  know  henceforward  when  to  hope 
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The  fruit  of  love  that  grows  for  me  but  here." 

He  spake ;  and  pludct  it  from  its  pliant  stem. 

"  Impatient  EJiaicoa !  why  tiiua  intercept 

The  answer  I  would  give?    There  is  a  bee 

Whom  I  have  fed,  a  bee  who  knows  my  thoughts 

And  executes  my  wishes :  I  will  send 

ThtA  messenger.     If  ever  thou  art  false, 

Drawn  b;  another,  own  it  not,  but  drive 

My  bee  away :  then  shall  I  know  my  fate, 

And,  .  .  for  thou  moat  be  wretched,  .  .  weep  at  thine. 

But  often  as  my  heart  persuades  to  lay 

Its  cares  on  thme  and  throb  itself  to  rest, 

Expect  her  with  thee,  whether  it  be  mom. 

Or  eve,  at  any  time  when  woods  are  safe." 

Day  after  day  the  Houre  beheld  them  blest. 
And  season  after  season :  yean  had  post. 
Blest  were  they  still.     He  who  osserta  that  Love 
£veT  is  sated  of  sweet  things,  the  same 
Sweet  thinffs  he  fretted  for  in  earlier  daj-s, 
Never,  by  Zeus !  loved  he  a  Hamadryad. 

The  nights  had  now  grown  longer,  and  perhaps 
The  Hamadryads  find  £em  lone  and  dull 
Among  their  woods ;  one  did,  alas !    She  colled 
Her  faithful  bee :  'twas  when  all  bees  should  sleep, 
And  all  did  sleep  but  hers.     She  was  eciit  forth 
To  bring  that  light  which  never  wintry  blast 
Blows  out,  nor  rain  nor  snow  extinguishes, 
^e  light  that  shines  from  loving  eyes  uix)n 
Eyee  toat  love  back,  till  they  can  see  no  more. 

Rhaicos  was  sitting  at  his  father's  hearth : 
Between  them  stood  the  table,  not  o'erspread 
With  fruita  which  autumn  now  profusely  bote, 
Not  anise  cakes,  nor  odorous  wine  ;  but  there 
The  draft-board  was  expanded ;  at  which  game 
Triumphant  sat  old  Thallinos ;  the  son 
Was  piuzled,  vext,  discomfited,  distraught. 
A  buzz  was  at  his  ear :  up  went  liis  hand. 
And  it  was  heard  no  longer.     The  poor  bee 
Betum'd  (but  not  until  tlie  mom  shone  bri^t) 
And  found  the  Hamadryad  with  her  head 
Upon  her  aching  wrist,  and  ahowod  one  wing 
Half-broken  off,  the  other's  moehes  niarr'd. 
And  there  wore  bruises  which  no  eye  could  sue 
Saving  a  Hamadiyad'e. 

At  this  sight 
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Down  fell  the  lan^d  brow,  both  hands  fell  down, 

A  shriek  waa  earned  to  the  ancient  hall 

Of  ThallinOB :  he  heard  it  not :  his  son 

Heard  it,  and  ran  forthwith  into  the  vood. 

No  bark  was  on  the  tree,  no  leaf  waa  green, 

The  trunk  waa  riven  throu^.     From  that  day  forth 

Nor  word  nor  whisper  sooth'd  his  ear,  nor  sound 

Even  of  insect  wing :  but  loud  laments 

The  woodmen  and  the  shepherds  one  long  year 

Heard  day  and  night ;  for  Bhatcos  would  not  quit 

The  solitary  plaoe,  but  moan'd  and  died. 

Hence  milk  and  honey  wonder  not,  0  guest, 
To  find  set  duly  on  the  hollow  stone. 


DETOPE. 


(Eta  was  glorious ;  proud  of  ancestry 

There  Dryops  reign'd :  Spercheios  was  his  sire. 

His  mother  Folydora;  but  above 

All  ancestry  went  fortJi  his  daughter's  fome, 

Diyope,  loved  by  him  whose  radiant  car 

Surmounts  the  heavens.     'With  light  he  irrigates 

The  earth  beneath,  to  all  things  gives  their  hue, 

Motion,  and  graceful  fonn,  and  harmony : 

But  now  the  treases  of  his  golden  hair 

Wills  he  to  fall  and  his  warm  bteath  to  breathe 

On  Dryope  alone ;  her  he  pursues 

Among  the  willow  of  pubescent  flower 

And  fragrant  bark  stnpt  off  the  tender  twigs, 

Moist,  split,  and  ready  for  the  baBket-braid. 

He  followed  her  along  the  river-bank. 

Along  the  shallow  where  the  Nereida  meet 

ThePiyads. 

She  was  tending  once  her  flock 
In  a  deep  valley,  when  there  suddenly 
Burst  forth  the  sound  of  horn  and  pipe,  and  clatdi 
Of  cymbal  rattling  from  uplifted  palms ; 
Dryad  and  Hamadrjrad,  wild  with  joy. 
Ban  on  before,  ran  on  behind ;  one  atopt 
And  cried  to  her,  ere  past  .  . 

"Art  thou  altme 
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Foi^etf ul  of  the  day,  our  feetiva]  ? 

Is  Uiyops  greater  tJiou  Admetos,  king 

But  Bheplierd  too :  Apollo  vatcht  hie  flock, 

Apollo  Beared  the  stealing  wolves  away, 

Asd  eTeu  Apollo  now  i«  scared  from  thme  I 

Thus  daughters  place  their  seat  above  their  sire's." 

Dryope  laught,  no  little  proud,  at  taunt 
Like  this. 

And  now  the  revels  were  begun. 
And  circling  dance  succeeded ;  and  the  day 
Qosed  with  the  chorus  of  the  ptean  hymn. 
Weary  with  dancing  Dryope  reclined 
On  the  soft  herbage  :  lo !  before  her  feet 
Shone  forth  a  lyre  amidst  it ;  whose  that  lyre 
Each  askt,  and  none  replied,  for  surely  each 
Hod  hers :  was  it  Antonoe's  ?  was  it  like 
Theano's  ?     Whose-soever  it  might  be 
She  took  it,  and  with  twinkling  finger  ran 
Over  the  chords :  and  now  at  one  she  glanced 
Now  at  another,  with  a  nod  that  said 
She  knew  their  mischief,  and  to  puniah  them 
She  thrust  it  in  her  bosom.    Ha  1  behold ! 
A  snake  glides  out.    All  shriek  aloud,  all  throw 
Their  bodies  back  and  spring  up  all  at  once. 
Antonoe  dasht  upon  her  fragil  reed 
Her  tender  hand  in  rising,  hut  scarce  felt 
The  wound  until  she  eaw  one  ruddy  globe 
Enlarging,  then  she  shuddered,  then  she  suckt 
The  whole  away,  and  but  two  rims  appear'd. 
Faster  the  others  ran,  they  knew  not  where. 
Thro'  every  field  about :  the  choral  shell 
Around  whose  loosen'd  stringB  the  snake  had  coil'd 
Was  now  all  snake.     He  ruSit  on  Drj'ope, 
So  slow  in  due  performance  of  the  rites, 
Eites  which  the  fathers  for  their  God  ordain'd. 
Then  spake  Antonue  to  the  only  Nymph 
Remaining  nigh,  still  fleeing  both  away, 
Both  looking  hack  ;  for  pity  rose  o'er  fear. 
"  See  !  see  !  the  wicked  serpent !  how  he  licks 
Her  eyes  and  bosom !  how  he  bends  her  down 
When  she  would  rise  and  run  away !  where  now 
Can  be  ApoUo,  proud  of  Python  slain  ? 
Scom'd  by  one  inexperienced,  fear'd  by  .one 
Silly,  he  seems  to  tlunk  that  Fear  can  win 
Where  Love  was  driven  off. 

Help,  Phcebus,  help ! 
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How  sn'sUn  tlie  creature's  aeok !  how  fierce  hia  crest ! 

A  cloud  hides  all  below.    The  dra^n  race 

la  YariouB  :  now  they  shake  their  scales  on  earth. 

Now  Hhine  their  feadiers  in  the  sky ;  now  flame 

In  care  athwart ;  now  their  hard  bodies  melt 

In  the  thin  air  nor  leave  a  trace  behind." 

Deep  in  a  woody  dell  beneath  a  cliff. 
Scarce  daring  yet  to  lift  her  eves  above 
The  lowest  bush,  Calliaueira  held 
Diaula,  dubious  to  run  oa  or  stay. 
And  argiied  with  her  thus. 

"  Since  now  the  grass 
In  the  warm  spring  lies  closer  and  grows  higher. 
And  many  thingfs  may  at  first  sight  dect;ive, 
Uight  it  not  be  a  lizard  she  caught  up 
Into  her  bosom  ?     >Vhat  is  jileasanter 
Than  in  hot  days  to  hold  a  hzard  there 
Panting,  and  gently  ii-ith  a  finger's  tip 
Provoke  its  harmless  bite  f     The  species  seems 
Rare,  it  is  true.    Behold  how  sisterly 
Dryope  treats  it." 

"  Lizard !  no  indeed ! " 
Replied  the  maiden  with  wide-open  eyes, 
"  No  lizard  can  be  seen  a  whole  field  off, 
Nor  so  spring  up  as  that  bold  animal." 
Neither  Diaula  nor  her  arguer  dared 
Precede :  CaUianeira  went  alone 
Toward  Diyope  midway. 

Agun,  whate'er 
It  was  erewhile,  the  form  is  changed ;  no  more 
A  serpent,  nor  indeed  a  lizard  now, 
Nor  chelys,  is  that  orb  by  purple  veU'd 
One  moment  and  then  nlter'd  mto  white  ; 
As  violets  under  hailstones  when  the  wind 
Blows  hurriedly  and  fitfully  above. 
Then  partly  mused  and  partly  uttered  some. 
"  That  hair  is  surely  hers :  another  Nymph 
Not  of  our  company,  and  practised  more 
In  quelling  serpents,  may  nave  intervened, 
Or  witch  in  gleeful  mischief  played  her  pranks. 
What  hand  is  under  her  ?  what  hair  like  hers 
Is  waving  over?" 

Delius  now  appear'd 
Himself  among  them,  and  with  radiant  nod 
And  arm  outstretoht  recall'd  the  fugitives. 
Drawing  hie  purple  vest  more  closely  round. 
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They  csme  witli  downcast  eyes,  remembering  well 
Their  terror  when  he  lent  haa  lofty  ear 
To  Umt  ambitiouB  bod,  and  how  the  lakes 
Shrank  under  him,  and  how  the  riTen  paue'd 
In  silence,  and  how  Fo  himself,  although 
From  heaven  descended,  waa  enwrapt  in  flames ; 
Bememberinfftoo  the  clangnr  of  hla  bow 
Bent  against  Python,  when  Diana's  self 
Trembled  at  her  deliverer :  well  they  knew 
The  power,  for  good  or  evil,  of  the  Qod, 
And  kept  tjie  fearful  secret  in  tb^  broasta. 

Soon  they  recovered  ;  soon  they  pitied  her 
The  victim  of  such  cruelty  :  the  words 
Of  pity  Dryope  well  understood, 
Replying  not.     They  lookt  into  her  eyes 
A  littlo  languid ;  on  her  neck  they  lookt 
A  little  moist ;  they  own'd  her  pouting  lip 
Was  worthy  of  the  God. 

Each  silly  askt 
Some  little  question ;  she  could  only  blush. 
Slowly,  nor  staying  to  reprove,  she  went 
Amid  their  giggles  to  her  father's  house. 
They,  growing  bolder,  might  mayhap  have  told 
The  ti^  to  others,  but  had  gazed  too  near 
For  basbfuX  Nymphs  ;  beside,  Diana's  wrath 
They  dreaded  if  her  brother  they  betraid. 

Dryope,  now  Andrfemon's  happy  spouse 
And  mother  of  Amphiasos,  eveiy  spring 
Is  celebrated  thro'  the  groves  and  vales 
Of  CEta,  where  the  ptean  had  been  sung. 


COKESUS  AND  CAUJRHOE. 

With  song  and  dance  the  maidn  of  Calydon 

Had  met  to  celebrate  tbe  yearly  rites 

Of  Bacchus.    Where  two  taller  whirl  around 

The  rope,  and  call  another  to  run  in, 

A  wanton  one  puafat  forward  her  who  stood 

Aside  her  ;  when  she  stumbled  th^  all  laught 

To  see  her  upriKht  heels  and  scattered  hair. 

'TwB»  then,  CaUirhoe,  that  thy  mother  fail'd 
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Even  with  pTSyer  to  bring  thee  baok  again 

Before  the  altar :  it  is  said  a  tear 

BoU'd  down  thy  cheek  from  shaiae,  and  not  vithont 

A  blnah  of  anger  .  .  who  on  earth  can  vouch 

For  this  F  since  both  thy  hands  hid  both  thy  cheeks. 

Bising  from  his  high  seat  the  youthful  priest 
Came  forward,  pitying  her :  of  ^aceful  mien 
CoresuB  vas,  and  worthy  of  his  God. 
Ah  poor  Goresus !  luckless  was  the  hour 
Of  his  first  meeting  her  ;  there  might  have  been 
Hour  more  propitious  ;  she  perhaps  had  loved 
Distractedly  the  youth  she  now  abhor'd; 
He  too,  unleaa  her  blushes  and  her  tears 
Had  penetrated  deep  his  generous  heart, 
Might  have  loved  on  and  sung  his  woes  away. 
Now  neither  butting  goat  nor  honeyed  must 
Pour'd  by  the  straining  boya  between  hia  horns 
Begarded  he ;  no,  nor  with  wonted  cheer 
Appealed  to  him  the  Ood  of  gamesome  glee. 
Not  even  when  Hesper  call'd  his  winking  train 
Around  him,  and  when  shook  the  lower  shrubs 
Uore  than  the  breeze  had  shaken  them  erewhUe, 
Would  he  decline  his  aching  eyes  to  sleep  ; 
But  out  of  the  indosure,  where  the  grass 
Was  rank  with  fallen  leaves  and  heavy  dew. 
Lonely  he  stood  beneath  an  ilex  shade, 
And  meditated  long  and  soon  forgot 
The  words  he  had  to  say :  he  could  recall 
(He  thought)  her  features,  but  before  him  rose 
A  face  less  beautiful,  not  less  severe. 
Uany  the  days  he  sought  the  maid  in  vain, 
Many  the  nights  he  stood  before  the  house  ; 
She  waits  not  even  to  he  seen  ;  no  foot 
Passes  her  door,  and  the  dog  barks,  but  straight 
Up  springs  she  from  her  chair  ;  she  surely  hears 
And  knows  his  tread ;  what  other  can  it  be  ? 
When  she  would  break  a  thread  off  with  her  teeth 
She  stops,  and  holds  it  in  a  trembling  hand 
Suspended,  jwit  above  the  humid  lip 
White  now  with  fear ;  and  often  her  loose  locks 
She  dashes  back  to  place  a  surer  ear 
Against  the  hinge :  is  any  footfall  heard 
Passing  the  portico,  ho  steps  that  way  ; 
If  soft  the  sound,  he  stands  there,  none  bat  he : 
If  none,  he  certainly  is  close  behind. 

The  reed  grows  harder  from  perpetual  winds, 
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From  feara  perpetual  harder  grows  the  maid. 
At  first  Gallu-hoe  scarcely  woidd  confess 
To  her  own  mother,  ecarcel;  to  herself ; 
Now  she  b  ready,  now  she  is  resolved 
With  savage  speech  his  fondness  to  repay, 
Words  she  would  gather  for  his  punishment. 
And  is  more  angry  when  she  finds  not  one  ; 
An  aggravation  of  his  past  offence. 

Flexible  is  the  coral  oranch  beneath 
The  Erythreean  sea ;  to  air  exposed 
It  stiffens,  no  strong  hand  can  bend  it  hock : 
Such  was  her  nature :  she  had  laid  aside 
Her  former  maimers  ;  its  ingenuous  shame 
Quitted  that  cheek  it  lately  discomposed ; 
Crowds  she  avoided  not,  nor  greatly  cared 
If  others  knew  what  she  but  yesterday 
Was  vext  at  knowing :  she  r^oiced  to  hear 
A  name  she  loath'd  so  late.     Vainglory  caught 
And  made  a  plaything  of  an  empty  heart. 
"When  she  hears  footsteps  from  behind,  she  checks 
Her  own,  to  let  him  either  stop  or  pass  ; 
She  would  not  wish  his  love  nor  hirn  away, 
Conscious  that  she  is  walking  over  fire 
Unwounded,  on  a  level  with  the  Gods, 
And  rendering  null  the  noblest  gifts  they  gave. 

Where  grows  a  dittany  that  heals  the  smart 
Love's  brt^en  arrow  leaves  within  the  breast  f 
He  loves  not  who  such  anguish  can  endure, 
He  who  can  hurst  asunder  such  a  bond 
Loves  not. 

Hard-breathing  from  his  inmost  soul 
Coresue  seiz'd  her  hand,  then  threw  it  back 
And  ponr'd  forth  with  stem  look  these  bitter  words. 
"  No  longer  ask  I  pity  on  my  grief, 
Callirhoe  !  'tis  unworthy  of  us  Doth, 
But  there  is  one  who  knows  it,  one  above, 
And  will  avenge  it.    Thou  hast  seen  the  last 
Of  all  the  tears  these  eyes  will  ever  shed  ; 
This  grieves  me,  and  this  only  .  .  Pestilence 
Now  stalks  in  darkness  on  from  street  to  street. 
And  slow  steps  follow  :  wasted,  worn  away, 
The  aged  are  gone  forth  to  learn  the  will 
Of  those  we  worship ;  and  their  late  return, 
Lookt  for  since  dawn  from  all  the  higher  roofs. 
In  vain  is  lookt  for.    Thro'  the  cii^  Ge 
Children  whom  djing  parents  would  embrace. 


.y  Google 


rLS,  KTC]  CORESUS  AMD  CALLIRHOE. 

Innocent  children !  they  have  not  been  Bpared, 
Aud  sliall  the  guilty  before  heaven  escape  ? 

I  ffae  contemn'd,  and  I  deaetv'd  contempt, 
I  Wed  imprudently  ;  yet  throughout  life 
Thoee  arts  I  cherisht  which  lead  youth  aright, 
And  strengthen  manhood  and  adorn  old-ase. 
Old-age  !  for  me  there  will  be  none  ;  my  brow 
Hath  vara  its  crown  .  .  for  what  ?  that  festal  songs 
Uay  rise  aroimd  the  altar,  sung  by  thee. 
Worthy  I  waa  to  woo,  and  woo  I  did ; 
I  am  unwoTthy  now,  and  now  afaetain, 
Subjected  to  uie  levity  of  all, 

Even  my  own  friends  :  and  yet  might  I  have  stood 
Above  thoBO  e^ual-aged,  whether  me  prize 
Were  olive,  given  by  heroes,  whether  bay 
Which  only  Gods,  and  they  on  few,  bestow, 
Or  whether,  0  CaJlirhoe !  in  thy  love. 

Let  kings  throw  largesses  around,  let  earth 
And  ocean  be  explored  that  vulgar  eyes 
Uay  gaze  at  vulvar  heads  rais'd  somewhat  higher, 
The  Gods  alone  give  genius,  they  alone 
Give  beauty  . .  why  so  seldom  to  unite ! 
She  shines  Jier  hour,  aud  then  the  worshiper 
Kses  and  goes.    Genius  stands  cold,  apart, 
Like  Saturn  in  the  skies  ;  his  aspect  seems. 
To  mortal  men  below,  oblique,  malign  .  .  ." 

While  he  was  epeaHng  and  about  to  pause, 
Downcast,  with  silent  and  slow  step  appioacfat 
They  who  went  forth  to  touch  with  purest  hands 
The  altar,  and  appease  the  offended  Powers. 
The  vin^  saw  tiiem  coming ;  soon  she  heard 
A  crowd's  tumultuous  outcries  and  turned  pale ; 
But  paler  was  Coresus  who  presaged 
The  impending  evil ;  psler  when  ne  heard 
Curses  and  (painf  uller)  immodest  speech. 
He  hastened  to  withdraw  her ;  but  aloud 
Palsemcm  cried, 

' '  Stay  here !  stay  here  thou  too 
0  wretched  girl !  and  take  die  words  I  bring, 
The  God's  own  words :  no  longer  shall  the  tiirong 
Around  thee  rise  infuriate,  nor  shall  maids 
And  matrons  turn  on  thee  their  dying  look 
Or  call  the  torch  funereal  by  thy  name." 

Impatient  and  exultant  sprang  the  youth ; 
Wildly  he  threw  his  arms  around  her  neck. 
Then,  falling  on  hie  knees, 
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"  Hail  thou,"  he  cried, 
"  Who  fiUest  with  thy  deiir  the  grove 
Of  high  Dodona,  and  withhrow  serene 
Hast  clear'd  the  troubled  shy ! 

She  lives !  ahe  lires ! 
The  source  of  sorrow  to  none  else  than  me : 
Neither  my  dreams  nor  BaochuB  promiat  this." 
Fahainan,  after  solemn  eilenoe,  spake : 

"  AJaa !  how  sadly  do  young  hopes  deceive ! 
The  sight  of  future  things  was  granted  thee 
In  vain  :  Love  lowers  his  saSron  veil,  runs  off, 
And  thro'  the  dmmess  thou  seeet  only  Love. 

Forward,  ye  youths !  since  Jupiter  ordains, 
And  since  the  son  of  Bemele  hath  deign'd 
To  honour  and  avenge  his  chosen  priest, 
Lead  the  peace-offermg,  the  pure  victim,  forth  .  . 
Lead  forth  Callirhoe." 

Thro'  the  maiden's  veins 
The  blood  crept  cold :  she  staggered,  fell  .  .  upheav'd 
And  drag'd  away  by  some  strong  aim,  she  reacht 
The  temple :  consciousness  (not  soon)  retum'd 
Thro'  the  loud  tramplings,  on  the  marble  floor. 
Of  those  who  carried  incense  fresh-alight. 
And  the  salt  sprinklings  from  the  frigid  font. 

"  Take,"  said  Falsemon,  trembling  as  he  spake, 
"  Take  thou  this  sword,  Coresus !  'tia  thy  part. 
Often  hast  thou  the  avenging  (Jods  invoked, 
And  wouldst  thou  cast  aside  the  vows  they  grant  f 
Impious !  impossible !  no  grace  is  this 
To  thee,  but  sign  to  all  that  in  his  priest 
Wrong'd  and  offended  is  the  God  he  serves, 
Wammg  to  all  that  vows  be  wisely  vow'd. 
But  if  among  this  concourse  there  stand  one 
Who  pities  so  the  victim,  that  for  hers 
He  yields  his  life,  then  shall  the  pestUenoe, 
Tinder  Jove's  saving  son,  our  Baodms,  cease." 

With  his  vein'd  ^nd  a  tear  the  youth  swept  off : 
Less  mournfully  than  scornfully  said  he, 

"Listen!  how  swift,  how  stUl,  their  steps  retreat ! 
Now  then,  Callirhoe !  now  my  breast  is  firm  ; 
None  stand  before  me  :  in  a  father's  place 
And  in  a  lover's  I  will  here  discharge 
No  empty  duty." 

Cries  and  groans  are  heard. 
And  seen  upon  the  pavement  where  he  stood 
His  writhing  limbs. 
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WiUi  sudden  terror  fli«a 
The  crowd  beirildered,  dreading  lest  a  blood 
So  aacred  ehoutd  run  on  and  reach  their  feet 
The  temple  and  the  grove  around  it  moou, 
And  other  munnun,  other  criee,  than  rose 
80  lately,  fill  the  dty  and  the  plain. 

First  fliee  the  rumour  that  the  priest  had  fallen 
Bjy  his  own  hand ;  it  gathered  force,  and  eoon 
That  both  were  emitten  by  the  wrathful  Qods. 
From  its  own  weight  is  that  vast  multitude 
Puaht  onward,  driven  back,  oonglomeiated. 
Broken,  disperat,  like  waves  on  stonay  seas. 


CATILLUS  AND  8ALLV. 

AoAiNST  the  lintel  of  Yoltumn&'s  fane, 
Which  from  the  Cyminus  surveya  the  lake 
And  grove  of  ancient  oaks,  OatUlus  left 
Hie  spear ;  his  steed  stood  panting,  and  afraid 
Sometimes  of  sight  obscure,  sometimes  of  sound 
Strange  to  h't^^,  of  wild  beast  or  falling  bark 
Blackened  by  fire,  and  even  of  wither'd  leaves 
IrVhirl'd  by  the  wind  above  his  bridle-bit. 

"  Voltumna,"  cried  the  youth,  "  do  not  reject 
My  vow  to  Suha ;  she  deepisoth  not, 
Nor  doth  her  father,  love  so  pure  as  mine ; 
But  there  are  oracles  which  both  believe 
Are  obstacles  against  the  nuptial  torch. 
Goddeae !  thou  knowest  what  the  Powers  above 
Threaten,  for  from  thy  fane  the  threats  proceed. 
Thine  be  it  all  such  sorrow  to  dispeU ! 
AmphiarauB  could,  not  long  ago. 
Have  taught  me  what  impended ;  with  him  went 
His  art,  akis  !  he  with  hia  car  of  fire 
Sunk  near  lemenos.' 

Ancient  bards  have  sung 
That  the  king's  house  and  king  himself  must  fall. 
And  that  his  daughter,  when  Bhe  weds,  will  bring 
Destruction  on  them  both.     Her  braver  heart 
Sees  thro'  the  oracles,  at  first  obscure. 
Nor  fears  to  love  me ;  should  not  I  abide 
The  fate  of  arms,  wWtever  it  may  be  ? 
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I  vould  not  ihej  Bhould  part  ub  ;  I  would  sow 

Asd  erer  be  -mibi  hor,  alUio'  the  Gods 

80  will  that  we  must  pass  the  Stygian  pool 

Or,  what  is  worse,  roam  thro'  the  etranger'B  land. 

0  Salia !  be  thoa  "linn  a  smgle  day, 

Another's  never,  nor  a  boni^t  man's." 

A  hollow  murmur  moyes  the  forest  heads, 

The  temple  gleams,  and  from  the  inner  shrine 

A  Toice  la  heard,  "  TJnhaptiy  daughter !  sprung 

Of  parent  more  unh^py,  tnus  forewam'd 

Of  coming  woe."     The  Toicea  ceast .  .  the  groves 

Afar  resounded  when  the  portal  closed. 

Silence  more  awful  followed,  thro'  the  sky 

And  lofty  wood  and  solitary  fane ; 

If  any  bird  winged  over,  in  that  bird 

He  saw  not  whence  might  come  an  augury 

To  solace  his  torn  heart ;  among  dense  shade 

Some  there  might  be ;  but  over  all  the  lake 

He  heard  no  sound,  no  swan  was  visible. 

For  shining  afar  off  they  floated  high, 

Or  smooth'd  their  wings  upon  the  swelling  wave. 

Now  he  thro'  shady  fields  of  trelhsed  vine 
"Waving  o'er-head,  and  thin-leaved  olives  hied. 
'Twos  evening  ;  on  the  earth  he  threw  himself, 
Hoping  some  dream  might  waft  away  his  dread. 
Sh^p  was  the  radiance  of  the  stars  above, 
And  aU  the  aiy  Boem'd  moving  in  a  course 
It  never  yet  had  moved  in  ;  what  he  heard 
Beneath  the  roof  of  Anius,  and  within 
The  temple  of  Voltunma,  now  retum'd, 
And  what  seem'd  there  so  difBcult,  he  felt 
Plain  to  expound  and  easy  to  achieve. 

The  daughter  and  the  father  he  resolves 
To  save  forthwith ;  he  snatches  up  the  rein, 
liOaps  on  his  chu'ger,  and  ere  breaks  the  dawn 
Beadles  the  dty-gate :  few  sentries  stood 
Before  or  near  it,  long  enjoying  peace. 
Well  might  the  troop  have  known  their  youthful  friend, 
Broad-chested,  of  high  brow,  of  lustrous  eye, 
Familiar  speech,  large  heart  and  liberal  hand, 
And  prompt  on  horse  or  foot  with  Argive  spear. 
Fast  went  he  to  the  mansion  of  the  kmg. 
Beneath  the  gateway  Feriphas  he  meets. 
Seizes  his  hand,  "  I  haste  to  Salia," 
Cries  he,  "  Toltumna  threatens  mortal  woe, 
"Woe  which  her  father  never  can  avert. 


.y  Google 


itLS,  iTc]  CATILLDS  AND  SALIA. 

Piety  may  be  blind,  love  open-eyed 

la  ever  on  tbe  watch  :  I  bring  with  me 

The  Qoddeaa's  own  words,  words  now  confirmed 

By  surest  omens,  even  by  my  dreams." 

Unhappy  Salia  had  already  paet. 
She  early  every  morning  aacnficod 
To  Dian  in  the  little  fane  anear 
The  city-gate  :  the  hero's  threatening  steed 
Neigh'd,  and  the  palace-archway  sounded  loud 
From  frequent  tramps  of  his  impatient  hoof. 
It  was  the  hour  when  each  expiring  lamp 
Crackled  beneath,  now  showing,  hiding  now, 
'    The  chain  it  bung  by ;  when  tlie  bind  pi^jmr.'d 
To  throw  upon  tlie  slowly  rieing  ox 
His  wooden  collar,  slow  liimsolf,  morose 
With  broken  sloep  ;  along  the  lower  sky 
Reddened  a  long  tliin  line  of  light  that  show'd 
But  indiatiuc-tly  the  divided  fields. 
Catilltis  meets  his  Salia,  "  Fly."  cries  he, 
"  Fly  while  'tis  possible ;  tlie  Gods  have  given 
Sure  omens ;  now  distrust  them  never  more." 
He  lifts  her,  ere  she  answors,  on  the  atced, 
Jjeaps  on  it  after,  spurs  with  rapid  hoel 
The  flank,  and  off  uiey  fly.     "  Now  tremble  not, 
My  Salia,  there  was  room  and  time  for  fear 
AVhen  flight  was  difficult  and  liope  unsure, 
Dian,  to  bless  thy  pious  vow,  had  given 
What  now  Yoltumna  gives  ;  fallacious  dream 
Came  never  from  her  fane.     Feel,  Salia,  feel 
How  quiet,  without  snort  and  without  shy, 
Uovee  under  us  the  generous  beast  wc  ride  ! 
Is  then  my  arm  too  tight  around  thy  waist  ? 
I  will  relax  this  bondage  .  .  and  stiU  sigh ! 
Weary  thou  must  be ;  we  will  here  dismount 
And  leave  behind  us  the  brave  beast  to  rest 
Under  the  roof-tree  of  that  cottage  near. 
We  will  reward  him  for  his  oaten  bread, 
And  for  the  skiS  he  idly  lies  along." 

Lai^  was  the  recomjionse ;  the  pair  inibarkt ; 
The  hmda  stood  wondenng,  "  Are  lAey  thai  tome  Godtf" 
Muttered  he  to  himself. 

The  little  sail 
CatiUus  hoisted,  hoisted  leisurely. 
That  he  might  turn  it  whatsoever  breeee 
Haply  should  rise,  but  more  that  he  might  sit 
On  the  same  thwui,  and  near  enough  to  screen 
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The  f ftoe  of  Salia  from  the  level  sun, 
And  any  gaiers  from  the  banks  they  paw. 
CatiUus  listened ;  and  whatever  voice 
Came  to  his  ear,  he  shuddered  at,  but  most 
Dreaded  lest  Fescennine  loose  song  reach  hera. 
Cautious  he  was  of  meednff  the  approach 
Of  the  Yolainians ;  he  would  then  avoid 
The  floweiy  fields  that  Forfar's  rills  refresh. 
And  those  too  where,  when  SirioB  flamee  above, 
HimoUa  guides  her  little  stream  away. 
Therefore  he  wisely  wore  a  coarse  attire. 
Unrecognized,  and  seem'd  a  stmuger  hind 
Betunung  to  his  kin  at  even-tide. 
His  crest  and  spear  beneath  dense  rushes  lay. 
Long  was  the  way  by  land,  by  water  long, 
Nor  would  he,  if  he  could,  say  what  remain'd 
To  travel  yet.     "  Thou  seest  with  how  mild  light 
Hesper  advances,  oscillating 
Alone  upon  the  water ;  how  befriends  us 
The  pale  and  tender  sky ;  earth,  water,  heaven, 
Conspire  to  help  us."     Sleepless,  nor  inclined 
To  slumber,  both  form  dreams :  supreme  the  bliss 
Soon  to  be  theirs,  if  but  one  touch  mflamee 
Each  thrilling  fibre  with  euch  high  delight. 
Never  be  wise,  ye  youths ;  be  credulous ; 
Happiness  rests  upon  credulih'. 
"Why  should  I,  were  it  possible,  relate 
In  what  discourses  hour  succeeded  hour. 
How  calm  the  woods,  how  rich  the  cultured  fields. 
Or  in  how  many  places  they  could  spend 
Their  lives  most  willingly,  or  why  recount 
The  girlish  fears  when  any  sudden  swell 
A  hand's-breadth  high  rose  up  against  the  skiff. 
Or  lower  bough  and  slender  toucht  her  cheek  ? 
Gatillus  too  was  not  without  his  fears ; 
Whether  some  silent  woman  crept  along 
The  river  side,  expecting  the  return 
Of  tardy  husband,  or  buret  suddenly 
The  light  from  cottage  near,  or  fisherman 
Crowi^d  the  black  corks  along  his  net  with  flames. 
All  night  their  watery  way  do  they  pursue. 
At  dawn  CatiUus  willingly  was  borne 
On  where  the  stream  grew  lighter ;  to  the  rigfat 
He  left  those  seven  h^,  of  name  unknown, 
"Where  dwelt  Evajider :  upon  one  had  stood 
A  fortress  built  by  Saturn,  opposite 
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Had  Janns  Taie'd  one  ;  both  vere  now  decayed ; 

Catillus  wondered  bow  such  mighty  piles 

Could  ever  perish.    He  had  soon  amved 

Upon  the  borders  of  his  native  home. 

He  took  the  maiden's  lumd ;  he  prest  her  chin, 

Baiainff  it  up  to  cheer  her,  and  he  said, 

"  'Tis  lawful  now  to  visit  those  abrupt 

And  shattered  rocks,  that  headlong  stream,  that  cave 

Kesounding  with  the  voices  of  the  Nympha ; 

Here  is  thy  domicile,  thy  country  here, 

And  here  the  last  of  all  thy  cares  shall  rest. 

Preserv'd  by  thee  thy  sire,  thy  faith  preserv'd, 

AniuB  will  not  regret  that  thou  hast  skown 

Obedience  to  the  Qods,  and  given  to  him 

A  son  who  will  not  shame  birn  by  the  choice. 

Think,  who  will  envy  us  our  runil  life  ? 

What  savage  mortal  carry  thee  away  ? 

Thy  father's  kingdom  who  will  dare  invade  f 

We  have  our  own,  let  every  other  rest ! 

Now  peace  be  with  the  Sabines.*     May  thy  sire 

Enjoy  it  long,  unanxious  and  secure  ! 
-    Inet^id  of  r^Jm  for  dower,  instead  of  gates 

With  soldiers  for  their  bars,  be  thou  content 

With  the  deep  wood  where  never  Mars  was  heard 

Above  the  Tiber  ere  he  leaps  and  foams. 

Or  doze  where  under  willowy  banks  obscure 

Pareusios  gently  winds  his  gleamy  wave. 

Look !  what  a  distance  we  have  left  behind ! 

How  the  fields  narrow  which  we  thought  so  vast ! 

How  the  sun  reacheB  down  the  city-wall 

Even  to  the  base,  and  glows  with  yellower  light." 

Whereat  her  eyes  she  raises,  but  not  yet 

To  his ;  the  ancient  city  she  surveys 

Dimly  thro'  tears,  ' '  Live,  0  my  father !  live. 

Be  comforted,  be  happy !    If  Voltumna 

Commands  it,  never  let  thy  love  for  me 

Obstruct  our  pious  duties :  let  me  live 

Amid  the  solid  darkness  of  these  woods, 

Or  see  nought  else  than  that  mysterious  lakef 

Which  other  than  its  own  shades  wrap  in  gloom, 

Enough  for  me  if  thee  I  leave  at  rest. 
CatiUus  heard  the  pious  wish,  and  said, 

"  Behold  that  rest  at  last  by  thee  secured ! 
*  Plutarc  reckons  m  Sabinee  the  Volsinuiu.     The  nation'  of  Ttalj  oftsn 
chanKcd  theii  bonndariM. 
t  Smtii  iilandt  coDpoMd  of  weedi  float  apon  the  lake. 
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Howerer  might  Voltumna  have  deeired 

One  BO  devout  and  duteous  to  retain, 

She  bade  thee  go,  for  ehe  had  heard  thy  prayer. 

Now  art  thou  mine  indeed,  now  lawfully 

And  safely  love  and  liberty  are  ours  ; 

No  deities  oppose  us  :  here  is  home." 

He  raisee  up  his  helm ;  it  lights  the  copse 

With  splendour ;  soon  the  rural  youth  come  down 

With  oxen  reekmg  from  laborioiie  plough. 

And  war-horse  after  his  long  rest  from  toiL 

Tet,  slower  with  all  these  auxiliaries 

The  hours  moved  on  than  when  tlte  oar  at  eve 

Was  thrown  upon  the  thwart,  and  when  the  winds 

Had  their  own  will. 

Catillus  would  not  land 
Near  bare  and  open  downs  ;  he  knew  a  path 
Safer  and  pleasonter,  where  soft  and  cool 
About  the  hazels  rose  high  grass  o'er  moss. 
"  But,  Salia !  one  step  farther  .  .  let  us  on, 
And  we  shall  view  from  that  so  short  ascent 
Our  own  domains,  our  Tibur." 

They  had  reacht 
The  summit :  thence  what  sees  she  opposite  ? 
Only  the  wavy  willows  bend  their  heads  . 
Below  her,  only  higher  elms  o'ershade 
The  darker  herbage,  and  their  trailing  vines 
Which  pat  and  pat  again  the  passant  stream. 
What  sees  she  then,  fastening  immovably 
Her  eyes  upon  one  object  ?  why  so  pale  ? 
Her  father  1  at  first  sight  of  him  her  limbs 
Stiffen  to  stone. 

He  from  across  exclaims, 
"Staythee,  0  wretched  girl !  whom  wouldst  thou  fly  ?  " 
She  wrencbt  her  feet  from  where  they  stood,  and  tlew 
Fast«r  at  every  word,  but  slower  seem'd 
Her  flight  to  her  at  every  step  she  took. 
Douhtml  it  was  to  those  upon  the  walls 
Whether  t^e  drew  the  youth  along,  his  spear 
Holding  as  now  she  did  in  mortal  dread. 
Or  whether  he  was  guiding,  to  assure 
Her  footsteps ;  she  was  foremost  of  the  two 
Where  the  road  was  not  wide  enough  for  both. 
He  where  the  incumbent  rock  was  hard  to  climb. 
Indignant  Anius  watches  them  mount  up. 
Watches  them  enter  thro'  the  citj-gato 
Amid  loud  trumpets  and  applause  as  loud. 
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He  raged  not,  wail'd  not,  but  both  hands  compreet 
His  burning  brov.     How  bitter  must  be  grief 
That  euch  sweet  scenee  one  moment  fail  to  lull ! 
Firt  stood  he  just  above  the  cave  profound 
Whence  flows  FareusioB,  but  the  toirent'e  roar 
He  heard  not ;  saw  not  the  white  dust  of  spray 
Return  above  it  over  mead  and  wood, 
Wherein  are  many  birds  that  raise  the  throat, 
Pouring  a  song  inaudible,  and  more 
That  fly  the  eternal  thunder ;  for  their  neets 
Were  not  built  there,  nor  there  their  loves  inspired. 
Others  protect  their  brood  with  cowering  wing 
Or  flit  around  to  bring  them  food,  unscejed. 

"  The  world  as  ever  let  Injustice  rule, 
Let  men  and  Qods  look  on  and  little  heed. 
Let  violence  overturn  the  bust,  and  spill 
The  treasured  ashes,  yet  above  the  tomb 
Sits  holy  Grief,  and  watchful  Uuse  warns  off 
Obhvion. 

Why,  O  Powers  above  !  from  lands 
The  fairest  on  me  earth,  why  should  complaint 
Eise  up  from  mortal  to  your  blest  abode  ? 
Why  from  a  father's  breast,  from  Anius  ? 
Who  offered  ever  gifts  more  cheerfully 
Before  your  altars,  or  with  purer  hands  ?  " 
Anius  emote  his  breast,  and  gaspt  and  groan'd, 

"  Piely !  where  now  find  it !     She  deserts 
Her  parent,  conscious  as  she  can  but  be 
Of  ills  impending  :  kind,  religious,  chaste. 
All  ever  uiought  her  ;  so  she  was  to  all, 
Alas  !  that  I  alone  could  not  deserve 
To  be,  as  faithless  stranger  is,  beloved  !  " 
A  pause  ensued,  and  then  witji  bitter  scorn, 

"  Now  learn  I  what  a  daughter's  duty  is  ! 
0  partner  of  my  sorrows  and  my  joys. 
Whose  sole  contention  throughout  life  was  which 
Should  be  the  fonder  parent  of  the  two. 
If  Libitina  had  prolonged  thy  days 
How  wouldst  thou  mourn  such  contest !     I  have  since 
Assumed  tiiy  place  :  when  any  little  pain 
Befell  her,  ught  as  may  be,  could  I  rest  ? 
Oould  I  away  from  her  bedside  ?  " 

Hedasht 
The  tear  from  oft  his  burning  cheek,  and  cried 
In  agony  and  desperate,  "  Go  then ;  seize 
The  nuptial  torch,  and  sing  endearing  song, 
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As  once  at  home  ;  let  down  the  saffron  veil .  . 

And  be  thy  child,  if  child  thou  have,  like  thee. 

If  other  rites  thou  hast  omitted  all, 

If  without  dower,  auch  dower  as  king  should  give 

With  daughter,  if  it  shames  thee  not  to  run 

Hidier  and  thither  over  foreign  lands. 

The  fault  is  mine,  thy  father's :  that  one  fault 

I  now  will  expiate  ;  I  can  yet  afford 

One  victiiD."     At  these  words,  there  where  the  rocks 

Protrude  above  the  channel  they  burst  through. 

Headlong  he  cast  himnelf  from  crag  to  crag ; 

And  then  rose  reddened  the  resurgent  spray. 

The  deed  is  unforyotten,  and  the  stream 

Is  now  called  Auio  since  tliat  fatal  hour. 


ENALLOS  AND  CYMODAMEIA 

A  VISION  came  o'er  three  young  men  at  once, 

A  vision  of  Apollo  :  each  had  heard 

The  same  command ;  each  followed  it ;  all  three 

Assembled  on  one  day  before  the  Gtod 

In  Lycia,  where  he  gave  his  oracle. 

Bright  shone  the  morning  ;  and  the  birds  that  build 

Their  nests  beneath  the  column-heads  of  fanes 

And  eaves  of  humbler  habitations,  dropt 

From  under  them  and  wheel'd  athwart  the  sky, 

When,  silently  and  reverently,  the  youths 

Marcht  side  by  aide  up  the  long  steps  that  led 

Toward  the  awful  God  who  dwelt  within. 

Of  those  three  youths  fame  hath  held  fast  the  name 

Of  one  alone  ;  nor  would  that  name  survive 

Unless  Love  had  suetain'd  it,  and  blown  off 

With  his  impatient  breath  the  mists  of  time. 

"  Ye  come,    the  God  said  mildly,  "  of  one  will 

To  people  what  is  desert  in  the  isle 

Of  Lemnoa  ;  but  strong  men  possess  its  shores  ; 

Nor  shall  you  execute  the  brave  emprize 

Unless,  on  the  third  day  from  going  forth. 

To  him  who  rules  the  waters  ye  devote 

A  virgin,  cast  into  the  sea  aUve." 

They  heard,  and  lookt  in  one  another's  face. 

And  then  bent  piously  before  the  shrine 

With  prayer  and  praises  and  thanksgiving  hymn. 
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And,  after  a  short  silence,  went  away, 

Taking  each  other'a  hand  and  swearing  truth, 

Then  to  the  ship  in  which  thej  came,  retum'd. 

Two  of  the  youths  were  joyous,  one  was  sad ; 

Bad  was  Ihiallos ;  yet  those  two  by  none 

Were  hived  ;  EnaUos  had  already  won 

Cymodameia,  and  the  torch  was  near. 

Sj  night,  by  day,  in  company,  alone. 

The  image  of  the  maiden  hll  d  Mb  breast 

To  the  heart's  brim.    Ah !  therefore  did  that  heart 

go  sink  within  him. 

They  have  sail'd ;  they  reach 
Their  home  again.     Sires,  matrons,  maidens,  throng 
The  plashing  port,  to  watch  the  gather'd  sail. 
And  who  eptiogs  first  and  farthest  upon  shore. 
Enallos  came  the  latest  from  the  deck, 
Swift  ran  the  romonr  what  the  God  had  said, 
And  fearful  were  the  maidens,  who  before 
Had  urged  the  sailing  of  the  youths  they  loved, 
That  they  might  give  their  hmxds,  and  have  their  homes. 
And  noree  their  children  ;  and  more  thoughts  perhaps 
lied  up  to  these,  and  even  ran  before. 
But  they  persuaded  easily  their  wooers 
To  Bail  without  them,  and  return  again 
When  they  had  seiz'd  the  virgin  on  the  way. 
Cymodameia  dreamt  three  nights,  the  three 
Before  their  fresh  departure,  that  her  own 
EnalloB  had  been  cast  into  the  deep. 
And  she  had  saved  him.     She  alone  emborkt 
Of  all  the  maidens,  and  unseen  by  all,  ^ 

And  hid  herself  b^ore  the  break  of  day 
Amone  the  cloaks  and  fruits  piled  high  aboard. 
But  when  the  noon  was  come,  and  the  repast 
Was  call'd  for,  there  they  found  her ;  and  they  call'd 
Eaallos  :  when  flnaUoa  lookt  upon  her, 
Forebodings  shook  him  -.  hopes  taia'd  ^,  and  love 
Warm'd  the  clear  cheek  while  she  wiped  off  the  spray. 
Kindly  were  all  to  her  and  dutiful ; 
And  she  slept  soundly  mid  the  leaves  of  fig 
And  vine,  and  far  as  far  could  be  apart. 
Now  the  third  mom  had  risen,  and  the  day 
Was  dark,  and  gusts  of  wind  and  hail  and  fogs 
Perplezt  them  :  land  they  saw  not  yet,  nor  knew 
Where  land  was  lying.     Sudden  lightnings  blazed, 
Thunder-daps  rattled  round  them.     The  pale  crew 
Howl'd  for  flie  victim.     ' '  Seire  her,  or  we  sink." 
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0  maid  of  Hndus !  I  would  linger  here 
To  lave  my  eyelids  at  the  nearest  rill, 
For  thou  hast  made  me  weep,  as  oft  thou  hast, 
Where  thou  and  I,  apart  from  living  men, 
And  two  or  three  cra^  higher,  sate  and  sang. 
Ah  I  must  I,  seeing  iB  my  way,  proceed  ? 
And  thy  voice  too,  Cymodameia  f  thine 
Comes  back  u^n  me,  helpless  as  thyself 
In  this  extremity.     Sad  words  1  sad  words ! 
"  0  save  me !  save !    Let  me  not  die  so  young 
Loving  thee  so !  let  me  not  cease  to  see  Uiee  F  ' 
Thus  prayed  Cymodameia. 

Thus  prayed  he. 
"  0  (3od !  who  givest  light  to  all  the  world. 
Take  not  from  me  what  makes  that  ligtt  most  blessed ! 
Qrant  me,  if  'tis  forbidden  me  to  save 
This  hapless  helpless  eea-devoted  maid. 
To  share  with  her  (and  bring  no  curses  up 
From  outraged  Neptune)  her  appointed  fate!  " 
They  wrung  her  from  hie  knee ;  they  hurl'd  her  do\ra 
(Clinging  in  vain  at  the  hard  slippery  pioh) 
Into  tiie  whitening  wave.     But  her  long  hidr 
Scarcely  had  risen  up  again  before 
Another  plunge  was  heard,  another  form 
Clove  the  straight  tine  of  bubbling  foam,  direct 
As  ringdove  after  ringdove.    Oroans  from  all 
Burst,  for  the  roaring  sea  ingulpht  them  both. 
Onward  the  vessel  flew ;  the  skies  again 
Shone  bright,  and  thunder  roU'd  along,  not  wroth, 
But  gently  murmuring  to  the  white-irmg'd  sails. 
LemnoB  at  dose  of  evening  was  in  sight. 
The  shore  was  won ;  the  fields  markt  out ;  and  roofs 
Collected  the  dun  wings  that  seek  house-fare ; 
And  presently  the  ruddy-bosom'd  guest 
Of  winter,  knew  the  doors  :  then  infant  cries 
Were  heard  within ;  and  lastly  tottering  steps 
Pattered  along  the  image- stationed  hall. 
Ay,  three  full  years  had  come  and  gone  again, 
And  often,  when  the  flame  on  windy  nights 
Suddenly  flicker'd  from  the  mountain-ash 
FUed  high,  men  pusht  almost  from  under  them 
The  bench  on  which  they  talkt  about  the  dead. 
Ueanwhile  beneficent  ApoUo  saw 
With  his  bright  eyes  into  the  sea's  oalm  depth. 
And  there  he  saw  Enallos,  there  he  saw 
Cymodameia.    Gravely-gladsome  light 
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Environed  them  with  its  eternal  green, 

Ajid  many  nymphs  sate  round  ;  one  blew  aloud 

The  epiral  shell ;  one  drew  bright  ehorda  across 

Shell  more  ezpansiTe  ;  tenderly  &  third 

With  cowering  Up  hung  o'er  the  flute,  and  stopt 

At  will  its  dulcet  eob,  or  waked  to  joy  ; 

A  fourth  took  up  the  lyre  and  pincht  the  stiinga, 

Invisible  by  trembling ;  many  tais'd 

Clear  voices.     Thus  tney  Bj>ent  their  happy  hours. 

I  know  them  all ;  but  all  with  eyes  downcast, 

Oonscions  of  loving,  have  entreated  me 

I  would  not  utter  now  their  names  above. 

Behold,  among  these  natives  of  the  sea 

There  stands  but  one  young  man  i  how  fair !  how  fond ! 

Ah  !  were  he  fond  to  th«m .'     It  may  not  be ! 

Yet  did  they  tend  him  mom  and  eve ;  by  night 

They  also  watcht  his  slumbers ;  then  they  heard 

His  sighs,  nor  his  alone ;  for  there  were  two 

To  whom  the  watch  was  hateful.     In  despair 

Upward  he  rais'd  his  arms,  and  thus  he  prayed, 

"  0  Phcebus !  on  the  higher  world  alone 

Bhowerest  thou  all  thy  blessingB  ?     Great  indeed 

Hath  been  thy  favour  to  me,  great  to  her  ; 

Sut  she  pines  inly,  and  calls  beautiful 

Kore  than  herself  the  Nymphs  she  sees  around, 

And  asks  me  '  Are  they  not  more  beautiful  ? ' 

Be  all  more  beautiful,  be  all  more  blest. 

But  not  with  me !     Eolease  her  from  the  sight ; 

Bestore  her  to  a  happier  home,  and  dry 

With  thy  pure  beams,  above,  her  bitter  tears ! " 

She  saw  bim  in  the  action  of  his  prayer, 
Troubled,  and  ran  to  soothe  him.     From  ike  ground, 
Ere  she  had  claspt  his  neck,  her  feet  were  borne. 
He  caught  her  robe ;  and  its  white  radiance  rose 
Bapidly,  all  day  long,  through  the  green  sea. 
EnalloB  loost  not  from  that  robe  his  grasp. 
But  spaun'd  one  ancle  too.     The  swift  ascent 
Had  stmm'd  them  into  slumber,  sweet,  serene, 
Invigorating  her,  nor  letting  loose 
The  lover's  arm  below  ;  albeit  at  last 
It  closed  those  eyes  intensely  fixt  thereon. 
And  still  as  fixt  in  dreaming.    Both  were  cast 
TJpon  an  island  till'd  by  peaceful  men 
And  few  (no  port  nor  road  accessible) 
Fruitful  and  green  as  the  abode  they  left. 
And  warm  with  summer,  warm  with  lore  and  song. 
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'Tia  said  that  some  vhom  most  Apollo  lores 
Have  Been  that  ialand,  guided  by  nie  light ; 
And  others  have  gone  near  it,  but  a  fog 
Bose  up  between  them  abd  the  lofty  rocks ; 
Tet  they  relate  they  saw  it  quite  as  well. 
And  diepherd-boys  and  pious  hinds  believe. 


PAN  AND  PITTS. 

Gkahb  to  complain  of  what  the  Fates  decree, 
Whether  shall  Death  have  carried  off  or  (worse) 
Another,  thy  heart's  treasure  :  bitter  Styx 
Hath  overflowed  the  dales  of  Arcady, 
And  Cares  have  risen  to  the  realms  above. 
By  Fan  and  Boreas  was  a  Dryad  wooed, 
Pitys  her  name,  her  haunt  the  grove  and  wild  : 
Boreas  she  fled  from,  upon  Pan  she  gazed 
With  a  sly  fondness,  yet  accusing  him 
Of  fickle  mind ;  and  mis  was  her  reproof. 

' '  Ah  why  do  men,  or  Oods  who  ought  to  see 
Hore  clearly,  think  that  bonds  will  bind  for  ever  ! 
Often  have  stormy  seas  borne  safely  home 
A  ship  to  perish  in  its  port  at  last ; 
Even  they  themselves,  m  other  thin^  unchanged. 
Are  mutable  in  love ;  even  he  who  rules 


All  of  it ;  worst  are  they  who  sing  the  beet, 
And  thou,  Pan,  worse  than  alL 

By  what  deceit 
Begniledst  thou  the  Goddess  of  the  night  ? 
0  waiy  shepherd  of  the  snow-white  flock ! 
Ay,  thy  reeds  crackled  with  thy  scorching  flames 
And  burst  with  sobs  and  groans  .  .  the  snow-white  flock 
Was  safe,  the  love-sick  swain  kept  sharp  look  there. 
Wonderest  thou  such  report  should  reach  my  ear  ? 
And  widenest  thou  thine  eyes,  half-ready  now 
To  swear  it  all  away,  and  to  conceal 
The  fountain  of  Selinos.     So !  thou  knoweet 
Nothing  about  that  shallow  brook,  those  herbs 
It  waves  in  running,  nothing  of  the  stones 
Smooth  as  the  pavement  of  a  temple-floor, 
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And  how  the  headstrong  leader  of  the  flwk 
Broke  loose  from  thy  left-hand,  and  in  pursuit 
How  falledst  thou,  and  how  thy  knee  was  bound 
With  ivy  leet  white  haiis  betray  the  gash. 
Denyeat  thou  that  by  thy  own  accord 
C^thia  should  share  thy  flook  and  take  her  choice  ? 
Denyeet  thou  damping  and  sprinkling  o'er 
Witii  dust,  and  shutting  up  within  a  cave 
Far  out  of  sight,  the  better  breed  ?  the  worse 
Dis^yed  upon  the  bank  below,  veil  waaht. 
Their  puffy  fleeces  glittering  in  the  aun. 
Shame !  to  defraud  with  gifts,  and  such  aa  these ! " 

Pan,  blushing  thro'  both  ears  as  ne'er  before. 
Cried  "  Who  drag'd  back  these  fables  from  the  past  ? 
Jnster  and  happier  hadst  thou  been  to  soom 
The  false  and  fiigitjve.     With  hoarse  uproar 
I  heard  thy  Boreas  bray  his  song  uncouth. 
And  oldest  goats  ran  from  it  in  affright. 
Thee  too,  b^ored  Pi^s,  then  I  saw 
ATerse :  (Couldat  ever  thou  believe  his  speech. 
His,  the  most  bitter  foe  to  me  and  mine. 
From  Cynthia  never  fell  such  hard  rebuke. 
Different  from  thee,  she  pities  them  who  ntoum ; 
Whether  beneath  straw  roof  or  lofty  tower, 
She  aits  by  the  bedside  and  silently 
Watches,  and  soothes  the  wakeful  till  they  sleep. 
I  wooed  not  Cynthia ;  me  she  wooed :  not  all 
Please  her ;  she  hates  the  rude,  she  cheers  the  gay. 
She  shrouds  her  face  when  Boreas  ventures  near. 
Above  all  other  birds  the  nightingale 
She  loves ;  she  lores  the  poplar  ca  the  Po 
Trembling  and  whispering;  she  descends  among 
Tlie  boztrees  on  Cytoros  ;  night  by  night 
You  find  her  at  the  olive  :  it  is  she 
Who  makes  the  berries  of  the  mountain-ash 
Bright  at  her  touch :  the  glassy  founts,  the  fanea 
Hoary  with  age,  the  sea  wh^i  Hesper  comes 
To  Tethys,  and  when  ligtud  voices  rise 
Above  the  shore  .  .  but  Boreas  .  .  no,  not  she." 
Then  Fitys,  with  a  smile. 

"  Ha !  what  a  voice ! 
My  lover  Boreas  could  not  roar  his  name 
Uore  harshly.    Come  now,  ounniiw  lightf  oot !  say 
How  was  it  thou  couldst  take  the  Goddess  in, 
And  with  a  charge  so  moderate  on  thy  fold  ?" 

"  Again,  0  Pi^s,  wouldst  thou  torture  me  ? 
VOL,  VIL  o  o 
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Gifts  not  an  lover  but  &a  loved  I  gave ; 
I  ^ve  her  what  she  askt :  had  ehe  aakt  more 
I  would  have  given  it ;  'twas  but  half  the  flock  : 
Therefore  'twas  separated  in  two  parte  ; 
The  fatter  one,  of  bolder  brow,  ehone  out 
In  whiteness,  but  its  wool  was  like  goat-hair, 
And  loud  its  bleating  for  more  plenteous  grass ; 
Strong  too  its  smell :  my  Qoddess  heeded  not 
The  «uell  or  bleat,  but  took  the  weightier  fleece. 
Why  shakest  thou  thy  head,  increduloiiB  i 
"Why  should  I  urge  the  truth  on  unbelief  f 
Or  why  so  fondly  sue  t^i  scorn  and  hate  t 
Pitj's !  a  time  there  wa«  when  I  was  heard 
With  one  long  smile,  and  when  the  softest  hand 
Stroked  down  unconsciously  the  lynx-akin  gift 
Of  Bacchus  on  my  lap,  and  blushes  rose 
If  somewhat,  by  some  chance,  it  was  removed. 
In  silence  or  in  speech  I  then  could  please, 
I  then  at  times  could  turn  my  face  aside, 
Forgetting  that  my  awkward  hand  was  placed    , 
Just  where  thy  knees  were  bending  for  a  seat : 
Then  could  I  at  another  hour  look  up 
At  the  aun'a  parting  ray,  and  draw  Uie  breath 
Of  fresher  herbs,  while  clouds  took  living  forms 
Throwing  their  meshes  o'er  the  azure  deep, 
And  while  thy  gaze  was  on  the  flight  of  crows 
Hoarse  overhead,  winging  their  beaten  way 
At  regular  and  wonted  intervals. 
Then,  never  doubting  my  sworn  love,  anew 
Thou  badeat  me  swear  it :  pleasure  lay  secure 
On  its  full  golden  sheaf. 

Now,  alas,  now 
What  comfort  brings  me  on  the  barren  shore 
Pale  oleaster,  or  gay  citieuB 
That  hides  the  cavern,  or  pellucid  vein 
Of  wandering  vine,  or  broom  that  once  betray'd 
The  weak  twin  fawns !  how  could  I  join  the  j^ee 
Of  babbling  brook,  or  bear  the  lull  of  grove. 
Or  mind  the  daiaJing  vapour  from  the  grass. 
Unless  my  Pitja  told  me,  and  took  up 
The  faltering  reed  or  interrupted  song  ?" 
Thus  he,  enclosing  with  his  arm  hirsute 
Her  neok,  and  atrokiug  elow  her  auburn  hair. 

"  Up  with  the  pipe,     said  she,  "  0  Pan !  and  aince 
It  seems  so  pleasant  to  recall  old  times. 
Bun  over  those  we  both  enjoy'd  alike, 
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And  I  will  sing  of  Boreas,  whom  I  hate. 

He  boasts  of  oaks  uprooted  by  hia  blast, 

Of  heaven  itself  his  nailstones  have  distnrb'd, 

Of  thy  peculiar  heritage  afire, 

And  how  thy  loftiest  woods  bow'd  down  beneath 

His  furious  pennons  black  with  bale  and  dread. 

He  boasts  of  ships  submerged,  and  waves  up-piled 

High  as  Olympus,  and  the  trident  torn 

From  iToTe's  own  brother :  wont  of  all,  he  boasts 

How  often  he  deluded  with  his  voice. 

Under  the  rocks  of  Ismaros,  that  trae 

And  hapless  lover  when  his  eyes  soug^  sleep. 

And  made  bis  wandering  mind  believe  the  sound 

Boae  from  the  Manes  at  his  wife  recall'd. 

His  pleasure  is  to  drive  from  lids  fresh-closed 

Fond  dreams  away,  and  draw  false  forms  about, 

And  where  he  finds  one  terror  to  bring  more. 

Can  such  a  lover  ever  be  beloved  ?" 

Boreas  heard  nil :  he  stood  upon  the  cliff 
Before,  now  crept  he  into  the  near  brake ; 
Ba^  seiz'd  him ;  swinging  a  huge  rock  around 
And,  shaking  with  one  stamp  the  mountain-head, 
Horl'd  it .  .  and  cried 

"Is  Boreas  so  contemn'd  ?" 
It  amot«  the  Dryad,  sprinkling  with  her  blood 
The  tree  they  sat  beneath :  there  faithful  Pan 
Mused  often,  often  call'd  aloud  Ibe  name 
Of  Fitys,  and  wiped  ofi  tear  after  tear 
From  the  hoarse  pipe,  then  threw  it  wildly  by, 
And  never  from  that  d^  wore  other  wreath 
Tbaa  off  the  piDe-tree  chrkened'with  her  gore. 


CUPID  AMD  PAN. 

CvpiD  one  day  caught  Pan  asleem,  outstretcht ; 
He  snatcht  the  goatskin  hung  about  his  loins, 
And  now  and  then  pluckt  at  a  cross-grain'd  hair 
Bent  inward :  yet  tne  God,  immovable, 
Blew  heavy  slumbers  from  his  ruddy  breast. 
Peeling  as  any  corktree's  bark  might  feel. 
Behind  his  neck  was  laid  his  favourite  pipe. 
But  this  with  furtive  touch  the  bc^  withiuew, 
oo  2 
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Not  quite  insensibly,  for  one  sliarp  ear 
Quivered  a  little. 

Cupid  now  iraxt  'wrotli, 
Exclaiming,  "  Zeus  above !  was  ever  God 
80  dull  as  tiiiB  7  even  tiiy  own  wife  would  fail 
To  rouse  him." 

Then  he  clapt  the  sevenfold  reeds 
To  hia  own  ro^  lip  and  blew  them  shrilL 
Both  ears  were  now  rais'd  up,  and  up  sprang  he, 
The  Ood  of  Arcady,  and  shook  the  ground ; 
But  high  above  it  sprang  the  lighter  Qod, 
Laug^iing  his  threats  to  scorn. 

"  Down  with  that  bow, 
"Wicked  young  wretch !  down  with  those  arrows  ! "  cried 
The  indignant  eld,  "then  see  what  thou  canst  do." 

"  What  I  can  do,  Pan,  thou  shalt  also  see." 
Thus  spake  he ;  and  the  bow  lept  from  the  sod 
With  golden  ring,  and  the  young  herbs  embraced 
The  quiver. 

"  What !  contend  with  thee!  'twere  shame  .  , 
*'  Sooff  on,"  said  Oupid  ;  "  when  thy  wrath  subsides. 
Even  to  be  vanquisht  will  excite  no  blush. 
Come,  shamefaced !  strike  away ;  thy  foe  awaits." 
The  blusterer  roU'd  his  yellow  eyes,  then  caught 
(As  'twere  a  bird  he  caught  at,  a  rare  bird 
Whose  pretty  plum^^  he  woiJd  grieve  to  hurt) 
At  the  slim  boy  who  taunted  him  too  long. 
'Tis  said  the  colour  now  first  left  the  face 
Of  the  cow'd  child ;  as  when  amid  a  game 
Of  quoit  or  hoop  suddenly  falls  the  snow, 
And  that  he  trembled,  fain  almost  to  fiy. 

"  Go,  child !"  said  the  grave  Arcad  :   "  learn  to  fear 
Thy  elders  ;  and  from  far  :  check  yet  awhile 
Ferocious  beauty.     Thou,  who  chulengeet 
The  peaceful,  hast  seen  scarcely  thrice-five  years. 
Off!  or  beware  a  touch  of  willow-twig." 

Cupid,  ashamed  and  angered,  springing  up, 
Struck  where  the  goatskin  covered  ill  the  breast ; 
Swift  as  an  eagle  or  the  bolt  he  bears 
.  The  Arcad,  quick  of  sight,  perceived  the  aim 
And  caught  the  hand,  whiui  burnt  like  purest  fire 
ITpon  the  altar :  Pan  drew  back  his  own 
Extended  pahn,  and  blew  frcon  rounder  cheek 
A  long  cola  whJfF,  and  then  again  advanced, 
Trembling  to  intertwine  his  hairy  shuik 
"With  that  soft  thigh  and  trip  him  up,  nor  oeast 
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To  prees  the  ;ieldmg  marble  from  above. 
He  grew  lew  anxious  to  conclude  the  fight 
Or  win  it ;  but  false  glory  uj^ed  him  on. 
Cupid,  now  faint  ana  desperate,  seiz'd  one  horn ; 
Fan  Bwiing  him  up  aloft ;  but  artifice 
Fail'd  not  the  boy ;  nay,  where  the  Arcad  cried 
Conqvgred  at  Utt,  and  ran  both  hands  about 
The  dainty  limbe,  pluckt  out  from  the  left  wing 
Ita  stiffest  feather,  and  emote  both  his  eyee. 
Then  loud  the  rivers  and  the  lakea  afar 
Kesounded,  and  the  valleys  and  the  groves ; 
Then  Ladon  with  a  start  and  shudder  broke 
That  marsh  which  had  for  agea  crost  his  course ; 
Alpheios  and  Spercheios  heud  the  shout 
Of  UeenaloB  ;  CyllenS,  Pholoe, 
Parthenos,  Tegea,  and  Lycaioe,  call'd 
Responsively,  nor  knew  fiiej  yet  the  caose. 
'Tis  said  the  winged  steed  sprang  bam  the  highths 
Of  his  Famassus  and  ran  down  amid 
The  murky  marshes,  his  proud  spirit  gtme. 
And  there  abided  he,  nor  once  drave  back 
Castalia's  ripples  with  his  neiKb  and  mane. 
"  Hail,  conqueror ! "  Cupid  cried. 

In  lower  tone 
The  Arcad, 

"  Never  shall  my  eyee  behold 
ISy  woodland  realms !  never  the  ice  afloat 
Under  tlie  Zephyrs,  and  whirl'd  round  and  round. 
Or  the  foam  sparkling  dasht  upon  the  ford ; 
Never  the  pebbles  black  and  white  below, 
SmoothenM  and  rounded  by  assiduoos  plash, 
Nor  silvery  cloud  expanded  overhead. 
Nor  Hesper,  come  to  listen  to  my  song. 
Ah !  for  the  blind  there  is  one  spot  alone 
Upon  the  earth,  and  there  alone  stand  I. 
I  did  not  challenge ;  diould  I  sue  ?  suffice 
Thy  victory ! " 

He  held  forth  his  hand,  nor  knew 
Whether  he  held  it  straight  before  the  boy, 
AVhile  from  both  cheeks  fell  tears  :  compassionate 
Was  Cupid. 

"  Boon  "  said  he  "  a  remedy 
Shall  be  provided." 

Soon  were  gathered  flowers, 
Nor  long  ere  platted. 

"  I  bestow  them  all " 
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Said  he  "  on  one  condition :  that  thou  wear 

These,  and  these  only,  till  I  t&ke  them  off." 

The  first  vaa  amaranth  ;  too  brittle  that, 

It  broke  ere  veil  applied ;  then  roeee  white, 

White  were  all  rosee  in  theee  early  days, 

NardssuB,  violet,  open-hearted  lily, 

And  smaller  ones^  no  higher  than  the  graaa, 

Slender  and  droopins  they,  yet  fresh  and  fair ; 

A  epray  of  myrtle  held  together  these. 

But  when  they  toudit  his  eye  he  stampt  and  yell'd 

And  laid  wipe-open  his  sharp  teeth  uatO 

The  quiverinff  nostril  felt  the  upper  lip. 

Soon  slept  ne  better  mid  the  Btntwherries, 
And  more  and  more  he  thought  of  Hamadiyads, 
fieGaUing  Eill  their  natnos,  and  linking  them 
In  easy  verse,  and  fancying  it  was  time 
To  take  a  little  care  of  form  and  face : 
The  goatskin  for  the  fawnskin  he  exchanged 
And  stroked  complacently  the  smoother  pelt. 
And  trim'd  and  £«w  the  ivy  round  his  waist .  . 
It  must  not  be  too  full .  .  too  soant  ijere  worse  .  . 
Lastly  he  doft  the  bandage  from  the  brow. 
Then  was  renew'd  the  series  of  his  woes, 
And  forced  was  he  to  implore  again  the  help 
Of  his  proud  conqueror,  at  the  Paphian  fane. 
There  found  he  Venus  in  the  pori^  itself. 

"So!  'twas  thy  pleasure  "  said  she  "  to  remove 
The  Sowers  we  gave  thee.    No  shght  chastisement 
For  this  !     It  was  thy  duty  and  thy  vow 
To  wear  them  till  the  hands  that  laid  thmn  on 
Bdeast  thee  from  them. 

Goat'foot !  he  who  sooms 
Our  gifts,  sooms  never  with  impunity : 
Bound  that  horn'd  brow,  to  ake  again  ore  long, 
A  wreath  less  soft  and  fragrant  shalt  thou  wear." 


EUEOPA  AND  HEE  MOTHEE. 

Mother.  Daughter !  why  roamest  thou  again  so  late 
Along  the  damp  and  solitary  shore? 

Europa.  I  know  not.     I  am  tired  of  distaf,  woof, 
Everytiiing. 
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Mother.         Ydt  thou  culledat  flowers  aU  mom, 
And  idledst  in  the  woods,  mockmg  Bluill  birds, 
Or  clapping  hands  at  limping  hares,  vho  stampt 
Angrily,  and  soour'd  o£. 

Europa.  I  am  grown  tired 

Of  hares  and  birds  !     O  motherT  had  you  seen 
That  lovely  creature  1     It  was  not  a  cow. 
And,  if  it  was  an  ox,*  it  was  unlike 
My  father's  oxen  with  the  hair  rubb'd  ofi  * 

Their  necks. 

Mother.         A  cow  it  was. 

£iiropa.  Cow  it  might  be  .  . 

And  yet .  .  and  yet .  .  I  saw  no  calf,  no  font 
Of  milk :  I  wish  I  had ;  how  pleasant  'twere 
To  draw  it  and  to  diink ! 

Mother.  Europa  !  child  I 

Have  we  no  maiden  for  such  offices  ? 
No  whistling  boy  ?    King's  daughters  may  cull  flowors. 
To  place  them  on  the  altar  of  the  Gkxls 
And  wear  them  at  their  featiTals.    Who  knows 
But  some  of  these  very  Gods  may  deign 
To  wooe  thee  ?  maidens  they  have  wooed  less  fair. 

Europa.  The  Gods  are  vety  gracious :  some  of  them 
Not  very  constant. 

Mother.  Hush ! 

£aropa.       _  Nay,  Zeus  himself 

Hath  wandered,  and  deluded  more  than  one. 

Mother.  Fables !  profaneet  fables  ! 

Europa.  Let  us  hope  so. 

But  I  should  be  afraid  of  him,  and  run 
As  lapwings  do  when  we  approach  the  nest. 

Mother.  None  can  escape  the  Gods  when  they  pursue. 

Europa.  They  know  my  mind,  and  will  not  follow  me. 

Mother.  Consider  :  some  are  stars  whom  they  have  lovod. 
Others,  the  very  least  of  them,  are  flowers. 

Europa.  I  would  not  be  a  star  in  winter  nights, 
In  summer  days  I  would  not  be  a  flower ; 
Flowers  seldom  live  thro'  half  their  time,  torn  off, 
Twirl'd  round,  and  indolently  cast  aside. 
Now,  mother,  can  you  tell  me  what  became 
Of  those  who  were  no  flowers,  but  bent  their  heads 
As  pliantly  as  flowers  do  ? 

Mother.  They  are  gone 

To  Hades. 
■  Bulls  ire  neror  at  luge  in  tliOM  coautriet;  Enropk  coold  sot  havsie 
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Europa.  And  left  there  by  Oods  they  loved 
And  were  belored  by !  Be  not  such  my  doom ! 
Cruel  are  men,  but  orueler  are  Gode. 

Mothar.  Peace  1  peace !    Some  royal,  scono  heroic,  youth 
Uay  a«k  thy  father  for  tliy  dower  and  thee. 

J&tropa.  I  know  not  any  Huch,  if  Boch  there  live ; 
Boyal  there  may  be,  but  heroic  .  .  where  F 
0  mother  !  look !  look !  look  1 

MoHttr.  Thoa  tamest  pole ; 

What  aila  thee  ? 

Hitropa.  Who  in  all  the  hooae  hath  dared 

To  winde  those  garlands  roimd  that  grand  white  hrow  ? 
So  mild,  BO  loving !     Motlier !  let  me  run 
And  tear  them  off  him :  let  me  gather  more 
And  sweeter. 

Molhtr.  Truly  'tia  a  noble  beast. 

See !  he  comes  forward !  see,  he  ripe  them  off. 


Europa.  7  He  should  not  wear  them  if  he  wonld. 
Stay  there,  thou  noble  creature !    Woe  is  me  I 
There  are  but  sandrose,  tyme,  and  snapdragon 
Along  the  shore  as  far  as  I  can  see. 
0  mother  !  help  me  on  hia  back  ;  he  licks 
My  foot.    Ah  1  what  sweet  breath !    Now  on  his  side 
He  lies  on  purpoBe  for  it     Help  me  up. 

Mothtr.  Well,  child !    Indeed  he  is  gentle.    Gods  above ! 
He  takes  the  water !    Hold  him  tiglit,  Europa ! 
'Tis  well  that  thou  const  ewim. 

Leap  off,  mad  gjri ! 
She  langhe !    He  lows  so  loud  she  hears  not  me  . . 
But  Bhe  looks  sadder,  or  my  eight  is  dim  .  . 
A^inst  hia  nostril  fondly  hangs  her  hand 
Wjile  hia  eye  glistens  over  it,  fondly  too. 
It  will  be  nigh^  dark  night,  ere  she  returns. 
And  that  new  scarf !  the  spray  will  ruin  it ! 


CHRT8A0E. 


CoHK,  I  beseech  ye,  Huses !  who,  retired 
Deep  in  the  shady  glens  by  Helicon, 
Yet  know  the  retums  of  Ocean,  know  the  laws 
Of  his  wide  empire,  and  throughout  hia  court 
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Know  ereiy  Nymph,  and  call  them  each  by  name ; 
"Who  from  your  sacred  mountain  see  afar 
O'er  earth  and  heaven,  and  hear  and  memorise 
The  crimes  of  men  and  counsels  of  the  Qods ; 
8ing  of  those  crimes  and  of  those  oounaels,  sing 
Of  Gadee  serer'd  from  the  fruitful  main, 
And  what  befell,  and  from  what  migh^  hand, 
ChryBOor,  wielder  of  the  golden  aword. 
'Twas  when  the  high  Olympus  shook  with  fear. 
Lest  oil  his  temples,  all  his  groree,  be  crosht 
By  Felion  piled  on  Ossa  :  hut  the  siie 
Of  mortals  and  immortals  wared  his  arm 
Around,  and  all  below  was  wild  dismay  : 
'twas  agony :  again ;  'twas  peace. 
_     or  still  in  Gades  tarrying, 
Eurl'd  into  ether,  tinging,  as  it  fiew. 
With  sudden  fire  the  clouds  round  Saturn's  throne, 
No  pine  surrendered  by  retreating  Fan, 
Nor  ash,  nor  poplar  ptde  :  but  Bwoln  with  pride 
Stood  towering  from  the  citadel ;  his  spear 
One  hand  was  rested  on,  and  one  with  rage 
Shut  hard,  and  firmly  fijrt  against  his  side ; 
His  frowning  visage,  fiusht  with  iosolenoe, 
Saia'dup  oblique  to  hearen.     "0  thou,"  he  cried, 
"  Whom  nations  kneel  to,  not  whom  nations  know. 
Hear  me,  and  answer,  if  indeed  thou  canst. 
The  last  appeal  I  deign  thee  or  allow. 
Tell  me,  and  quickly,  why  diould  I  adore. 
Adored  myself  by  millions  ?  why  inToke, 
Invoked  with  all  thy  attributes  ?    Men  wrong 
B^  their  prOBtretions,  prayers,  and  sacrifice, 
Bhther  the  Qods,  their  rulers,  ot  themselves: 
But  flame  and  thunder  fright  them  from  the  Oods ; 
Themtdvtt  they  can  not,  dare  not,  they  are  ours  ; 
Ui,  dare  they,  can  they,  tu  f    But  triumph,  Jove ! 
Uan  for  one  moment  hath  engaged  his  lord, 
Henceforth  let  merchants  value  him,  not  kings. 
No !  lower  thy  sceptre,  and  hear  Atrobal, 
And  judge  aright  to  whom  men  saorifioe. 
'  My  children,'  said  the  sage  and  pious  priest, 
'  Mark  there  the  altar !  though  the  fumes  aspire 
Twelve  cubits  ere  a  nostril  they  regale, 
'Tifl  myrrh  for  Titans,  'tis  but  air  for  Gods,' 
Time  dianges.  Nature  changes,  I  am  dianged! 
Fronting  the  furious  lustre  of  the  sun, 
I  yielded  to  his  piercing  swift-shot  beams 
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Only  when  quite  meridan,  then  abased 
Tlieee  orbits  to  the  ground,  and  there  survej'd 
M;  shadow  :  strange  and  horrid  to  relate ! 
My  very  shadow  almost  disappear'd ! 
Bestore  It,  or  by  earth  and  hell  I  swear 
With  blood  enough  will  I  refascinate 
The  cursed  incontatioa  :  thou  restore, 
And  largely  ;  or  my  brethren,  all  oombmed, 
Shall  rouse  thee  from  thy  lethai^es,  and  drive 
Far  from  thy  cloud-soft  pillow,  minion-prest, 
Those  leering  lassitudes  that  follow  Love." 
The  smile  of  disappointment  and  disdain 
Sat  sallow  on  his  pausing  lip  half-dosed ; 
Bnt,  neither  headlong  importunity 
Nor  gibing  threat  of  reed-propt  insolence 
Let  loose  the  blast  of  vengeance  ;  heaven  shone  bright, 
And  proud  Chrysaor  spum'd  the  prostrate  land. 
But  uie  triumphant  Thunderer,  now  manldnd 
(Criminal  mostly  for  enduring  crimes) 
Provoked  his  indignation,  thus  besonght 
Hi"  trident-sceptred  brother,  triton-bome. 
"  0  Neptune !  cease  henceforward  to  repine. 
They  are  not  cruel,  no ;  the  Destinies 
Intent  upon  their  loom,  unoccupied 
With  aught  beyond  its  moody  murmuring  sound, 
Will  neittier  see  thee  weep  nor  hear  thee  sigh : 
And  wherefore  weep,  O  Neptune,  wherefore  sigh  ! 
Ambition  ?  'tis  unworthy  of  a  God, 
Unworthy  of  a  brother !     I  am  Jove, 
Thou  Neptune  :  happier  in  uudtied  realms, 
In  coral  nail  or  grotto  samphire-ceil'd. 
Amid  the  song  of  Nymphs  and  ring  of  shells 
Thou  smoothest  at  thy  will  the  pliant  wave 
Or  lifteat  it  to  heaven.     I  also  can 
Whatever  beet  beseems  me,  nor  for  aid 
TTnless  I  loved  thee,  Neptune,  would  I  call. 
Though  absent,  thou  hast  heard  and  hast  beheld 
The  profanation  of  that  monstrous  race. 
That  race  of  earth-bom  giants  ;  one  survives ; 
The  r^id-footed  Bhodan  mountain-rear'd 
Beheld  the  rest  defeated ;  still  remain 
Scatter 'd  throughout  interminable  fields, 
Sandy  and  sultry,  and  each  hopeless  path 
Choait  up  with  crawUng  briars  and  tristliog  thorns. 
The  flinty  trophies  of  their  foul  disgrace. 
Chrysaor,  wielder  of  the  golden  sn  ord, 
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Still  hails  as  brethren  men  of  stouter  heart. 
But,  frise  confederate,  shuns  Fhlegneaji  fields. 
No  warrior  he,  yet  who  bo  fond  of  war, 
Unfeeling,  scarce  ferocdouB  ;  flattery's  dupe. 
He  fancies  that  the  Oods  themselTeB  are  hia  ; 
Impious,  but  mwrt  in  prayer.     Now  re-assert 
Thy  Eriendflhip,  raise  my  trident,  strike  the  rock. 
Sever  him  from  mankind."     Then  thus  replied 
The  Nymph-surrounded  monarch  of  the  main. 

"  £mpire  bemoan  I  not,  however  shared, 
Nor  Fortune  frail,  nor  stubborn  Fate,  accuse : 
No  !  mortals  I  bemoan !  when  Avarice, 
Ploug'hing  those  fruitless  furrows,  shall  awake 
The  basking  Demons  and  the  dormant  Crimes, 
Horrible,  strong,  resistless,  and  transform 
Meekness  to  Madness,  Patience  to  Despair. 
What  is  Ambition  ?  what  but  Avarice  r 
But  Avarice  in  richer  guise  array'd. 
Stalking  erect,  loud-apoken,  lion-mien'd, 
Her  brow  uncrost  by  care,  but  deeply  markt. 
And  darting  downward  'twixt  her  eyes  hard-lasht 
The  wrinkle  of  command.    Could  ever  I 
So  foul  a  fiend,  so  fondly  too,  caress  f 
Judge  me  not  harohly,  judge  me  by  my  deeds." 

Though  seated  then  on  Afric's  further  coast, 
Tet  sadden  &t  his  voice,  so  long  unheard, 
(i'or  he  had  grieved  and  treasured  up  his  grief) 
With  short  kind  greeting  meet  from  every  side 
The  Triton  herds,  and  warm  with  melody 
The  azure  concave  of  their  curling  shells. 
Swift  as  an  arrow,  as  the  wind,  as  light. 
He  glided  through  the  deep,  and  now  arrived, 
Lept  from  his  pearly  beryl-studded  car, 
Eaiih  trembled :  the  retreating  tide,  black-brow'd, 
Qather'd  new  strength,  and  rushing  on,  assall'd 
The  promotttoiy's  base :  but  when  the  God 
Himself,  reaisuess  Neptune,  struck  one  blow. 
Bent  were  the  rocks  asunder,  and  the  sky 
Was  darken'd  with  their  fragments  ere  Oiey  fell. 
Lygeia  vocal,  Zantho  yellow -hair'd, 
Spio  with  sparkling  eyes,  and  Beroe 
Demure,  and  sweet  lone,  youngest-bom. 
Of  mortal  race,  but  grown  divine  by  song. 
Had  he  seen  playing  round  her  placid  neck 
The  sunny  drcles,  braidless  and  unbound. 
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0 !  vho  had  call'd  them  boden  of  a  storm ! 
Theae,  and  the  many  Bister  Nereids, 
Forgetful  of  their  lays  and  of  their  lorse, 
All  unsuflpicioiu  of  the  dread  intent, 
Stop  suddenly  their  gaaibaU,  and  witli  shrieks 
Of  tencx  plunge  amid  the  oloeing  vave ; 
Tet,  just  aboTe,  one  moment  more  appear 
Their  darken'd  treeses  floating  in  the  foam. 
Thrown  prostrate  on  the  earth,  the  Sacrilege 
Bais'd  up  hie  head  astounded,  and  accurst 
The  Btats,  the  destinies,  the  gods ;  hie  breast 
Panted  from  consternation  and  dismay, 
And  pride  untoward  on  himself  o'erthrown. 
From  his  distended  aoBtrils  iaeued  gore 
At  interrals,  wherewith  his  wiry  locks, 


Kore  dismal  than  the  blasts  from  Fhl^ethon 
Below,  that  urge  along  ton  thousand  gboats 
Wafted  loud- wailing  o'er  the  fieiy  tide. 
But  answer  heard  he  none  :  the  men  of  oiight 
Who  gather'd  round  him  formerly,  the  men 
Whom  frozen  at  a  frown,  a  smile  rerived, 
Were  far :  enormous  mountains  interposed. 
Nor  ever  had  the  veil-hung  pine  out-spred 
O'er  Tethys  then  her  wandering  leaflesB  shade  : 
Nor  could  he  longer  under  winter  stars 
Suspend  the  wateiy  journey,  nor  repose 
Whole  nights  on  Ocean's  billowy  restless  bed  ; 
No  longer,  bulging  through  the  tempest,  rose 
That  bulky  bosom  ;  nor  those  oarlike  hands. 
Trusted  ere  mortal's  keenest  ken  conceived 
The  bluest  shore,  threw  back  opposing  tides. 
Shrunken  mid  brutal  hair  his  violent  veins 
Subsided,  yet  were  hideous  to  behold 
As  dragons  panting  in  the  noontide  brake. 
At  last,  absorbing  deep  the  breath  of  heaven. 
And  stifling  all  within  his  deadly  grasp. 
Struggling  and  tearing  up  the  glebe  to  turn. 
And  from  a  throat  that,  aa  it  throbb'd  and  roee, 
Seem'd  shaking  ponderous  links  of  dusky  iron, 
Uttering  one  anguish-forced  indignant  groan, 
Fired  with  infernal  rage,  the  spirit  flew. 

Nations  of  fair  Heapeha !  lo,  o'erthrown 
Your  peace-embracing  war-inciting  king ! 
Ah !  thrice  twelve  years  and  longer  ye  endured, 
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Without  one  effort  to  rise  higher,  one  hops 

That  heaven  vould  wing  the  secret  shaft  aright, 

The  abominatioii:  hence  'twas  Jove's  command 

That  many  hundred,  many  thousand  more. 

Freed  from  one  despot,  yet  from  one  unfreed, 

Te  crouch  unhleat  at  Superstitioa's  feet. 

Her  hath  he  sent  among  ye ;  her  the  pest 

Of  men  helow  and  curse  of  Gods  above : 

Hers  are  the  last,  woret  tortures  they  inflict 

On  all  who  bend  to  any  king  but  them. 

Bom  of  Sicauus  in  the  vast  abyss 

Where  never  light  descended,  she  survived 

Her  parent ;  he  omnipotence  defied. 

But  uiunderstmck  fell  headlong  from  the  clouds ; 

She,  though  the  radiant  ether  overpower'd 

Her  eyee,  aocostom'd  to  the  gloom  of  night. 

And  quencht  their  lurid  orbs,  Sfiligion's  hdm 

Assuming,  vibrated  her  8tygiaii  torch, 

Till  thou,  Astnea !  though  Eehind  the  sire's 

Broad  egis,  trembledst  on  thy  heavenly  throne. 

We  are  what  suns  and  winds  and  waters  make  us ; 

The  mountains  are  our  sponeon,  and  the  rills 

Fashion  and  win  their  nursling  with  their  smiles. 

But  where  the  land  is  dim  from  tyranny. 

There  tiny  pleasures  occupy  the  place 

Of  rioriee  and  of  duties ;  as  the  feet 

Of  rabled  faeries  when  the  sun  goes  down 

Trip  o'er  the  grass  where  wrestlers  strove  by  day. 

Then  Justice,  call'd  the  Eternal  One  above. 

Is  more  inconstant  than  the  buoyant  form 

That  burst  into  existence  from  the  froth 

Of  ever-varying  ocean  :  what  is  best 

Then  becomes  worst ;  what  loveliest,  moat  deformed. 

The  heart  is  hardest  in  the  softest  climes, 

The  passions  flourish,  the  affections  die. 

0  thou  vast  tablet  of  these  awful  truths. 

That  £llest  all  the  space  between  the  seas, 

Spreading  from  Yenice's  deserted  courts 

^  the  Tarentine  and  Hydruntine  mole. 

What  lifts  thee  up  F  what  shakes  thee  ?  'tis  the  breath 

Of  God.     Awake,  ye  nations  !  spring  to  life ! 

Iiet  the  last  work  of  his  right  hand  appear 

iVeah  with  his  image,  Man.     Thou  recreant  slave 

That  sittest  afar  ofTand  helpest  not, 

0  thou  degenerate  Albion !  with  what  shame 

Do  I  survey  thee,  pushing  forth  the  spunge 
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At  thy  spear's  lenglih,  in  mockery  at  the  Uunt 

Of  holy  Freedom  in  hia  agony, 

And  prompt  and  keen  to  pierce  the  wounded  side ! 

Must  Italy  then  wholly  rot  away 

Amid  her  slime,  before  she  germinate 

Into  fresh  vigour,  into  form  again  ? 

What  thunder  bursts  upon  nune  ear !  some  isle 

Hath  surely  risen  from  the  gulphs  profound, 

Eager  to  suck  the  sunshine  from  the  breast 

Of  beauteous  Nature,  and  to  catch  the  gale 

From  golden  Hermus  and  Uelena'a  brov. 

A  greater  thing  thou  isle,  tlian  continent, 

Than  earth  itself,  than  ocean  circling  earth, 

Hath  risen  there ;  regenerate  Man  hatli  risen. 

Oeneroufl  old  bard  of  Chios !  not  that  Jore 

Deprived  thee  in  thy  latter  days  of  sight 

Would  I  complain,  but  that  no  higher  theme 

Than  a  disdainful  youth,  a  lawless  king, 

A  pestilence,  M>7™)  awoke  thy  son^. 

When  on  the  Cnian  coast,  one  javelin's  throw 

From  where  thy  tombstone,  where  &y  cradle  stood. 

Twice  twenty  self-devoted  Greeks  assail'd 

The  naval  host  of  Asia,  at  one  blow 

Scattered  it  into  air  .  .  .  and  Greece  was  free  .  .  . 

And  ere  these  glories  beam'd,  tliy  day  had  closed. 

Let  all  that  Elis  ever  saw,  give  way. 

All  that  Olympian  Jove  e'er  snuled  upon  : 

The  Maratnoman  columns  never  told 

A  tale  more  glorious,  never  Salamia, 

Nor,  faithful  in  the  centre  of  the  fake, 

Platea,  nor  Anthela,  from  whose  mount 

Benignant  Ceres  wards  the  blessed  Laws, 

And  sees  the  Amphictyon  dip  his  weary  foot 

In  the  warm  streamlet  of  the  strait  below.* 

Goddess !  altho'  thy  brow  was  never  reayd 

Among  the  powers  that  guarded  or  assail' d 

Perfidious  Ilion,  parricidBl  Thebes, 

Or  other  walls  whose  war-belt  e'er  inclosed 

Man's  coi^regated  crimes  and  vengeful  pain, 

Yet  hast  tnou  toucht  the  extremes  of  grief  and  joy ; 

Grief  upon  Enna's  mead  and  Hell's  ascent, 

A  solitiy  mother ;  joy  beyond, 

Far  beyond,  that  thy  woe,  in  this  thy  fane : 

The  tears  were  human,  but  the  blies  divine. 

*  The  Amphictyoni  met  annuallj  in  the  temple  of  Cera  near  AnthelA. 
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I,  in  &e  land  of  Btruigen,  and  depreel; 

With  Bod  and  certain  presage  for  my  own. 

Exalt  at  hope's  freeh  dayapring,  tho'  afar, 

There  where  my  youth  was  not  nnexerdBed 

By  chiefs  in  willing  war  and  faithful  Bong : 

Shades  as  they  were,  they  were  not  empty  shades. 

Whose  bodies  haunt  oar  world  and  blear  our  sun, 

Obstxuction  worse  than  swamp  and  shapeless  sands. 

Peace,  praise,  eternal  gladness,  to  the  souls 

That,  rising  from  the  seas  into  the  heavens. 

Have  ransom'd  first  their  country  with  their  blood ! 

0  thou  inBnortal  Spartan !  at  whose  name 

The  marble  table  sounds  beneath  my  palms, 

Leonidas !  even  thou  wilt  not  disdain 

To  mingle  names  august  as  these  with  thine ; 

Nor  thou,  twin-star  of  glory,  thou  whose  rays 

Stream'd  over  Corinth  on  the  double  sea, 

Achfuan  and  Saronic ;  whom  the  sons 

Of  Syracuse,  when  Death  removed  thy  light. 

Wept  more  than  slavery  ever  made  them  weep, 

But  shed  (if  gratitude  is  sweet)  aweet  tears  .  . 

Th«  hand  that  then  pour'd  ashes  o'er  their  heads 

Was  loosen'd  from  its  desperate  chain  by  thee. 

What  ROW  can  press  mankind  into  one  mass, 

For  Tyranny  to  tread  the  more  secure  ? 

From  gold  alone  is  drawn  the  guilty  wire 

That  AdnJation  trills :  she  modes  the  tone 

Of  I>uty,  Courage,  Virtue,  Piety, 

And  under  her  sita  Hope.     0  how  unlike 

That  graceful  form  in  azure  vest  array'd, 

WiUi  orow  serene,  and  eyes  on  heaven  alone 

Tn  patience  fixt,  in  fondness  unobscured  ! 

What  monsters  coil  beneath  the  spreading  tree 

Of  Despotism  !  what  wastes  extend  around  ! 

What  poison  floats  upon  the  distant  breeze  ! 

But  who  are  those  that  cull  and  deal  its  fruit  f 

Creatures  that  shun  the  light  and  fear  the  shade. 

Bloated  and  fierce.  Sleep's  mien  and  famine's  eiy. 

Bise  up  again,  rise  in  thy  dignity, 

Dejected  Man !  and  scare  this  brood  away. 
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LT8ANDER,  ALCANOR,  AMD  PHANOE. 

LgtiMier.  Art  Aou  grwm  hoarse  b^  sitting  in  the  Bim 
Of  early  spring,  when  winds  oame  down  adnft 
To  piuush  them  they  find  asleep  at  noon  f 

Aleanor.  Hoarae  I  am  not,  but  I  am  tired  of  aon^f. 
Therefore  do  I  retire,  where,  without  pipe, 
The  goat-foot  Ood  brought  all  the  nym^u  to  ait 
Half-way  up  MronaloB.     If  she  I  love 
"Will  follow  me,  I  swear  to  thee  by  him, 
Bitter  to  those  who  alifht  him  or  forswear. 
Thou  shalt  hear  Bomemine  sweet,  do  thou  but  stay. 

Lyiander.  Lysandor  well  can  stay,  do  thou  but  sing. 

Aleanor.  But  not  unless  a  Nym^Ji  or  Nymph-like  maid 
WiU  listen. 

Lyumdfr.    Here  oomes  I^ianoe.    Thou  art  pale. 
Sing  :  Fhande  1  bid  him  sing. 

Phmtde.  By  Artemis ! 

I  bade  him  never  more  repeat  my  name. 
And  if  he  disobeys  me  .  .  . 

Lgtander.  Hush !  'twere  ill 

To  call  down  vengeanoe  upon  those  who  love : 
And  he  hath  sworn  by  Pan  that  he  will  sing 
If  thou  wilt  follow  him  np  Hsenalos. 

Phanife.  He  may  snatob  off  my  slipper  while  I  kneel 
To  Fan,  upon  the  stone  so  worn  aslant 
That  it  is  difficult  to  kneel  upon 
Without  my  leaving  half  a  slipper  loose, 
little  cares  he  for  Fan  :  he  scarcely  fears 
That  other,  powerfuUer  and  terribler, 
To  whom  more  crowns  are  offered  than  to  Zeus, 
Or  any  God  beside,  and  oftener  changed. 
In  spring  we  garl^d  him  with  pointed  floorers, 
Anemone  and  crocus  and  jonquil. 
And  tender  hyacinth  in  clustering  curls  ; 
Then  with  aweet-breathing  mountain  strawberry ; 
Then  pear  and  apple  blossom,  promising 

gf  he  is  good)  to  bring  the  fruit  full-ripe,    ' 
anging  it  round  about  his  brow,  his  nose, 
Down  even  to  his  lips.    When  autumn  comes. 
His  russet  vine-wreath  crackles  under  grapes : 
Some  trim  hie  neck  with  barley,  wheat,  and  oat ; 
Some  twine  his  naked  waist  with  them  :  and  last 
His  reverend  head  is  seen  and  worahipt  through 
Stiff  narrow  olive-leaves,  that  last  tUl  spring. 
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Bay,  ought  I  not  to  fesi  bo  irild  &  boy, 
Wlio  fears  not  even  Aim .'  but  once  has  tried 
^  force  to  moke  me  pat  him,  after  prayers  f 
How  fierce  then  lookt  the  God !  and  from  abors 
How  the  club  reddened,  as  athirst  for  blood  I 
Yet,  fearing  and  snspecting  the  audamous, 
Up  Ksenalos  I  most,  for  there  my  herd 
Is  browsing  on  the  thorn  and  dtisus 
At  random. 

Zj/tand*r.     He  hatli  not  endured  thy  frown. 
But  hurries  off. 

Phanilf.  And  let  him.  * 

Zj/iander.  CaptiouB  Fan 

On  one  or  other  may  look  evil-eyed. 

Phaniu.  I  mind  my  Ooddesa,  let  him  mind  hia  Ood. 

Away  ahe  went,  and  as  she  vent  she  sang. 
Brief  cries  were  heard  ere  long,  faint  and  mon  faint. 
Fan  !  was  it  thou  ?  was  it  thou,  Artemis  P 
Frolioksome  kids  and  hard  goats  glaeay-eyed 
Alone  could  tell  the  stoiy,  had  they  speech. 
The  maiden  came  not  back :  but,  after  ritea 
Due  to  the  goat-foot  Gh>d,  the  pious  youth 
Hped  shrilly  forth  and  shook  off  all  his  woe. 


LACON  AND  DORA. 

Dora  {wakMing  X»»i).  Feedeet  thou  upon  poppies  f    drowsy 
drone! 

Lttcon,  Haply  my  breathing  was  a  little  hard, 
Hard  it  is  always  when  I  think  of  thee. 

Bora.  Do  idle  ahepherda  snort  like  porpusea  ? 
I  know  what  such  hard  breathing  means  with  men ; 
We  never  praotiae  it. 

Laeon.  ITs  men  ye  make 

Practise  it  often. 

Dora.  Why  not  keep  awake  ? 

Laeom.  Too  long  awue  ye  keep  ua. 

Dcra.  Whan  you  dance ; 

But  dance  makee  me  sleep  sounder. 

Laeim.  You  mistake 

Hy  meaning  f 

Dora.  Is  there  any  ? 

Lemtt.  Day  and  night 
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Of  all  hard  breathing  ye  eaf  ofc«  t^  vont  .  . 
Unheeded  sigha. 

I>ora.  Bad  I  but  ths  mmt  are  thiMa 

That  buret  from  nostril ;  haat  thou  none  beaide  f 

Laetm.  I  conid  breathe  softer  in  a  patient  ear : 
8it  by  my  side  and  hear  the  differoice. 

Dora.  Quiet  now !  wUt  not  let  me  seat  myself  ? 

Laetm.  I  would  but  help  thee :  aoon  ve  both  will  ria* 
Together.     They  vho  Bigh  but  once  have  leomt 
Imperfect  love :  beginning,  middle,  end. 
There  are  in  all  things ;  we  have  barely  oo»» 
Halfway.  * 

Jhra.      0  impitdflnee !  is  that  halfway  F 
Then  when,  I  wonder,  ahall  we  rcM^  tha  end  t 


ACON  AJTO  KEP08. 

Aetm.  Kepoa  1  what  brings  thee  &om  the  market-place  f 

Ktpot.  'Wnot  drove  me  from  it,  rather  aak. 

Aeon.  Well,  what? 

Ktpot.  There  was  a  aorambla  round  about  ray  rtBll, 
And  two  unlucky  boye  were  fighting  hard 
Which  of  them  should  sweep  off  the  fruit ;  at  lost 
They  orertum'd  the  board :  'twas  time  to  run. 

Aeon.  And  were  the  people  then  indifferent  ? 

£iipo«.  At  first  they  were  not ;  presently  they  laugbt 
To  see  a  split  pomegranate's  slippery  fruit 
Drop  from  the  fingera  of  the  foremost  two. 
With  nothing  left  between  them  but  hard  rind 
And  dee^>^ed  and  eyer-during  stain. 

Aeon.  CSiildren  of  Hellas !  lean  your  lewon  here, 
Nor  touch  pem^inuutta  in  the  market-jJaoe. 


LEONTION,  ON  TERNIgSA'S  DEATH  (EPICOEOS  AlfiO 
DEPAETiD), 

$SHei#,  behold  me,  whether  thou 
Art  dwelling  wit^a  the  Shodw  beiivw 

Or  with  the  Oods  above  : 
With  thee  were  even  the  Gods  more  blest  ■  , 
I  wish  I  Dould  but  share  thy  rwt 

A*  once  I  shared  thy  love. 
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"IVas  IB  this  gftrdea  where  I  lean 
AgainBt  tky  tombstone,  onoe  the  Boena 

Of  m<«e  Uuui  mortal  bliss, 
That  loiteo^d  our  l^emiBU ;  sura 
She  left  me  that  her  love  waa  purt ; 

It  gave  not  kiea  for  kiaa. 

Faist  vaa  1^«  bltuh  that  0Te»|H«ad 
Thro'  looseo'd  hair  her  djiny  head ; 

'  One  neioe  ahe  utter'd,  ooe 
She  stgh'd  and  vept  at ;  eo  wilt  thou. 
If  aaj  sorrows  raadx  thee  now  .  .■ 
'Twaa  not  Lmitim. 

Wert  thon  on  eortli  thou  wouldst  not  dhide 
The  guah  of  tears  I  oould  not  hide 

Who  ne'er  hid  aught  from  thee, 
"flailing  thou  wentest  on  the  way 
8he  went  .  .  and  am  I  doom'd  to  stay  9 

No ;  we  soon  meet,  all  three. 

The  flowers  she  cheriaht  I  will  tend, 
Nor  gather,  but  above  them  bend 

And  think  liiey  breathe  her  breath. 
Ah,  happy  flowers  !  ye  little  know 
Youryonthful  nuree  lies  dose  below, 

Qose  as  in  life  in  death. 


HTMN  AND  OFFERING  OF  TEEPANDEB  TO  JUNO. 

I  TOUCH  the  soil  of  Samoe,  where  the  queen 

Of  heaveu  is  worahipt,  and  her  priests  ordain'd 

Accept  with  graciouB  hands  liie  gift  of  poor 

And  rich  alike,  aud  even  frame  ue  prayen 

Of  such  OS  can  not  make  tbnn  as  beseems. 

What  priests  upon  the  earth  so  bountiful  ? 

What  hud  so  lovely  ?  not  even  Bhodee,  where  Spring 

Serenely  smiles  at  Winter's  languid  wrath, 

And  where  Apollo  by  the  will  <S  Zeus 

Keigns  the  sole  Qod. 

Do  thon  with  face  benign 
0  Herd !  take  thia  votive  vest  to-day, 
Brought  by  no  hand  impure,  and  well  besprent 
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With  lusteal  water,  whicli  tb.e  grateful  fumea 
Of  inoense  reot  on,  and  vill  rest  on  lon^, 
Until  tbey  reach  thee  at  tbj  dome  abore. 
Do  thou,  0  ISari,  lay  before  the  throne 
Of  Zeoa  all  my  petitione,  all  mj  prajen ; 
For  well  thou  kaoveet  'twere  audacious  deed 
In  me  without  thy  interceaeion,  queen, 
To  plead  before  him  for  offenoe  of  mine. 
Or  favour  at  the  Almighty  Thunderer's  hands. 

Stand  afar  off,  ye  unb^ering  men. 
While  I  with  rererence  lay  before  the  feet 
Of  Herd  tiiis  my  offering,  from  a  woof 
Which  maids  ta  Sidon  laboured  to  intwine 
With  gold  and  purple.     Stand  afar,  profane, 
Who  doubt  if  they  who  on  Olympus  dwell. 
Wear  such  thin  raiment  when  they  take  delight 
And  clap  their  hands  to  see  a  Cloud  and  Wind 

iEnrus  or  Boreas  or  Apeliotes) 
tun  races  on  the  eiunmit  in  the  enow. 
I,  happy  in  thy  worship  uid  thy  care. 
Seek  not  to  vaiy  this  my  happiness, 
Nor  would  partake  nor  would  impose  a  yoke. 
I  know  that  Love  and  Hymen  when  they  meet 
Are  apt  to  i^uarrel ;  Hymen  presses  haxd. 
But  Love  with  lighter  wing  eludes  the  grasp. 
I  shudder  when  I  see  a  saffron  robe 
And  torch  before  it.     HerS !  I  am  weak ; 
Direct  my  steps,  direct  them  to  thy  f&ne 
As  now,  and  back  again  as  now,  alone. 


80FH£0N'S  HYUN  TO  BAKEOS. 

Stadd  afar  off,  irreverent  and  profane. 
While  I  ascend  the  temple  of  a  God 
Miraculously  bom  ;  a  woman's  child, 
IHie  nurseling  of  no  woman,  but  enwrapt 
In  the  soft  ewatheing  of  a  father's  thigh. 

Hail,  earthbom  son  of  Bemele  and  Zeus ! 
Earthbom  yet  more,  and  in  more  lands,  adored 
Than  Zeus  himself.     Grant  me  the  power  to  sin^ 
Tkj  praise,  tiiy  glorious  conquests  to  rehearse 
BcTvnd  the  Gtuiges  and  Oangetio  isles 
Numberless,  where  fierce  tigers  didst  thou  qu^ 
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Strippinj^  their  skms  from  off  them  ere  haU-deod, 
And  whSling  round  thy  neck  Aeir  tawny  legs, 
And  round  thy  ohoaldera  to  thy  loins  the  length 
Of  their  rich  spoils :  then  Srst  did  Qreece  behold 
Fanm  aucb  as  nerer  since  hath  Calydon 
Yielded,  trhen  Meleager  was  avenged. 

Better  than,  victories  are  benefits ; 
And  theee  are  thine  too ;  greater  none  the  Ooda 
Bestow  on  mortaL     By  thy  hand  the  chain 
la  loosened  on  the  captive,  and  holds  down 
The  neck  of  kings,  who  toes  and  toss  in  vain 
And  change  the  pillow,  right  and  left,  and  start, 
Dreaming  they  hear  the  heavy  sceptre  drop. 

"Who  praises  now  LykourgoB  ?  who  but  shrinka 
At  that  accursed  name  ?  'twas  he  that  apnm'd 
Thy  precious  ^ift,  nor  spared  the  graceful  curl 
Of  lucid  tendril,  nor  pubescent  down, 
Nor  fragrant  bloom  that  waits  the  later  spring. 

We  hear  what  nectar  is,  we  hear  whose  hand 
Presents  it  in  her  golden  cup  to  Zeus, 
Tasting  it  at  his  nod  and  smile ;  then  he 
Drinks  from  the  margin  which  her  lips  had  touoht; 
The  nectar  is  not  nectar  until  then  : 
Thon  knowest,  DionyB<»,  thou  alone, 
Whether  it  come  from  his  own  native  Orete, 
Or  from  his  daughter's  Cypros ;  both  produce 
Bever^e  which  Hebe  need  not  blush  to  bear. 

Is  there  in  city,  hamlet,  woodland,  croft, 
A  festival  without  thy  genial  gifts, 
iniy  presence,  tho'  unseen  ?    Is  there  a  birth 
Of  infant  bnt  thou  gloddenest  more  the  sire, 
And  the  sire's  friends,  who  sing  thy  praise  aload  ? 

Thou  knowest  I  was  ever  temperate 
And  woTshipt  thee  in  purity  ;  thou  knowest 
I  loved  the  Nymphs  because  Utey  fondled  thee 
And  carried  thee  an  infant  in  their  arms. 
Modest  as  these  am  I ;  therefore  unbiamed 
I  may  invoke  thee  in  the  midst  of  them. 
One  there  is,  Dionysos,  at  whose  song 
Sorrow  hath  often  fled  from  me  ;  do  thou 
Incline  thine  ear,  and  haply  she  may  sing, 
Altho'  her  songs  were  never  framed  for  thee. 

Hail,  Dionysos,  once  again,  and  bless 
This  hospitable  city ;  bless  the  sires 
Of  her  brave  sons,  and  Uiem !  long  may  they  raise 
The  ancestral  cup,  and  pass  it  friend  to  friend  1 
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In  Crete  reigo'd  Z«aa  axtA  Miaos ;  and  tlieie  qnsag 
From  tocW  ChioB  (but  more  ysan  betweoo) 
Homer.     Ah!  vho  near  Homer'B  aide  ahaJl  stand f 
A  slave,  a  ilave  abeH  stand  oaaz  Homer'a  uda. 
OcHoe  from  dark  agci  forth,  oome,  Drimaeos  I 

0  gema  of  Oooaa,  Bhining  here  and  thei» 
Upon  hiB  Test  of  orer-changeful  greec, 
Bicher  are  ye  than  wide-spread  oontinetita, 
Bicher  iu  thoughtful  men  and  glorious  deeds. 
DrimacoB.waa  a  slave ;  but  Liberty 
B;  him  from  Sla-vBij  epnuig,  aa  daj  from  nighl 
Intolerable  aervitude  o'erran 
The  isle  of  Chios.     They  whoee  eires  had  heazd 
The  blind  man,  and  the  muse  who  sat  beeide^ 
ConBtant,  as  was  the  daughter  to  the  king 
Of  Thebes,  and  comforting  his  sunless  way, 
Tea,  even  these  bore  stones  within  their  breaeta, 
Buying  by  land  or  capturing  by  sea, 
And  torturing  limbs  fashioned  like  their  own, 
limbe  like  the  Ot>dB'  they  all  fell  down  before 
But  Zeos  had  from  Olympus  lookt  oblic^ue, 
Then  breath' d  into  the  breasts  of  suffermg  slllvM- 
Heroto  courage  and  heroic  strength. 
And  wisdom  for  thair  vuidanoe  and  support 
Drimaeos  he  appointed  to  coerce 
The  pride  of  the  enslaver,  and  to  free 
All  those  who  labourod  and  were  heavy-laden 
With  griefs,  not  even  by  the  avenging  Qods 
Inflict^,  wrongs  which  meu  alone  inflict 
On  others,  when  their  vices  have  scoopt  out 
A  yoke  far  more  opprobrious  for  themselves. 
From  field  to  field  the  clang  of  arms  was  heard ; 
Fires  from  tna  rocks  and  the  hill-tops  by  night 
Collected  all  the  valiant,  all  the  young. 
Female  and  male,  stripling  and  suckling  babe, 
By  mother  (then  most  fond)  not  left  behind. 
But  many  were  o'ertaken  ;  many  dropt 
Faint  by  the  road ;  thiist,  hunger,  terror,  eeia'd 
Separate  their  prey.     Anu»ig  tbe  fugitives. 
In  the  most  crowded  and  the  narrowest  path 
That  led  into  the.  thickets  on  the  hill, 
Was  Amymon^  with  her  infant  b<^, 
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Inaudible,  althoog'h  her  voioe  hJad  faiL'd. 

On  I>nmaoos  aha  call'd  by  name ;  he  het^ 

The  voice ;  he  tum'd  his  head,  and  vied  aloud  i 

"  Comradee  !  take  up  Ton  infaid  from  the  amu 

That  sink  vith  it ;  smd  h^  the  mother  oa." 

Far  in  advance  tbb  he ;  all  nrg^  smain ; 

All  minded  their  own  household,  nor  obej'iL 

But  he  ruBht  beck  UDid  them  till  he  reacht 

The  mother,  who  had  fallen  under-foot. 

Trampled,  but  not  relinquiahing  her  hold. 

Scarcely  was  epaoe  to  stoo^  in,  yet  he  Mootit 

Ajid  rais'd  what  feeblj  wail'd  amone  men's  ^ffl, 

And  placed  it  on  hie  head,  thkt  the  oeeh  a^ 

Might  solace  it :  soen  it  began  to  play. 

To  pat  the  hair  of  some,  of  some  tiie  eiyM, 

UnoonsdouB  that  ite  mother's  soul  had  fieid. 

The  dust  rose  lower,  for  the  sultry  day 

Was  dosiiig,  and  above  shone  Hesperus 

Alone.    On  mossy  banks  within  the  brake 

The  men  threw  down  their  weapons  snabdit  in  haxts, 

Impenetrable  woods  received  their  flight, 

Ana  shelter'd  and  conceal'd  them  fnnn  pursuit. 

There  many  years  they  dwelt ;  nor  only  ^ere> 

But  also  in  the  plains  and  in  the  towns 

Fought  they,  and  overthrew  the  wealthier  raoe, 

And  drove  their  cattle  off  and  reapt  their  gr^n. 

Drimaoofi,  strong  in  justice,  strong  in  anus. 

Prompt,  vigilant,  was  everywhere  obOT'd. 

He  proffer'd  the  proud  Chiots,  balf-subdaed, 

Bepreeeion  of  invuders,  in  return 

For  their  repremion  of  invaders  too, 

And  com  and  wine  and  oil  enough  for  all, 

And  honied  viotims  to  avengw  2eas. 

But  plenteousnees  and  sloth'  relaxti  his  bold 

Upon  a  few,  men  yearning  to  partake 

The  vices  of  a  city :  murmurs  rose 

And  reacht  the  ear  of  Drimaoos,  and  reacht 

^e  wealthy  towns  and  their  impatient  lordK 

Bewards  were  offered  for  the  leader's  head, 

And  askt  perha|m  ere  offered.    When  h»  foimd 

Ingratitude  bo  nigh  and  eo  alert. 

He  listened  calm^  to  t^  chiefs  aroii&d, 

Hie  firm  defender! ;  then  replied : 

"Hyfrimde-! 
Already  in  the  dsys  of  yonth  ye  wAteht 
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Orer  the  (xmimon-weal,  but  now  jaux  ejea 
And  mine  too  want  repose.    Fear  not  for  me, 
But  guard  y ouraelveB.     The  Qoda  who  placed  me  h 
Call  DM  sway,  not  you." 

They  heard,  and  went, 
Sorrowing.     Then  coU'd  he  unto  him  the  youtJi 
Eiariaoe,  who  two  whole  yean  had  fought 
Beside  him,  and  fought  welL 

"Eiarinofl! 
I  may  have  saved  thy  life  ('tis  said  I  did) 
Jn  iniancT :  it  now  behoves  me,  boy, 
To  give  mee  sabatanoe  such  as  parents  give. 
Ala« !  ^tia  wanting :  nought  is  in  the  house 
Save  arms,  as  thou  well  knowest ;  but  those  men 
Who  left  me  now,  had  talkt  with  thee  before. 
And  there  are  marks  along  thy  cheek  which  t«arB 
Xicave  upon  maiden's  cheeks,  not  upon  men's. 

Eiarinos  Bpake  not,  but  threw  hie  anne 
Around  his  guardian's  neck  and  shook  with  grief. 
"  Thou  ehalt  not  be  quite  destitute,  my  son!'' 
Said  he,  "  Thou  knoweet  what  reward  awaits 
Him  who  shall  bring  my  head  within  the  town. 
Here !  strike  1  let  never  traitor  grac^  the  gold." 
Forward  he  held  the  hilt  and  lowered  his  brow. 
"  Bequeathest  thou  to  parricidal  hand, 
0  fattier !  that  acoorsed  gold  ?  "  cried  he, 
And  ran  against  the  portal,  blind  with  tears. 
But  the  calm  man  now  caught  his  arm,  and  said, 
"  Delay  may  bring  on  both  what  oomee  for  one. 
Inevitable  is  my  death :  at  least 
Promise  me  this  one  thing,  Etarinoe, 
And  I  release  thee :  swear  that,  when  I  die, 
Thou  wilt,  against  all  advenaries,  bear 
My  head  to  those  who  seek  it,  pledge  of  peace." 
CaJmer,  bat  sobbing  deep,  the  you&  repUed, 
"  When  Zeus  the  liberator  shall  appoint 
The  pastor  of  the  people  to  depart, 
His  will  be  done !  if  such  be  bla  and  tfaine." 
He  lowered  his  eyes  in  reverence  to  the  earth ; 
And  Drimocos  then  smote  into  his  breast 
The  unaccepted  sword.     The  pions  youth 
Fell  overpowered  with  anguish,  nor  arose 
Until  the  elders,  who  had  gone,  retom'd. 
They  comforted  the  orphan,  and  implored 
He  would  perform  the  duty  thus  enjoined. 
Nor  Muse,  nor  Memory-  her  mother,  knows 
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Tlie  sequel :  but  upon  the  highest  peak 
Of  Chios  is  an  altar  of  square  stone 
Boughened  by  time,  ana  some  believe  thej  traoe 
In  ancient  letters,  cubit-long,  the  vords 
Drimacet  and  Eiarino*  and  Zna. 


PINDAE  AND  HIERO. 

Hitro.  X^ndar!  no  few  are  there  among  my  gueati 
Who  lift  up  eyebroTs  archt  and  rounded  eyea 
To  hear  thee  talk  as  they  do.    Poets  grin 
And  wlusi>er, 

St  it  lint  of  iM,  not  mere, 
7W  Mghtr  m  .  .  I  think  they  also  add 
Owfioliih  ktHff't  eiteeat. 

Pindar.  We  do  not  feed 

On  race-horse  flash,  nor  drive  the  chariot-wheels 
Upon  the  table.     £}ven  in  verse  I  sing 
Not  always  dithyrambics.     I  may  lift 
Weak  mortal  over  an  admixing  crowd, 
And  I  may  bear  and  heed  not  their  applause, 
A  part  whereof  is  given  to  him  who  fed 
The  steeds,  a  part  to  him  who  drove,  a  part 
At  last  to  me. 

Hiero.  My  friend !  the  steeds  are  gone. 

The  charrioterars  will  follow :  Death  pursues 
And  overtakes  the  fleetest  of  them  all : 
He  may  pant  on  imtil  his  ribe  aro  orackt. 
He  never  shall  reach  thee.     Believe  one  word 
A  king  hath  spoken  .  .  Ages  shall  sweep  off 
All  lifter  things,  but  leave  thy  name  behind. 

Pittdar.  I  was  amused  at  hearing  the  discourse 
Of  OUT  wise  judges,  when  their  maws  were  fill'd. 
About  some  poets  of  the  present  day. 

Smto.  I  did  not  hear  it.     I  would  not  surcharg9 
Thy  memory,  'twero  unfriendly ;  but  perchance 
A  tittle  of  t^e  tattle  may  adhere 
Still  to  thy  memory,  as  on  amber  hairs 
That  some  loose  wench  hath  combed  into  the  street : 
If  so,  pray  let  me  have  it. 

Pindar.  An  old  friend 

Of  mine  had  represented  the  grave  sire 
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Of  poeta,  in  the  Ms  <d  Iduoa, 
OonTOTaing  with  Laertes. 

Siero.  He  yna  wroag. 

Homer  lived  some  time  aftar  him. 

Pindar.  Whokmra? 

Howbeit,  ttie  worst  oomplaint  was  that  a  king 
Spoke  of  Btale  bread,  and  offered  it  his  gaeet. 

Siero.  Ithaca  ia  not  Sicily ;  the  rocka 
Of  that  poor  island  bear  no  crops  of  wheat ; 
Laertes  might  not  every  day  have  spared 
The  scanty  bruabwood  for  Uie  oaten  cake. 
Wine,  I  will  wager,  your  old  friend  hath  jogg")! 
The  generous  hovt  to  lay  upon  the  board. 

Pindar.  And  both  oonverst  as  other  men  coBTerao. 
The  poet  is  no  poet  at  all  hoursr 
The  hero  is  no  hero  with  a  friend. 

Miero.  The  virtuone,  the  valiant,  and  tbfl  vise, 
Have  ever  been  thy  friends,  and  they  alone. 

Pindar.  Few  have  X  found,  and  fewer  hars  I  eoa^t. 
Apart  I  chose  to  stand.     The  purest  air 
Breathes  o'er  high  downa  on  aolitary  men. 
Thou  smilest,  0  king  Hiero,  at  my  worda, 
Who  seest  me  in  thy  eaart 

Si«ro.  No,  no,  my  friend ! 

Pindar.  We  must  not  peneteate  tlie  smile  af  kui|^ 
There  may  be  eeorete  in  it 

Siero.  Open  mine ; 

There  is  but  one  for  thee ;  and  it  is  this ; 
'Tis  written  on  no  scroll,  but  on  my  heart ; 
Command  I  dare  not  call  it,  though  I  would  .  . 
Pindar  ia  Pindar,  Hiero  is  but  king. 

Pindar.  Embolden'd  when  I  onght  to  be  sbMU^ 
I  venture  now  to  question  thee. 

Mi«ro.  Obey, 

Sprinkle  a  drop  of  Letiie  on  the  fonnt 
Of  sparkling  I^roe,  nor  remember  Thebes, 
Or  him  alone  remember,  him  whoee  harp 
Bais'd  up  her  walls,  wluoh  harp  thon  stnkest  now 
With  hand  more  pcrf«nt  than  Amphion's  was. 
Here  sbalt  titaa  dwell  in  bonoor,  long  thy  daa,. 
And  fling  to  ni  thy  eren-song  of  lif& 
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Ottkih  of  the  doable  bMi  belorad  of  him 

yfho  afaakea  &e  world's  foundations,  thou  hast  seen 

Gioiy  in  aU  her  beautj,  all  her  f  oimB ; 

Been  her  iralk  back  with.  ThsMus  when  he  left 

The  bones  of  Scinm  bleaching  to  the  wind, 

Above  the  ocean's  roar  and  cormorant's  flight, 

So  high  that'TBstest  billows  from  above 

Show  but  like  herbage  waving  in  the  mead ; 

8een  gmerationfi  tlu^ig  thy  Isthmian  gamss. 

And  pass  away ;  the  beaotifal,  the  brave^ 

And  them  who  sang  theit  pTaisee.     Bat,  0  Qneen,    * 

Audible  still,  and  far  bejond  thy  diffs. 

As  when  tiloy  first  were  nttei'd,  are  thoM  words 

Divine  which  piaiaed  the  raliant  and  the  just; 

And  tears  have  oftm  stopt,  npon  that  ridge 

So  perilous,  hiin  who  brought  before  his  eye 

The Colchian  babes.     "Stay!  sparehim!  sars  tiie last! 

Hedea !     Is  that  blood  ?  again !  it  drops 

From  my  implori^  hand  upon  my  feet ! 

I  will  invoke  the  Eumenidee  no  more, 

I  will  forgive  thee,  bless  thoo,  bend  to  thea 

In  all  thy  wishes,  do  but  thou,  Medea, 

Tell  me,  one  lives."     "  And  ahaU  I  too  deoeiTef  " 

Cries  from  the  fiery  car  an  angry  voice ; 

And  swifter  than  two  falling  stare  descend. 

Two  breathless  bodies ;  wann,  soft,  motionleos. 

As  flowers  in  stillest  noon  before  the  sun. 

They  lie  three  pacea  froDL  him :  such  they  lie 

As  when  he  left  them  sleeping  side  by  side, 

A  mother's  arm  round  eaim,  a  mothePe  ohedta 

Between  them,  flusht  with  happiness  and  lova 

He  was  more  changed  than  they  were,  doomed  to  Atfw 

Thee  and  the  stranger,  how  defaced  and  soair'd 

Grief  hunts  us  dovni  the  precipice  of  years. 

And  whom  the  faithless  prey  upon  the  last. 

To  give  the  inertast  maasee  of  our  earth 
Hw  loveliest  forms,  was  thine ;  to  fix  the  Qods 
Within  tl^  waUfl,  and  hang  their  tripods  round 
"With  fruits  and  foliage  knowing  not  decay. 
A  nobler  work  eemains :  thy  dtadel 
Invites  all  Oreece :  o'er  lands  and  floods  remot« 
Many  are  the  hearts  Uiat  still  beat  high  for  thee : 
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Confide  then  in  thy  etrength,  and  unappall'd 
Jjook  down  upon  die  plain,  while  yokemate  kinga 
Bon  bellowing  where  their  herdsmen  goad  them  on. 
Instinot  ie  sharp  in  them  and  t«rror  true, 
They  smell  the  floor  whereon  their  neoka  mnat  lie. 


PTOLEMY  AMD  THEOCRITOS. 

PUlamy.  Heaaant  art  thou,  Theocritos  !     The  pair 
Thou  broughteat  forward  to  our  festival 
Of  yerterday,  Praxinoe  and  Gotgo, 
Are  worthy  pair  for  Aristophanes, 
Had  he  been  living,  to  have  brought  on  stage : 
Even  grave  Uenander,  wittiest  of  tbe  wise, 
Had  smiled  and  caught  thee  b^  the  hand  for  this. 

Tlieoeritoi.  Ah !  to  be  witty  a  hard  work  sometimes. 
'Tis  easier  to  Ue  down  along  the  grass, 
"Where  there  ia  any,  grass  tiierre  none  is  here. 

Ptolemy.  But  here  are  couches  where  we  may  t^>o«» 
And  dream  as  easily.    Thy  dreams  were  all 
Por  Sicily,  about  the  Nymphs  and  swains, 

Thtoeritoi.  It  seems  an  easier  matter  to  oompoee 
Idyls  of  shepherds  and  of  little  Oods 
Tlum  great  heroic  men. 

PfohMy.  Thou  hast  done  both. 

Theocritos.  Neither  is  easy.     Grass  in  Sicily 
Is  slippery,  scant  the  tuj^  and  hard  to  tread. 
The  sheep  oft  wonder,  and  crowd  dose,  at  sight 
Of  venturous  shepherd,  putting  pipe  to  lip 
And,  ere  he  blow  it,  sprawling  heels  in  air. 
I  have  sung  hymns }  out  hymns  with  fuller  breath 
Are  ohaunted  by  my  friend  £allimakoe. 

Ptolemy.  li-iend .'  0  strange  man  !  poet  call  WKitJrimd  f 

If  my  good  genius  brought  thee  liimer,  t>in.TilrB 
We  both  may  pay  him. 

Theowitoe.  Well  indeed  may  I. 

Ptolemy.  What !  for  disturbing  dreama  <u  nymphs  and  swains. 
And  whispMdng  leaves  of  platan  and  of  pine  ? 
Bweet  whispers  !  but  with  sweeter  underneath. 

Thtoeritoi.  No ;  but  for  banishing  far  different  o&w, 
Buch  as  were  facta  in  our  fair  Sidly. 
Had  kings  like  Ptolemy  been  living  then, 
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However  far  removed  thia  empire  lies, 

FhabiriB  aerer  liad  ehut  up  within 

Hifl  brazen  bull  the  bravest  and  the  best 

Ptolemy.  Kings  have  their  duties  :  it  oonoems  tlieni  all 
To  take  good  heed  that  none  betray  their  trust, 
Lest  odious  be  the  name,  and  tliey  themselveB 
Fall  thro'  the  crime  of  one :  the  crowns  tliey  wear 
Make  some  hot-headed,  nearly  all  weak-eyed. 

'Tis  written  how  this  bull  went  doee  bc^und. 
Bellowing  his  thunders,  belching  smoke  and  flame, 
"Wbeiever  that  king  went. 

Titoeritoi.  No  fiction,  aire. 

Of  poets,  or  historians,  who  ffngn  more. 

Ptohmjf.  Heaaaater  in  our  .£gypt  be  thy  dreams ! 
Come,  let  me  hear  the  latest ;  smt^  it  out. 

TiMcritoi.  Last  night,  beneath  the  shadow  of  a  sphjnx 
I  fancied  I  was  lying,  and  I  dreom'd 
Only  of  placid  Qods  and  generous  kings. 

PUItmy.  Knave !  knave !  on  neither  shall  thy  dream  be  vain. 


THE  FAWTfJTC  IN  ETKUEIA.* 

Bbtond  the  confines  of  a  race  cognate. 
Pelade,  and  their  hunger  well  appeaa'd. 
Had  traveVd  the  Etrunana :  age  alone 
"Would  have  protected  them  throughout  all  lands 
When  it  was  widely  known  they  sought  the  God 
At  Delphi  ;  now  they  stood  beneath  his  fane. 
BiA  some  of  them  had  rashly  ;^1uckt  the  boughs 
Of  bay  in  passing ;  when  a  voice  was  heard 
In  modulated  tones ;  and  these  the  words. 
Impiotu  tht  man  who  maju  the  hudding  bag, 
Or  imuM  it,  that  luutening  itt  decay : 
TkU  may  be  pardon' d  in  the  goati  and  twine  ; 
BrvtM  know  not  what  it  awfut  and  divine. 
Obedient  were  they  all. 

When  they  approaoht 


of  ths  nuUeg.  After  thii  their  calimit;,  the  Etruriuu,  whn  ir<>re  the  JapaasM  of 
Emope  three  thooiouui  ;««n  ago,  m  civility  uid  indnitn,  lost  the  dominion  of 
Italy,alill  obemring the onde,  nod  devoliiu  a  tenth  of^tbc'  ~   ' 

of  tatii  ohfldrtu  to  theii  Ctodi'  Ticegerent  and  tabonlinatet. 
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The  temple,  one  Klone  reeared  a.  'bnadi, 
And  lie  was  bidden  to  came  (ortli  and  epeak. 
Then  came  be  fortitt  and,  kneeling,  thai  ^wke  h*. 

"  The  Bpringa  are  sank  into  the  eaith  again. 
Thou  aeeet,  ApoUo,  who  aeeet  all  below, 
And,  where  the  fonntaine  babbled  np,  the  bate 
Widen  tliair  wings  and  croneh,  nor  seek  t<x  flies. 
For  even  the  fliee  onrand  are  dead  with  droaajit, 
And  the  thin  knsta,  now  thinnw,  oeaea  to  whirr. 

Not  onlj  the  li^t  wanderers  of  the  air, 
The  TBiy  serpents,  mother  Earth's  fint-boni, 
And  living  in  all  landa,  lire  not  with  us. 
fithon,  the  glory  of  thy  silver  bow, 
Would  not  hare  laii'd  his  threatening  head,  but  oroo^it 
At  hia  foil  length,  and  panted,  not  d^ed. 

Piteous  it  is,  if  we  can  pity  now 
Aught  but  ourselTeB,  to  see  uie  oze's  ribs 
White  under  him  who  drove  them  to  the  field, 
And  dijing  as  they  drop  his  bitter  tears. 
Where  now  the  poppy-crown  ?  where  harreet  home  ?  " 
Fain  would  I  rest  upon  a  thought  so  aweet. 
If  sweet  be  any  thought  of  happiness 
Departed,  and  hope  with  it. 

Worse  remains. 
A  motliOT  had  no  heart  to  kill  her  babe, 
But  offered  it  to  one  who  had :  be  said 
A  plumper  turnip  was  too  high  a  price ; 
And  she  tum'd  back  in  anger  and  io  sooni  .  . 
But  soon  (even  eoom  and  anger  sank)  retum'd. 
For  she  had  one  babe  left,  and  one  might  lire. 

The  God  was  deaf  to  ereiy  prayer ;  st  length 
They  sought  his  orade  with  better  hopes ; 
Then  said  he  from  hie  inner  shrine. 

'"Tiflhere. 
Here  only  should  ye  seek  me,  willful  men ! 
Depart ;  and  sacrifice  to  me  ^e  tenth 
Of  all  tlkat  earth  may  bear  to  you  henoeforth. 
After  due  reverence  to  the  priest  ordain'd 
To  take  it ;  he  will  luetrate  you  and  bless 
Tour  cliildren." 

Joyous  they  retum'd,  snoh  joy 
As  could  find  entrance  in  such  shrunk  abodes. 
Thev  brought  the  prieet  his  tenth  -.  he  soowl'd  on  them. 

"Bring  the  tenth  child,"  cried  he,  "The  God  we  serve 
Deli^^its  m  song,  and  scmg  our  God  must  hsve." 
"  Few  are  now  left  us,"  said  the  weeping  sires, 


..Google 


■U,  nc]  THE  ALTAB.  OF  UODESTY. 

"  And  knag*  leaTea  not  «ren  Toio*  behind, 
Nor  are  all  fit  for  it." 

"  Begone,  petrane ! " 
Cried  lie  .  .  "  bnt  en  je  go  I  piomue  y» 
We  of  our  temple  can  bring  roicee  out, 
And  they  shall  warble  in  our  saoed  choir  t 
The  Tii^^na  w6  will  ebnt  from  eyes  profane." 
Sorrowing  the  Ebmians  led  their  ohildrui  foith 
Devoted  to  the  Ood  of  lig^t  and  song. 


THW  AJJIAS.  OF  VODESTT. 

Book  as  the  stranger  tnnu  his  stop  away 

From  Lacednmon,  andpursueB  the  road 

Toward  the  towers  of  EUa,  where  a  ford 

Whitens  with  rippling  wave  the  river-bKik, 

Bacred  to  ICodeaty  an  altar  stood. 

Hither  the  gentle  Leda  brought  her  child. 

Her  Helena,  whom  Theseus  had  borne  off, 

And  thus  reproTod  her,  hj  none  other  heard. 

"  How  couldst  thou,  Helena,  leave  house  and  home 

And  parent,  and  twin  'brothers,  bright  as  stars  ? 

With  what  discourse  oonld  Theeeus  tempt  thee  henoe  ? 

He  is  not  tender,  is  not  bland,  nor  chasto. 

Nor  even  young. 

I  too  waa  once  beguiled 
By  a  white  stately  ewan  I  loved  to  feed. 
Who  drove  l^e  reet  away  that  followed  birn  ; 
And  wicked  Theseus,  then  a  boy,  laught  loud 
Seeing  my  downoaat  eyes ;  and,  when  I  tum'd 
To  dude  him,  Ah  poor  Leda  !  whined  &a  rogue. 
Once  as  I  watcht  him  wrestling  in  the  ring. 
Me,  tho'  I  stood  far  distant,  he  espied 
And  waddled  nearer,  and  whined  childishly 
Poor  Leda  f  whatapUg.'  nmight^f  auwi/ 
And  shaped  his  lips  as  deftly  as  he  oould 
Into  a  beak ;  then  from  a  reed  within 
Whistled  low  queraloua  notea,  as  avtui  may  do ; 
Lastly,  to  crown  his  impudraioe,  drew  wings 
Over  his  shouldeiB,  ■i>>»iring  them  ontspred. 

Where  am  I  rambling  f    What  has  this  to  do 
Witli  such  a  folly  aa  was  his  and  thine  P 
TeU  me  .  .  now  ve  axe  saatad  .  .  all  that  past" 
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Then  Helena  .  .  but  first  ei^Vd  more  tiixa  onos. 
•■  Blamable  iraa  our  gniest,  bat  wano  his  friend 
Pirithoos,  who  extol'd  me  far  above 
All  other  Spartan  maids,  and  eameatly 
Pointed  me  out  to  him.     No,  nersr  mora 
In  preeeaoe  ot  Pirithooa  will  I  dance, 
Afnid  to  celebrate  Diana's  games." 

"  I  want  to  hear  of  Tbesous,  not  of  him." 
Baid  Leda.    She  obeyed. 

"  He  prais'd  the  land 
Of  CecropB,  its  convivial  hours,  its  girls 
Waving  a  golden  tettdnx  in  their  hair, 
Yet  Helena's  prefer'd  he  unadom'd. 
Brave,  said  ho,  were  his  countiTiuen,  and  mild 
And  facil  were  their  Oods  ;  not  Pallaa'  self 
Beheld  them  ever  with  unkindly  Balance, 
Standing  among  the  Graces,  and  but  shook 
Her  head  at  any  little  fault  of  theirs. 
Harp,  song,  and  dance,  beneath  the  olive-trees. 
He  promist  me,  on  turf  where  tymbrels  shed 
Showers  of  white  blossoms  on  the  aandal'd  feet : 
And  then  in  autumn  O  what  rites  and  games  ! 
Such  as  when  Bakkos,  India's  kings  subdned 
And  India's  tigers  crouching  under  him, 
Pronounced  this  one  command,  Bt  happy  aii/ 
Yet  Theseus  was  himself  most  miserable ; 
He  said  it,  and,  as  if  it  were  a  crime 
To  suffer,  humbly  prayed  me  to  forgive. 
I  was  not  merciless  ;  it  was  enough 
To  seem  so  in  the  midst  of  tears  and  sighs. 

'  Who  would,'  said  I,  '  prefer  the  cares  of  love 
That  could  beneath  the  shade  of  friendship  rest 
And  hear  the  praises  of  himself  and  friend ; 
Thine  is  Pirithoos,  flourishing  in  youth 
And  ready  to  learn  anything  from  thee. 
And  any  danger  at  thy  side  incur, 
Nearer  to  thee  in  years,  and  beautiful 
As  was  the  royal  youth  an  eagle  bore 
From  Ida,  beautiful  as  he  who  fell 
Beneath  Apollo's  cfuoit ;  but  never  hop« 
With  me  such  praises  ;  never  hope  to  calm 

Sliatever  thou  persuadest  me)  my  fears.' 
en  he.     '  Not  always  is  the  ear  content 
With  praises,  nor  with  friendship  is  the  breast : 
Of  this  the  girls  of  Sparta  seem  aware, 
And  often  t^ide  me  for  it.     When  we  reach 
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Pandion'e  city  thou  slialt  prove  tliro'  life 
Fond  is  the  loTer  as  is  firm  the  friend.' 

I  answered,  '  There  are  others  thou  hast  left. 
Perfidious  Theseus,  in  that  isle  afar 
Where  tower  a  hundred  dtiee.' 

Mother  dear. 
Now  listen  what  he  own'd  aad  what  denied. 
We  know  how  cruel  Minos  was,  what  law 
When  he  hod  conquered  Athens  he  imposed ; 
Which  to  avoid,  the  father  sent  his  son 
Hither;  strong,  ardent,  unoontrollable, 
Away  he  burst  to  lands  where  Zeus  was  bom, 
And  there  he  slew  the  Minotaur :  the  thread 
That  guided  him  throughout  that  labyrinth's 
Intricate  turns  was  Ariadne's  gift. 
Nor  was  be  faithless  to  her,  but  he  loved 
Me  better,  and  he  swore  by  every  Gtod 
Of  late  propitious  to  him,  he  who  left 
Wealth,  kingdom,  beauty,  should  be  mine  alone ; 
Mine  marble  palaces,  Hymettos  mine. 
And  that  sweet  honey  from,  those  thymy  knolls 
Where  only  bees  have  anything  to  do. 

Now,  mother !  should  I,  can  I,  tell  you  more  ? 
My  poor  old  prying  nurse,  who  really  knows 
Many  things,  but  imagines  she  knows  more. 
Thinking  I  must  be  weejy  and  might  want 
To  rest  my  ankles  higher  than  the  floor, 
Lifted  up  one  above  the  couch's  edge ; 
Then  down  she  stoopt  that  she  mignt  better  peer. 
Well  I  remember  it,  because  she  trod 
On  mr  loose  hair ;  then  doubling  under  her 
Both  knees,  she  looked  quite  close,  sagaciously, 
Then,  rising  up,  she  spat  behind  her  back. 
And  then  ran  out,  liftmg  in  wonderment 
Her  head  aloft  and  spreading  out  both  arms, 
Hiclaimed, '^inu .'  Zmu!  be  prated!  he  hath  preferred 
JTif  child:  then  muttered  she  with  scornful  voice, 
A  h^re  .'  of  mad  heroat  moit  iiuane .' 
Me  indeed  !  he  tlay  Minotatirt  !  I  now 
Belittle  he  left  the  virgin  on  the  thore 
Of  Dia  ;  what  eould  he  do  elee  f     0  age 
Degenerate!  which  for  profeeu  eon  but  boatt 
Sueh  men  ai  Theeeu*  and  Alcidei  are. 
Ah!  in  my  dug  .  .  but  all  tuck  day t  are  pant.*" 

These  words  repeated  by  the  unwary  maid 
Sootb'd  Leda's  breast ;  and  softly  fell  her  tears. 
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Softly  too  fell  her  dauehter'a  at  the  eigLt. 

"  Uother,  I  think  I  did  not  lore  him  much, 

I  am  quite  sure  I  do  not  love  him  now, 

And  vhy  I  went  with  him  I  can  not  guoas. 

Do  not  be  angry ;  he  will  be  ashamed 

To  come  again,  ashamed  as  much  as  I. 

If  I  had  not  Tetum'd  you  might  have  been 

A  little  BOF17,  certainly  I  should, 

But  here  you  see  me  freah  and  fond  as  ever." 

After  a  while  said  Leda,  ' '  Thou  hast  told 

The  happier  part,  and  now  relate  the  rest. 

Nor  canst  thou  do  it  in  a  fitter  place  ; 

For  here  OdyBseua*  (unlike  thy  return) 

Beneatli  love's  chaster  torches  carried  home 

Penelope.    Her  sire  Icarios, 

Altho'  lie  had  approved  the  worthy  choice, 

Altho'  he  had  invited  to  his  house 

The  future  sou,  and  altho'  far  beyond 

All  others,  brave,  and  waiy,  and  expert 

In  household  thrift  was  Laertiadea, 

And  safe,  with  rocks  around,  his  island  stood. 

Felt  now  the  Krief  a  parent  ever  feels 

To  lose  a  child. 

The  nuptial  festival 
Prorogued  his  sorrows  with  hia  guests  about. 
For  BakkoB  wound  with  ivy  and  with  flowers 
Together  Age  and  Youth  upon  that  day. 
All  was  well  then,  and  jocund  dreams  enwrapt 
The  soundly  sleeping  sire  :  but  when  arose 
Mom,  and  he  saw  the  coronels  coUapst 
Droop  down  the  chamber  door,  and  lieard  the  neigh 
Of  steeds,  and  saw  the  broken  cates  removed 
From  the  piled  table,  then,  ah  then  indeed 
Sorrow,  awhile  remoter,  prest  again 
UjHm  his  temples,  his  ears  sob'cC  Iub  knees 
Gave  way." 

Then  shuddered  Helena,  and  scud, 
"  How  cruel  was  Odysseus  thus  to  pain 
Poor  old  IcarioB." 

"  Crueller,"  replied 
Leda,  "  is  she  who  seeks  a  home  unknown 
Leaving  a  parent  ignorant  of  her  flight." 

•  OdyMsiu  here  reooven  his  proper  nams  inrtsad  of  Vlyna,  h«  bdng  nnlhn 
Roman  nor  Englhh.  Bat  it  ia  only  vhere  Ihoae  of  hU  coontrj-  are  supposed  lo 
beipeaking:  in  lu  it  voulil  li^-'iffeclatioa:  with  ua  he  U  natuisliied. 
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Strong  as  mav  grief  be,  curioeify  - 
Creeps  over  and  beyond  it. 

Leda,  calm'd, 
Gould  noT  reenme  her  questioning; ;  ebe  askt 
What  caus'd  her  error  :  Helena  would  turn 
The  question,  and  entreated  to  know  more 
About  Penelope,  and  what  result. 
"  Grant,  0  ye  Gods  !  she  may  be  safe  at  home  !" 
Leda  oould  now  but  smile,  with  gentle  palm 
Fatted  her  cheek,  and  from  her  bosom  drew 
With  finffer  slipping  back  the  duo  that  dropt 
Into  it,  obstinate  to  keep  its  place. 
Then  Helena,  first  looking  round  about. 
Pursued  her  narratiTe. 

"  I  will  relate 
The  whole  ;  for  now  I  see  you  will  not  ask 
Such  idle  questions  as  the  nurse,  insane. 
Else  how  could  she  deem  me  so  tiger-like 
As  bite  ?    She  gave  me  signs  by  pod  and  wink. 
Finding  her  words  convey  no  sense  at  all : 
Hardly  such  rudeness  can  the  crone  object 
To  sister  Clytemneetra :  well  you  know. 
Sweet  mother,  that  your  Helena  was  taught 
Far  different  manners,  nor  would,  even  tho'  hurt. 
Use  tooth  or  nail,  but  tremble  as  the  strings 
Of  a  lyre  tremble  if  swept  all  at  once." 
Leda,  to  hide  her  bluahes,  prest  her  face 
On  the  fresh  herbage,  fearing  to  look  up. 
And  twitcht  unooosciously  the  brittle  grass. 
"  He  did  not  hurt  thee,  then  ?  " 

"  Quite  the  reverae ; 
He  swore  he  would  not,  and  he  kept  his  word : 
Instead  of  hurting,  he  protected  me 


"  0  ye  Gods  above ! "  exclaimed 
The  mother  in  alarm. 

"  Ah  what  a  tale ! 
Yet.  yet,  go  on  with  it ;  lay  bare  the  whole 
And  end  with  it  my  pangs  of  grief  and  fear. 
Thou  hast  been  shown  by  me  that  even  the  shy 
Have  err'd  from  steadinees ;  how  far  hast  thou  ! 
If  more  austere  thy  sister  than  befits. 
If  at  the  wanton  boys  she  stamps  her  foot. 
Thou  art  too  ready  to  incline  an  ear 
To  their  excuses.     I  have  seen  thee  stand, 
Trip  on,  turn  back,  and  ask  what  eon  they  mean, 
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And  wait,  nor  over-ioadil;  disnuBS 

The  l&ug'liuig  urchins  with  Teqtonaive  laugh. 

Nature  ma;  throw  a  gloom  o'er  Modesty 
Bift  she  serenes  the  brow  with  purer  light, 
Light  pure  as  on  Olympos  Gods  enjoy." 

She  paufi'd,  and  sigh'd. 

Commanded  to  confess. 
The  daughter  said,  "  A  grove  there  la  not  far 
Beyond  me  city,  but  from  thence  unserai, 
Because  the  city  and  the  little  hill 
Conceal  it ;  there  in  winter  runs  a  brook. 
But  at  this  season  its  steep  crumbling  banks 
Are  join'd  together  by  a  fallen  oak 
The  winds  have  thrown  there :  boughs  and  bark  afford 
An  easy  passage  over. 

Theseus  lept 
From  the  low  car  that  bore  us :  when  we  reacht 
The  farther  side,  perceiTing  my  alarm 
He  laid  me  on  the  grass,  with  gentlest  hand 
Pressing  my  bosom  to  allay  my  fear. 
And  often  was  it  careful  to  provide 
That  neither  stick,  nor  stone  beneath,  nor  bent 
Should  harm  me ;  for  the  bent  in  woods  is  stiff." 

While  she  all  this  was  saying,  Leda's  breath 
Blew  hard  and  thick  upon  her  braided  hair. 
"  Nemesis  will  o'ertake  thee,"  she  sigh'd  out, 
"  Unless  thou  tell  it  all  from  first  to  Wt." 
Now  somewhat  less  dissembling,  thus  adjured, 
Helena  spake  again. 

"  To  bring  back  all 
Into  my  mind,  so  hurried  by  the  road. 
The  rapine,  the  recoveiy,  and  the  spears 
Of  my  two  brothers  thrust  against  the  reins, 
Ishtu^. 

The  lover,  lately  so  submias. 
Grew  furious  and  sprang  down  :  first  to  himself 
He  muttered,  then  to  me ;  he  bade  me  go, 
He  bade  me  stay.     We  hear  the  tramp  of  steeds. 
Awaj/,  cried  he,  and  threw  roe  on  the  car. 
But  my  two  brothers  had  come  up :  the  bits 
Drawn  tightly  in,  the  javelins  viDrat«d- 
8tay,  robber  !  thoy  exclame,  their  angiy  eyM 
Glaring  like  stars  that  struggle  with  a  stream. 
What  !  arm'd  againd  the  jinarm'd.'  cried  he  in  scorn, 
Turning  aside  the  ]Hiiiit-9  with  open  hand, 
Off,  boyi !  what  won'it  ye  ?  think  ye  that  I  dread 
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Ywr  jarelitit  y  no;  your  youth,  your  partntage, 

AtBti  me ;  lale  homeuie^d,  take  tci'th  you  un?iami'd 

Tour  virgin  sitter  ;  for  the  Poicors  aiov« 

Save  by  ntre  omen  dieofproved  my  deed. 

Thus  he ;  and  they  abstaiit'd :  then,  to  himself, 

Patiently  hear  thy  vultwe,  patiently 

Look  dotenfrojn  thy  ehain'd  neek  and  wateh  uptorn 

Thy  growing  liver  by  insatiate  beak; 

Rest,   0  Prometheus,  on  the  piereing  Jlint*, 

Endure  the  lightning  on  unclosing  eyes. 

Never  hast  thou  endured  love  torn  away 

Upon  the  threshold  from  thine  open  arms." 

The  maiden  bluaht  as  ehe  began  the  tale 
And  Borrowed  as  she  cloaed  it :  half  afraid 
Her  mother  ought  observe  her,  she  besought 
The  Hequel  of  Penelope  :  aware 
Of  her  devices,  Leda  sweetly  gazed 
And  thus  began  to  moralize  her  tale. 

"  On  those  united  by  an  equal  love 
Smiles  every  morning,  every  evening  brings 
Fresh  hymenseals :  youthful  maid  should  find 
A  youtMul  husband  ;  such  be  thine,  my  child. 
And  ever  mindful  how  chaste  love  excells 
Unchaste,  be  thou  Penelope,  be  thine 
Odysseus. 

I  related  how  it  g^eved 
Icarioe  to  have  bid  his  child  farewell. 
At  first  he  tum'd  away  his  tearful  eyes. 
And  rested  on  the  lintel  of  the  door 
His  troubled  brow  ;  but  aoou  he  heard  tlte  tramp 
Of  the  car-hoTses  and  the  rolling  wheels 
That  grated  near,  then  where  the  stones  no  more 
Paved  the  bis^hway  and  sounds  came  indistinct, 
Brought  to  him  oidy  by  the  fitful  breeze, 
Bushing  out  wildly  thro'  the  cdty  gate. 
Broken  in  spirit,  weak  in  sight,  he  saw 
Odysseus,  wlio  had  slackened  now  the  reins 
To  hear  more  leisurely  the  low  discourse 
Of  his  beloved. 

Thro'  deep  husky  groans. 
In  broken  voice,  Restore  my  vhild  !  he  critd. 
True,  I  did  yield  her  to  thee ;  not  so  deaf 
Wast  thou  that  day,  ho,  nor  that  day  tens  I 
Childless  as  now  Ihou  makeet  me:  restore 
3[y  only  daughter,  uig  heart's  sole  delight. 
My  age's  sole  support.     Thee  many  a  maid 
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May  please  at  weli  at  the.    0  give  her  hack 
In  pity,  or  oomt  v>ith  me  both  again. 

OdysBeuB  heard  and  checkt  and  looet  the  reina. 
The  gentle  daughter  threw  her  left  arm  roimd 
The  old  man's  neck,  and  sooth'd  hie  irrinkled  cheek 
With  her  warm  teare :  the  youth  had  paue'd,  thea  spake. 
Me  Sparta  might  detain,  me  might  the  htme 
Of  our  Penelope,  but  home  have  I, 
Htyme,  people,  aged  sire,  and  hoviehold  gode, 
Neglected  never  leith  impunity. 

Pimit .'  if  thou  art  pioue,  eaid  the  aire. 
Restore  h«r:  the  it  willing,  at  thou  teett. 

Let  har  then  ehoote,  said  he  of  Ithaca. 
Penelope  east  down  her  pallid  brow 
While  her  right  hand  held  tight  the  hero's  vest. 
And  Bohs  ehook  heavily  her  etruggling  heart. 

Choote,  ehoote,  IcarioB  cried  ;  remember  her 
Who  bore  thee;  pity  me. 

Fierce  tortures  wrung 
Nor  broke  her  silence. 

Speak,  Penelope.' 
Said  softly  her  OdysBeua.    Sound  the  Beck 
Paternal  still  her  arm  was  left,  her  face 
Turn'd  to  the  other  side,  her  veil  drawn  close, 
Heavy  with  tears,  until  with  groan  and  gasp 
The  weak  neck  fell  upon  the  neck  less  weak. 
Sorrowful,  and  yet  proud  at  heart,  retum'd 
Icarioe  home  :  the  elders  his  compeers 
Came  forth  and  envied  him  and  soon  consoled  : 
Hence  was  devoted  (why  wert  thou  away  ?) 
That  low  turf  altar  rais'd  to  Modesty." 


IPHIQENEIA  AND  AGAMEMNON. 

IpgioBREU.,  when  she  heard  her  doom 
At  Aulie,  and  when  all  beside  the  king 
Had  gone  away,  took  his  right-hand,  and  said, 
"  0  father !  I  am  young  and  very  happy. 
I  do  not  think  the  pious  Calchas  heanl 
Distinctly  what  the  Ooddess  spake.    Old-age 
Obscures  the  senses.    If  my  nurse,  who  knew 
My  voice  bo  well,  sometimes  misunderstood 
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While  I  was  reetilig  on  her  knee  both  arms 
And  hitting  it  to  make  her  mind  m;  words, 
And  looking  in  her  face,  and  ahe  in  mine, 
Might  not  he  also  hear  one  word  BmisB, 
Spoken  &om  so  far  off,  even  from  OlympuB  f  " 
tLq  father  placed  hia  cheek  upon  her  head. 
And  tears  dropt  down  it,  but  tko  king  of  men 
Beplied  not.    Then  the  maiden  spake  once  more. 
"  O  father !  eayst  thou  nothing?    Hear'st  thou  not 
Ue,  whom  thou  ever  hast,  until  this  hour, 
Listen'd  to  fondly,  and  awakeu'd  me 
To  hear  my  voice  amid  the  voice  of  birds, 
"When  it  was  inarticidate  as  theirs, 
And  the  down  deadened  it  within  tlie  nest  ?  " 
He  moved  her  gently  from  him,  silent  atill, 
And  this,  and  uia  alone,  brought  tears  from  her^ 
Altho'  she  saw  fate  nearer  :  then  with  sighs, 
"  I  thought  to  have  laid  down  my  hair  before 
Benignant  Artemis,  and  not  have  dimm'd 
Her  polisht  altar  with  my  viif;in  blood  ; 
I  thought  to  have  selected  die  white  flowers 
To  please  the  Nymphs,  and  to  have  askt  of  each 
By  name,  and  with  no  sorrowful  regret, 
Whethw,  since  both  my  parents  wiH'd  the  change, 
I  might  at  Hymen's  feet  bend  my  clipt  brow ; 
And  (after  these  who  mind  us  girls  the  most) 
Adore  our  own  Athena,*  that  ^e  would 
Regard  me  mildly  with  her  azure  eyes. 
But,  father !  to  see  you  no  more,  and  see 
Tour  love,  0  iather !  go  ere  I  am  gone  .  ." 
Oently  he  moved  her  off,  and  drew  her  back, 
Bendmg  his  lofty  head  far  over  her's, 
And  the  dark  depths  of  nature  heaved  and  burst. 
He  tum'd  away  ;  not  far,  but  silent  still. 
She  now  first  shudder'd ;  for  in  him,  so  nigh. 
So  long  a  silence  seem'd  the  approach  of  death. 
And  hke  it.     Once  again  ehe  rais'd  her  voice. 
"  0  father !  if  the  shipe  are  now  detain'd. 
And  all  your  vows  move  not  the  Gods  above, 
When  the  knife  strikes  me  there  will  be  one  prayer 
The  leas  to  them  :  and  purer  can  there  be 
Any,  or  more  fervent  than  the  daughter's  prayer 
For  her  dear  father's  safety  and  swccss  ?" 
A  groan  that  shook  him  shook  not  his  resolve. 

*  Pallaa  Athau  ma  the  patroneis  of  Argos. 
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An  aged  man  now  enter'd,  and  without 

One  word,  stept  slowly  on,  and  took  the  wrist 

Of  tho  pale  maiden.     She  lookt  up,  and  aaw 

Tlie  fillet  of  the  priest  and  cakn  cold  eyes. 

Then  tum'd  she  where  her  parent  stood,  and  cried 

"  0  father !  grieve  no  more :  the  ships  can  saiL" 


FENELOPE  AND  PHEIDO. 

Pheido.  Ha !  what  strange  storiee  these  old  people  tell ! 
Will  you  helieve  me,  gracious  lady  queen  ? 
Yeeterday-eve  behind  this  figtree  sate 
Melantheua  and  that  idler  Iros,  he 
Who  breaks  more  bread  than  the  beet  workman  earns, 
And  seem'd  conten<Ung  which  should  lie  the  most. 

Penelope.  What  did  they  talk  about  ? 

Pheido.  Why,  they  discourst 

About  our  lord,  be  sure,  bb  all  men  do. 
Iros,  who  scratcht  his  shoulder,  said  he  tried 
To  shirk  the  ships  that  were  afloat  for  Troy. 
I  oould  weU-nigh  have  smitten  him,  but  tliought 
So  wise  a  man,  with  such  a  queen  for  wife. 
So  beautiful,  so  provident  of  com 
And  oil  and  wine,  must  suddenly  have  lost 
His  wits,  by  Bun-stroke,  or  magician's  wand 
Or  witches  charm,  to  leave  her  willingly. 

Penelopt.  Willingly  not,  but  dnteously;  the  Oods 
Urged  him,  and  he  obeyed ;  the  chiefs  of  Oreece 
Knew  that  they  wanted  much  his  prudent  mind, 
Kings  tho'  they  wore,  to  counsel  Uixaa  aright. 
There  was  no  folly  in  their  thinking  so. 
Brave  as  he  was,  he  would  have  staid  at  home, 
But  Hellas  rose  in  arms  to  punish  fraud 
And  rapine.    When  he  left  me,  tears  he  shed. 
Which  he  had  never  done  but  on  that  day 
When  on  his  mother's  breast  he  cried  for  miltr 
And  milk  was  there  no  longer.     He  was  bom 
For  glory. 

Pheido.       0  sweet  mistress!  what  is  that? 

Pm*lope.  To  carry  arms,  and  quell  thereby  the  proud. 

Pheido.  Here  are  no  robbers  in  these  blessed  r^lms, 
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Here  id  out  liJiaca  no  boan,  no  wolves 
No  drains :  gloir  then  is  gone  abroad, 
TTnleea  it  may  be  found  in  cestuses. 

Pmdope.  But  there  are  monardiB,  far  acroes  the  sea. 
Proud  monarchfi,  and  they  boast  of  sons  as  proud, 
Who  stoal  the  wires  of  those  -who  tmsted  them, 
And  purple  robes  therewith  and  treasured  gold 
And  silver. 

Phtido.       May  the  Gods  guide  safely  home 
Our  master !     WiU  he  bring  back  purple  robes, 
Silver,  and  gold  ?  he  should  have  more  than  half. 
But  0  those  purple  robes !  how  they  will  suit 
The  lovely  shoulders  of  our  gracious  q^ueen. 
Do  thou,  Poseidon,  let  them  come  imhurt 
Upon  our  shores  ;  for  thy  salt  waves  might  wash 
The  colour  out ;  chide  them,  forbid  them  thou ! 
Pray  to  him,  0  sweet  lady !  for  your  praters 
WiU  reach  Tn'iii  sooner  than  your  handmaid's  could  ; 
Beside,  the  wealthy  always  can  prevail 
With  gifts ;  and  upon  Neritos  are  Hds 
And  goats  in  plenty,  easy  to  be  caught 
If  they  know  Gods  are  waiting. 

Penelope.  We  will  tlunk 

About  this  matter ;  but  Laertes  first 
Vust  be  consulted :  he  knows  every  kid 
And  goat  upon  the  rocks  there. 

Now  lay  by 
The  yam,  and  leave  this  figtree  for  yon  vines. 
Where  I  can  trust  thee  better  thani:he  rest 
Of  all  my  maidens  ;  for  thy  truthful  tongue 
Never  laid  blame  upon  the  wasp  when  gaps 
I  found  among  the  ounches ;  go,  and  ouU 
The  ripest ;  thou  shalt  have  two  figs  for  each. 

Pieido.  All  the  blue  figs  He  slit  upon  the  wall 
For  winter  use,  and  Httle  lizards  keep. 
With  never-dosing  eye  and  panting  heart, 
Watch  and  ward  over  them  against  the  flies 
And  ante,  and  hold  those  fast  with  viscous  tongue, 
Sharp-pointed,  swiftly  out  and  swiftly  in. 
The  green  and  yellow  are  ungathered  yet 
Uostly.     Telemakos  is  tall  enough 
To  help  me  up  with  hand  below  my  heel, 
And  shoulder  cloae  against  the  trunk  applied. 

Penelope.  Telemakos  plies  other  work :  he  mends 
The  nets  to  catch  those  busy  birds  that  hang 
Tail  downward  and  inflict  sad  wounds  on  fig. 
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Away !  but  come  back  soon,  and  then  for  woof. 
IdltsnesB  ill  befita  a  royal  house : 
The  husbandman,  who  labours  hard  may  rest 
In  the  midday,  and  thereby  shorten  night. 


ACHILLES  AND  HELENA  ON  IDA. 

HtUna.  Where  am  I  ?  0  ye  blessed  ones  above. 
Desert  me  not !  ya  Twain  who  brought  me  hither ! 
Was  it  a  dream  ? 

Stranger !  thou  seemeet  thoughtful ; 
Couldst  thou  not  answer  me  ?  why  silent  ?  speak, 
I  do  implore  thee. 

AehiUe*.  Neither  they  nor  feet 

Of  mules  have  borne  thee  where  thou  standest,  Heloiia  I 
"Whether  'twas  in  the  hour  of  early  sleep 
Or  whether  'twas  in  morning's,  know  I  not. 
But  Aphrodite,  listening  to  my  prayer, 
And  Thetia  with  her,  gentle  as  herself. 
Have  wafted  thee  into  these  sohtudes. 
And  to  me  also  pointed  out  tho  way. 
That  I  the  pride  of  Sparta  might  behold 
And  the  Earth's  marvel.     How  my  heart  expands, 
But  agonizes  too,  at  thee,  the  cause 
To  Hellas  of  innumerable  woes. 

Helena.  Stranger !  thy  voice,  thy  stature,  and  thy  mien 
Approve  thee  one  whom  Qoddesses  and  Oods 
Might  well  conduct  and  glory  in  ;  but  who. 
If  earthly,  are  thou  ? 

Aekxllet.  Son  of  Peleus  am  I. 

Tremble  not,  turn  not  pale,  bend  not  thy  knee. 

Selena.  Spare  me,  thou  Goddess-born  !  thou  chorisht  son 
Of  silver-footed  Thetis !     Sure,  Chryseis 
And  she  who  rais'd  within  thy  generous  breast 
More  pity  than  disdain  for  cruel  wrong, 
Briseis,  now  might  soften  it :  lead  not 
Me  too  into  captivity.    Ah !  woes 
I  have  brought  down  on  Hellas  ;  on  myself 
Have  fallen  woes,  and  will  for  ever  fall. 

Achillee.  Daughter  of  2!eus !  what  words  are  thine !  they  n 
No  pity  in  my  breast,  none  needest  thou 
"Within  my  reach  to  give,  but  bitter  wrath 
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Thou  raisest  at  indignity  and  vron^. 
ChryBfiifi,  daughter  of  that  aged  pneet 
Who  in  tbie  land  performs  due  sacrifice 
To  hia  Apollo,  wao  anotlier'a  lot. 
Insolent  and  unworthy,  he  hath  brought 
More  Borrows  on  our  people  even  than  thou. 
And  does  and  vultures  prey  upon  the  brave 
Who  fell  without  a  wound. 

Mine  is  indeed 
Briseia,  ohaate  and  beautiful  Briseia, 
He  contumations,  proud  at  once  and  base 
Woidd  tear  her  bum  me. 

Qods  above !  what  land 
Behold  ye  where  the  wolf  hath  dared  to  seize 
Kid  which  a  lion  hatli  taken. 

Never  fear 
Mortal  ahall  lead  tiiee  into  servitude  ; 
What  impious  wreteh  would  dare  it  ?  hath  not  Zeus 
Thundered  above  these  mountains  ?     Doth  not  he, 
Wide-aeeing,  see  all  earth  but  Ida  ?  watch 
Over  all  creaturee  but  his  progeny  P 
Capaneus  and  lyphceus  lees  offended 
Than  would  the  wretch  whose  grasp  should  violate 
The  golden  hair  of  Helena. 

Tremblest  thou. 
Irresolute,  diBtrustfulF 

HtUna.  I  must  tremble, 

And  more  and  more. 

Achilla.  Then  take  my  hand. 

StUtM.  And  may  I  f 

May  I F  and  hold  it  f    I  am  comforted. 

AeAtHet.  The  scene  around  us,  calm  and  silent,  ought 
To  comfort  the© :  tumeet  thou  to  survey  it  ? 
Perhaps  it  is  unknown  to  thee. 

Hikna.  'Tis  so. 

Since  my  arrival  I  have  never  gone 
Beyond  the  city-walls. 

AehilUt.  Gtaze  freely  then, 

Perplext  no  longer.    Pleasant  are  these  downs. 
Pleasant  the  level  eminence,  by  broom 
Surrounded,  and  with  myrtle  underneath 
And  crispleaved  beech  and  broad  dark  pine  above. 
Eare  place  for  boars :  why  are  my  dogs  at  home. 
And  where  for  sylvan  sport  my  leisure  hours. 

Selena.  But  those  are  gloomy  places,  not  so  thiu. 
Frightful  are  boars  and  wolves  and  such  like  thiugs. 
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But  here  how  pretty  is  the  slender  gmaa 
Bent  by  the  gloaey  insects  as  they  uiimb 
Or  light  upon  it,  or  upon  the  tall 
Sisterhood^  of  grey  larender !  their  names 
I  recollect  now  I  hare  foimd  them  here 
Within  this  very  hour  and  seen  them  close. 
The  dark-eyed  dstua  and  gay  citisus 
Archer©  too. 

AekilUt.         Wonderful !  how  ooaldst  thou  Icam 
To  name  so  many  plants  ? 

Helena.  I  could  name  ten. 

Look  !  Bee  the  little  troops  of  serpolet 
Bunning  in  wild  disorder  here  and  there. 
Thou  knoweat  these  perhaps  and  many  more. 

Aehillet.  Keiron  taught  me,  while  walking  at  his  side 
And  he  was  culling  herbs  to  cure  the  hurt 
His  brother  Centaurs  might  in  play  receive. 
WonderouB  his  knowledge ;  I  was  proud  to  leura. 
Sometimes  he  seated  me  and  made  me  sing  : 
Sometimes  he  took  the  lyre  and  sang  himself. 
At  intervals  I  catch  the  tleeting  woraa 
He  sang  to  me. 

Helena.  He  sang  of  war,  no  doubt. 

Bepeat  his  words,  if  thou  art  loth  to  sing. 

AchilUt.  Look  at  thou  ydhuj  poppiet !  were  the  wuz-ds. 
They  are  eome  out  to  catch  wkat^er  the  tun 
Will  throw  into  their  eupa  ;  their /aee»  tkow 
Their  joyanee.     Son  of  Peleut .'  they  begin 
Their  nodding  danee,  and  wait  hut  for  ^  lyre. 

Mele/ia.  QiildiBh  !  for  one  with  such  a  spear  against 
His  shoulder ;  even  its  shadow  terrible, 
It  seems  to  make  a  chasm  across  the  plsin. 

AchiUet.  To  talk  or  think  as  children  think  and  talk 
Is  not  at  all  times  such  a  proof  of  folly  ; 
There  may  be  hours  when  it  shall  push  aside 
Grieffl,  where  the  strength  of  graver  wisdom  fails. 

Helena.  But  Keiron,  when  he  eang  to  thee  of  flowers 
Show'd  Httle. 

AehilUt.  To  hia  lyre  he  sang  the  loves 
Of  Hya«inthos  and  NarcissoB,  brought 
Back  by  the  Hours  on  their  unwearied  feet, 
Regular  in  their  courses  as  the  stars. 
Many  of  the  trees  and  bright-eyed  flowers  once  lived 
And  moved,  and  even  spoke,  as  we  wo  siwaking. 
Memories  they  yet  may  have,  tho'  they  huvc  wires 
No-  longer. 
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S4ena.  They  then  have  no  memories. 
They  see  their  beauty  only. 

-AekUiet.  Helena ! 

Thou  tumest  pale  and  drooj>eet. 

Selena.  Gum  or  bloBSom 

Or  this  high  place,  or  something  else  unseen, 
Hath  maik  me  dizzy :  can  it  be  the  wind  ? 

AchiUt*.  Air  there  is  none. 

Sehna.  I  wish  there  were  a  little. 

AehillM.  Be  seated  now. 

Helena.  The  feeble  are  obedient. 

AehiUn.  'Twas  on  this  veiy  ground  where  we  repose 
They  who  conducted  me  by  certain  signs 
Told  me  the  prize  of  beauty  was  awarded. 
One  of  them  smiled ;  the  other,  whom  in  duty 
I  love  the  moat,  lookt  anxious  and  let  fall 
Some  tears. 

SelmM.         Tet  she  was  not  one  of  the  vanquisht. 

Achilla.  Ooddeaaes  then  contended.    Helena 
Was  absent,  and  too  young. 

Sekna.  Alas  I  how  fatal 

Was  the  dedsion  of  the  arbiter. 
Could  not  thy  sire  the  venerable  Peleus, 
And  could  not  f^rrhoB,  child  so  beautiful 
And  helpless,  have  detain'd  thee  from  this  war  ? 

Achilla.  No  reverence  and  no  friendship  for  the  race 
Of  Atreus  brought  me  against  Troy  ;  I  hate. 
Detest  and  execrate  alike  both  brothers ; 
Another  is  more  odious  to  me  still, 
I  will  forbear  to  name  him.     The  brave  man 
Holding  the  hearth  as  sacred  as  the  temple, 
Tiolatee  never  hospitality. 
He  carries  not  away  the  gold  he  finds 
Within  the  house,  folds  not  up  purple  linen 
Workt  for  solemnities,  conveying  it 
Stealthily  from  the  cedar  chest  to  stow 
In  the  dark  ship,  togethw  with  a  wife 
Confided  to  him  by  her  absent  lord. 
I  will  not  say  to  love  thee  was  a  crime  ; 
Priam  or  Nestor  might,  even  at  their  years. 
But  to  avow  and  act  on  the  avowal 
Is  what  the  Oods,  if  righteous,  will  chastise. 

Selena.  But  Aphrodite  urged  me,  day  and  night, 
Telling  me  that  to  make  her  break  her  vow 
To  Paris  was  inexpiable  sin. 
80  ahe  told  Paris  at  the  selfsame  hours. 
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And  quito  as  often,  he  repeated  it 
Every  moming,  showing  now  his  dreams 
Tallied  witli  mine  ezamy.     80,  at  last  .  . 

Aehilhi.  The  last  is  not  yet  oome.     By  all  the  Gods 
If  I  ehotdd  ever  meet  him,  face  to  face 
I  with  this  spear  transfix  him. 

I£tl«fu>.  I^ray,  do  not. 

For  Aphrodite  never  would  forgive  Uiee. 

AehilU*.  I  am  not  sure  of  that;  she  soon  forgets. 
Variable  as  Irie,  she  one  day 
Favours,  the  next  forsakes. 

Helena.  She  may  forsake 

Me  then! 

AchilU».  But  other  Deitjes 
Watch  over  and  protect  thse.     Thy  brave  brothers 
Are  with  them  at  this  very  hour,  and  thej 
Are  never  absent  from  their  festivals. 

SeUna.  Oh !  were  they  living !  that  thou  couldst  h&ve  seen 

AehilUt.  Companions  of  my  father  on  the  Phasis 
They  were  his  guests  before  they  went,  all  three, 
To  hunt  the  boar  of  Calydon ;  that  day 
Brought  many  sorrows  upon  brave  men's  hearts, 
A  woman  was  the  cause. 

Helena.  Horrible  creature ! 

The  boar,  I  mean  .  .  Did^t  thou  not  see  the  Twins  ? 

Achillei.  I  saw  them  not;  desirous  as  I  was 
That  I  might  leam  from  them  and  practise  with  them 
Whatever  is  most  laudable  and  manly. 
My  father,  fearing  my  impetuosity 
(Old  men  will  call  it  so)  and  inexperience 
Sent  me  away.     Soothsayers  had  foretold 
Some  mischief  to  me  from  an  arrow -wound: 
Among  the  brakes  an  arrow  may  fly  wide, 
Glancing  from  trees. 

Helena.  Hadst  thou  but  seen  the  Twins  t 

Tho'  'twere  but  once.     The  Sun  will  never  shine 
With  his  bright  eyes  upon  such  youths  again. 
Ah  my  brave  brothers  1  how  they  tended  me  ! 
How  loved  me !  often  wishing  me  to  mount 
Each  bis  horse  first :  they  made  me  poise  and  huA 
Their  javelins:  they  would  teach  me  archeiy  .  . 
But  they  could  only  teach  me  to  swim  with  them : 
It  gratified  me  rather  to  be  praie'd 
For  anything  than  swimming. 

Haj^y  hours ! 
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Soon  over !  does  then  happiness  depart 
Sooner  than  beauty  ?     Surely  it  might  stay 
That  little  while. 

DearEastor!  Polydeubea 
Still  dearer !  often  shall  I  think  of  you 
As  you  were,  and  as  I  was,  on  the  bank 
Of  the  EhiTotas. 

AekilUi.  Is  there  not  at  home 

One  once  as  dear  ? 

Selena.  Ah  poor  Hermione ! 

A  babe  waa  ahe  who  oould  not  play  with  me. 
Yet  'twaa  my  pride  and  pleasure  to  snrrey 
Her  roseate  fingera  on  my  unrobed  breast : 
And  I  oould  almost  envy  then  the  goat 
That  atampt  and  feebly  cried  to  ^ve  her  milk. 
My  brothers  teazed  her  for  it,  wicked  pair ! 
Terrible,  and  almoat  as  beautiful 
As  thou  art.    Be  not  wioth ;  blush  not  for  me. 

AehUlet.  Helena !  Helena  of  Uenelaos ! 
My  mother  is  reported  to  have  left 
About  me  only  one  part  Tulnerable ; 
I  have  at  last  found  where  it  is.     Farewell ! 

'Helena.  0  leave  me  not !  I  do  beseech,  I  implore, 
Leave  me  not  thus  atone  !  Uiese  solitudes 
Are  terrible :  wild  beasts  must  roam  among  them ; 
There  certainly  are  Fauns  and  Satyrs,  there 
Cybele,  who  bears  towers  upon  her  head, 
ADfaorring  Aphrodite,  persecuting 
All  those  the  favours ;  and  her  priests  so  cruel 
That  they  are  cruel  eveu  to  themselves. 
She  sees  grim  lions  yoked  before  ber  car 
And  hears  their  dismal  roar,  and  sits  serene. 

Aekillet.  They  who  have  brought  thee  hither  in  a 
Will  reconduct  thee  in  a  doud,  unseen 
And  safely,  to  the  city :  be  thou  sure. 
Daughter  of  Leda  and  of  Zeus,  farewell ! 
Not  even  this  arm  could  save  thee  if  our  host 
Saw  thee  descending,  trust  the  Glods  who  can. 
The  Ctods  who  sent  me  hither  to  announce 
That  Helena  shall  dose  her  eyes  in  Greece. 
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CEiToifE  had  been  veepmg,  bat  the  blaet 
Bitterly  cold  had  dried  her  tears,  for  high 
Upon  the  mountaiti  Btood  she,  where  the  grass 
W  a«  short  and  dry,  and  where  the  fir-tree  cones 
Itoll'd  as  the  vhirlwind  rueht  along  the  down. 
Thence  ahe  beheld  the  walls  and  temples  docmi'd 
So  soon  to  fall,  and  view'd  her  husband's  roof, 
{Hers  he  was  once,  altho'  another's  now) 
And  call'd  their  CoTythoe  from  out  the  wood- 

"  Go,"  said  she,  "  go,  my  child  !  there  is  at  Troy 
One  who,  without  thy  mother,  may  love  thtt. 
Thy  father  lives  .  .  alaa  !  lives  unaware 
How  few  before  him  lie  his  destined  days  : 
For  now  from  Leronos  Philoctetes  comes 
And  brings  with  him  the  deadly  shafts  beqneath'd 
By  Hercules,  wherewith,  the  Fates  have  sung, 
Paris  must  perish  and  the  city  f  alL 
Hated  thou  wilt  not  be  by  her  he  loves, 
Altho'  no  child  she  ever  bore  to  him 
And  thou  art  mine,  if  thou  canst  but  delay 
The  hour  foredoom'd :  he  may  remember  days 
Of  other  times,  and  how  serene  they  were, 
Days  when  the  poplar  on  its  bark  retain'd 
Two  names  inscribed  by  him,  and  when  invoked 
Was  Xanthos  to  bear  witness  to  bis  tow. 
When  his  lost  son  hath  saved  him,  and  he  knows 
He  may  not  be  ungrateful,  but  become 
The  kinder  father  for  unkindness  past." 

She  mingled  kisses  with  o'erflowing  tears, 
Embraced  him,  then  consigned  him  .  .  not  at  once  .  . 
To  Agelaos :  he  was  oft  recall'd, 
And  urged  with  adm.onitionB  fresh  and  fresh 
To  keep  as  distant  as  was  possible 
From  wave  sail-whitened  and  insidious  shore, 
And  every  spot  where  Ai^ve  rampires  rose. 

Downward,  thro'  crags  and  briare  they  wend  their  way. 
Fixt  to  the  place,  she  heard  not  long  the  shout 
Of  Corythos,  nor  outcry  of  shrill  birds 
He  pelted,  whooping ;  then  ahe  tum'd  around 
Toward  her  mountain  home,  and  thus  exdaim'd  .  . 

"  Mountains  and  woods,  the  birthplace  of  my  child, 
I  see  ye  yet !  he,  dearer  to  my  eyes. 
Is  lost  to  them !     Paris,  once  gone,  retum'd 
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No  more  to  me  !  alaa !  nor  love  remains 
Nor  pled^  of  love  !  not  only  have  I  lost 
Him  who  miglit  bring  again  to  me  past  hours 
By  oountenajioe,  bj  mien,  by  sound  of  laugh, 
By  words  persuaaive,  when  preBoging  fear 
Darkened  my  brow,  that  cause  wad  none  for  grief, 
I  hare  loet  here  .  .  how  little  if  success 
Follow  the  loss  !  .  .  all  solace,  all  support ! 
All  things  beside  are  just  the  same  aroiind. 
Xanthoe  and  Simiiis  tremble  at  the  touch 
Of  early  morning ;  then  approaches  me 
TenedoB,  one  unbroken  mass  distinct. 
And  sidelong  eurgea  overleap  the  cliffs. 
I  am  changed  nothing  ;  nothing  can  I  change : 
Such  is  the  life  of  Nymphs ;  it  must  not  cease, 
Nor  must  the  comeliness  of  youth  decay. 

Wretched !  what  look  I  back  oq?  that  frail  gift 
And  fugitive,  which  others  grasp,  I  monxD. 

(Enone !  0  (Enone !  beauteous  once 
He  thought  thee ;  he  whom  thou  wUt  ever  hold 
Beauteous  and  dear,  now  sees  tliee  like  the  snow 
That  lost  its  oolour  in  a  southern  gale. 

How  eas^  is  it  to  snap  off  the  bud 
Of  tender  life,  and  sow  upon  a  breast 
Zjaid  open  ineradicable  cares  ! 

How  soon  droops  youth  when  fiuth,  that  propt  it,  fails ! 
How  often  in  her  anguish  would  the  mfdd 
BecaU  irrevocable  hours,  and  grieve 
Most  for  the  man  whose  future  grief  she  sees ! 

Asterop^,  my  sister !  happy  thou 
In  him  wlio  loves  but  one  f  canst  thou  believe 
That  .ffieaooe  and  Paris  are  cognate  ? 
But  bim  the  mild  Arisb^  bore ;  and  him. 
Bom  of  a  furious  Eiver,  Hecuba. 

I  envy  not  alone  the  happier  wed. 


Their  nuptial  torch,  and  widows  o'er  whose  beds 
Black  wreaths  are  drooping  ;  for  the  pang  that  death 
Inflicts,  time  may,  lio'  time  alone,  assuage. 

Where  Nile  besprinklra  from  his  lotus-cup 
The  nuptial  floor;  where  sacred  Ganges  rolls 
Alike  inscrutable  his  vaster  stream, 
If  Memnou'fi  mother  sheds  ambrosial  tears 
Before  the  sun  arises ;  if,  ye  maids 
Of  ocean,  in  the  refuge  of  your  caves 
VOL.  vn.  K  K 


..Google 


WORKS  OF  L&NDOR.  [Hi 

Ye  daily  hear  your  Thetia  wail  her  loaa, 
Shmming  wise  Ql&ucos,  deaf  to  Triton's  shell. 
To  Doris,  and  tlie  Xymphs  that  wait  around ; 
If  maids  and  tuatronB  v^il'd  o'et  Hector's  corse. 
Mangled,  and  atretcht  upon  a  tardy  bier. 
Hector  was  still  Andromache's,  as  when 
He  drave  before  him  the  Achaian  host,     . 
As  when  he  tost  hie  infant.to  his  crest 
And  laught  that  Hector's  child  could  ever  fear. 

What  fault  ye  Gk>dB  was  mine,  unless  to  lore 
And  be  deserted,  and  to  pass  my  nights 
Among  the  haunts  of  beasts,  where  wolves  and  bears 
Break  my  first  slumber,  and  my  last,  with  howls, 
And  the  winds  roar  incessant  from  above  ? 
Perhaps  the  Qods  hereafter  may  look  down 
With  gentler  eyes,  nor  deem  my  fault  so  great. 
Howe'er  it  be,  may  Coiythoe  be  blest 
With  other  days,  with  better  than  pursuit 
Of  stag,  or  net  thrown  over  birds  when  driven 
By  cold  and  hanger  to  scant  oats  uohous'd  .  . 
0  may  they  grant  him  happier,  and  forbid 
That  children  suffer  when  their  sires  transgress." 

UeauwhiLe  the  youth  waa  stopping  near  the  walls, 
And  stood  there  wondering  that  e'en  those,  so  vast. 
So  lofty,  had  resisted  such  a  host 
Under  so  many  tents  on  all  sides  round. 
"  But  where  is  that  old  figtfee  ?  where  the  scene 
Of  Hector  and  Achilles  faoe  to  face  F 
Where  that  of  Tenus  when  she  drew  the  doud 
Around  my  father  to  preserve  his  life  F  " 

Such  were  his  questions,  sei^ng  the  guide's  hand, 
Hurrying  In'm  onward,  and  entreating  nim 
Forthwidi  to  lead  him  into  Troy  itself. 
Even  into  Priam's  house.    Thus  Agelaos 
Bepresses  him. 

"  Thy  mother's  sole  eommand 
Was  Onteard/  itraigit  to  Mthna't  abodf." 

An  aged  man,  who  beard  the  two  converse, 
Stopt  them. 

"  0  Dardan,"  cried  the  impatient  boy, 
"Say  where  dwells  Helena?" 

With  sterner  voice 
"  Go,"  said  the  Dardan,  "  the  destroyer's  court 
To  all  is  open  .  .  there  it  lies :  pass  on." 
The  youth  threw  instantly  both  arms  around 
The  old  man's  neck,  and,  "  Blessed,"  he  exclatm'd. 
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"  BleBsed,  to  whom  my  mother's  mjuriefl 

Are  hateful !    It  is  virtue  ao  to  hate 

The  wicked  Spartan.     Here  none  other  house 

Than  Friom's  will  I  enter,  where  with  iaa 

Abides  my  father,  where  Andromache 

Prostrate  on  earth  bemoans  her  husband  slain. 

While  that  bold  wanttin,  fearing  neither  Fan 

Nor  Zeus,  with  busy  needle  w6rks,  I  veen, 

For  other  templee  ^Iden  tapestries, 

Or  twitches  the  shrill  harp  with  nail  of  Sphynx." 

Many,  as  they  were  speakiag,  past  .them  by. 
One  woman,  pausing,  askt  them  if  the  ships 
Oauld  be  disoem'd  fiom  Ida  whence  they  came, 
And  whether  fBTourable  were  the  winds 
For  their  departure  :  to  the  eld  she  spake, 
But  Taxed  upon  the  youth :  he  saw  her  cheeks 
Bedden  and  j)ale ;  his  ^de  too,  not  unmoved. 
Thought,  if  in  Dion  be  such  beauty,  who 
Would  turn  a  glance  elsewhere,  tho'  all  the  Gods 
And  all  the  Qoddessee  might  promise  more  ? 
Now  saw  the  youth,  nor  ^d  he  seen  till  now, 
The  maidens  following  her ;  their  veets  succinct, 
Their  hair  dose-braided  ;  fanltleefi  all  in  form, 
AH  modest  in  demeanour.     Not  so  fast 
The  motion  of  his  heart  when  nisht  the  boar 
Into  his  toils,  and  knotty  cornel  spear 
Whiz'd  as  it  struck  the  bristles,  and  the  tusks 
Battled  with  gnashing  rage  thro'  boiling  blood. 

Whither  were  going  they,  she  gently  askt. 
"  To  where  Assaracos  and  Ilos  dwelt," 
Beplied  the  elder,  "  where  dwells  Faris  now." 
Then  she,  "  The  way  is  safer  shown  by  us. 
And  sooner  will  ye  find  him  when  he  leaTes 
The  citadel.     At  early  dawn  he  heard 
A  clamour  from  the  coast ;  and  soon  a  skiS 
Was  seen  :  an  old  man  landed ;  one  alone 
Came  with  Th'tti  ;  'twas  Odysseus ;  more  behind. 
Soon  roam'd  the  sailors,  culling  on  the  coast 
Bay  and  verbena ;  soon  was  every  prow 
Glimmering  with  these  unhoped-for  signs  of  peace." 

Shaking  his  head,  the  Idsuin  answered  thus. 
"  'Twas  surely  Philoctetes  who  arrived. 
The  arms  he  bears  were  those  of  Hercales, 
And  now  the  bow  of  Neasos,  and  the  shafts 
Infected  by  the  Hydra,  come  against 
The  falling  city  of  Laomedon." 
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Struck  b;  the  vords  she  heard,  the  more  ehe  wisfat 
To  hear,  the  quicker  vent  she  on,  and  bade 
E'er  damaela  hastan  too :  she  did  look  back, 
Yet  hasten'd.     The  Idtean  etraugerB  moved 
Tardily  now  thro'  crowds  who  stood  before 
The  house  of  Hector  :  there  they  stood  ;  there  came 
Widows  and  maids  and  matrons,  carrymg 
Honey  (the  outraged  Manes  to  appease) 
And  children  on  their  shoulders,  who  lookt  up, 
Btretdung  their  eyes,  stretching  their  bodies  out 
To  see  thoir  equal-agod  Astyanai. 
The  older  and  the  younger  wept  alike 
At  the  mom  silence  :  aU  things  were  laid  waste 
Axoimd  the  roof -tree  of  their  hero's  house. 

The  palace  now  they  reach  where  Paris  dwelt ; 
They  wonder  at  the  wide  and  lofty  dome. 
The  polisht  colunms  and  the  brazen  forms 
Of  heroes  and  of  Qods,  and  marble  steps, 
And  valves  resonnding  at  the  gates  unDarr'd. 
They  enter  ttkem.    "WTiat  ivory !  and  what  gold! 
"What  breathing  images  depicted  there ! 
DfedaloB  had  enricht  the  Cretan  king 
With  divers  ;  and  his  daughter  when  she  fled 
With  Theseus,  who  had  slain  the  Minotaur, 
Brought  part  away  within  his  hollow  ship ; 
And  these  were  Helena's  :  a  scient  hand 
Drew  her,  the  fairest,  foremost  into  light 
Among  the  girls  she  danced  with,  while  the  Gods 
Of  heaven  and  ocean  gazed  on  her  alone. 
Above  them  sate  the  bire  of  all,  and  nigh 
She  who  on  Cypres  landed  from  her  shell ; 
Cuil'd  conchs  less  bright  the  round-eyed  Tritons  blew. 

Helena  sent  for  Paris :  what  had  said 
The  shepherd  ehe  related,  but  one  fact 
Itepressmg  .  .  who  the  mother  of  the  boy, 
Ana  whom  the  boy  resembled.     Such  was  once 
Paris,  the  guest  of  Sparta ;  but  ten  years 
Had  cuil'd  and  carried  off  the  flower  of  youth. 

She  thought  not  in  these  moments  of  his  flight 
Inglorious  mim  the  spear  of  Diomed, 
Of  nearer  peril  thought  she ;  he,  reclined 
Upon  hispurple  couch,  her  fear  controll'd. 

"  No  Philoctetea  is  arrived,  afar 
Sits  he,  alone  upon  the  Lesbian  rock, 
Heavy  with  mortal  wound ;  a  wing  drives  off 
The  beasts  from  wonying  their  expected  prey. 
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Often  he  waree  it  o'er  his  weary  head 

Lest  vulture  settle  ou  it,  often  sees 

The  brazen  breast  of  eagle  close  above, 

Too  weak  hia  voice  to  scare  it  off,  too  weak 

His  groans,  tho'  louder.     Thinkest  he  who  bore 

All  this  fr^  faithless  friend,  who  sits  athirst, 

Ahimgered,  on  the  beach,  who  bends  his  ear 

Down  to  the  earth  and  hears  the  pulse  of  oars 

Fainter  and  fainter,  and  the  seaman's  Bong 

Lively  as  ever,  and  while  he  bemoans 

His  wasting  and  immedicable  wound  .  . 

What  can  Lemeean  arrow  do  against  us  ? 

Grant,  if  that  far-famod  bowman  limp  acroae 

The  heavy  sands  crisp  with  Achaian  gore. 

Year  after  year,  in  flakee  not  waeht  away, 

"Where  lies  our  danger  ?     He  but  cornea  to  find 

Broken  the  chariot  that  had  drag'd  along 

Hector,  the  blackened  pyre  where  Ajax  lies. 

The  ootslet  of  Patrodos.    Lo,  0  Troy ! 

Those  mighty  hands  that  threaten  now  thy  fall ! 

Now  ia  the  time  for  ua  to  turn  our  backs, 

To  leave  our  heritage,  to  leave  the  fane 

Of  Fallas,  fane  inviolate  till  now, 

The  roofs  that  Neptune  helpt  her  to  erect, 

And  over  whidi  Apollo,  shining  forth 

And  ehouting  and  exhorting,  bent  his  bow. 

An  old  man  bears  an  older  on  his  back, 

Odysseus  Fhiloctetes.     Aye,  'tis  time, 

Hy  Helena,  our  footsteps  to  retrace 

Toward  Uyccen^  :  let  us  bear  away 

Our  household  Ch>ds,  by  former  wars  unmoved  . 

Carry  thou  the  Falladion  in  thy  breast 

That  trembles  so  with  pious  fear,  and  bring 

Gifts  to  Diana  on  Tajgetos  ! 

The  rampire  of  the  Adiaiana  is  overthrown ; 

The  Myrmidons  are  scattered ;  eveiy  tent 

lies  open  .  .  that  is  little  .  .  for,  behold ! 

A  lame  man  wins  the  race  end  grasps  the  prize ! 

While  dark  invidious  Hor^  exercised 

Ser  hatred  on  her  judge,  and  arm'd  the  son 

Of  TydeuB,  and  while  Ajax  rear'd  his  shield 

Covered  with  seven  hull-hides,  and  Nereid-bom 

The  proud  .Ahnonian  shook  Aetion's  towers, 

Thy  fears,  even  then,  I  might,  in  jest,  rebuke. 

On  me  no  prowess  have  the  Gods  testow'd  ? 

No  Tenus,  no  Apollo,  favoured  me .'" 
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Htir  failing  spirits  with  derisive  glee 
And  fondnees  he  refreeht :  her  anxious  thou^ta 
FoUotred,  and  upon  Corythos  they  dwelt. 
Often  he  met  her  eyea,  nor  shun'd  they  his. 
For,  royal  as  she  was  and  bom  of  Zeus, 
She  was  compaseionate,  and  bow'd  her  head 
To  share  her  smilea  and  niefs  with  those  below. 
All  in  her  sight  were  lerai,  for  she  stood 
Hiffh  above  all  within  the  seagirt  world. 
At  last  she  questioned  Coiythos  what  brought 
His  early  footsteps  thro'  such  dangerous  ways, 
And  from  abode  §o  peaceable  and  safe. 
At  once  he  told  her  why  he  came :  she  held 
Her  hand  to  Corythos :  he  stood  ashamed 
Not  to  have  bated  her :  he  lookt,  he  sig^i'd, 
He  hung  upon  her  words  .  .  what  gentle  woids  ! 
How  chaste  her  countenance. 

"  What  open  brows 
The  brave  and  beauteous  ever  have !  "  thought  she, 
"  But  even  the  hardiest,  when  above  their  heads 
Death  is  impending,  shudder  at  the  sight 
Of  barrows  on  the  sands  and  bones  exposed 
And  whitening  in  the  wind,  and  cypresses 
From  Ida  waiting  for  dissever'd  fnends." 


C0BTTH08. 
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Helena  long  had  pondered,  at  what  hour 
To  charm  her  Pans  with  the  novel  sight 
Of  such  a  son,  so  like  him. 

Seldom  bears 
A  beauteous  mother  beauteous  progeny, 
Nor  fathers  often  see  such  semblances 
As  Corythos  to  his.     To  mortal  man 
Rarely  the  Ot>ds  grant  the  same  blessing  twice  ; 
They  smile  at  incense,  nor  give  ear  to  prayer. 
Witn  this  regretful  thought  her  mind  recurs 
To  one  so  in&ntine,  one  left  behind 
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Now  invade  her  other  cares 
How  to  retain  her  FariB  .  .  oft  she  wiaht 
She  had  a  boy  like  OoiTthoa  .  .  at  least 
Hen  she  would  make  him  hj  all  tendemees, 
Atoning,  if  atonement  there  oonld  be, 
For  what  his  mother  by  her  crime  sastaia'd  .  . 
But  was  it  not  decreed  so  from  above  ? 
She  argued  .  .  and  remorse  was  thus  appeaa'd. 

Then  Agelaos  call'd  she,  and  besought. 
"  Perform,  0  Agelaoa,  my  request. 

Two  youths  have  been  entrusted  to  thy  care, 
Paris  and  Coiythos  :  one  care  is  mine. 
Already  hast  titou  seen  the  torch  extinot 
That  threatened  Troy,  and  strong  as  be  thy  wish 
Again  to  press  thy  earlier  pupil's  hand, 
Be  not  thou  overhasty  :  let  a  son 
Beoeive  a  father's  blessing  quite  alone." 
Then  he.     "  Not  different  were  the  wise  oonunands 
His  mother  gave  me.     Should  I  see  the  man 
I  left  a  child,  he  might  not  recognise 
Old  AgelaoB  in  these  wrinkled  (^eeks, 
These  temples  sprinkled  now  with  hoary  hair, 
These  limbs  now  slow,  this  voice  and  spirit  weak ; 
Nor  haply  would  the  prince  be  overjoyed 
To  know  his  servant  had  outrun  his  lord 
In  virtue's  path :  my  help  the  royal  heir 
Wants  not ;  but  Corythos  may  want  it,  him 
Never  until  death  parts  us  will  I  leave." 

devolving  in  her  mind  a  thousand  schemes. 
She  now  decided  that  her  gaest  should  come 
Before  his  father  when  the  harp  and  vine 
Open  the  breast,  and  the  first  lamps  were  ht 
To  show  the  dauntless,  unsuspicious  youth  ; 
She  oftentimes  had  thought  of  it  befora. 
And  now  the  day  was  come. 

The  Trojans  tnm'd 
Again  to  strains  of  intermitted  gtee. 
Not  unafraid,  however,  of  reproof 
Tho'  mild ;  the  times  had  so  debased  the  lyre. 
And  for  heroic  deeds  of  better  men. 
It  tinkled  now,  in  dty  and  in  camp, 
With  little  else  than  weak  lasciviouaness. 
Until  its  strings  were  stifled  with  applause. 
Helena  heard  not  such  complacently ; 
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Adultresa  as  she  was,  she  h&d  not  lost 
The  early  bloom  of  Spartan  modesty. 

Araimd  the  chamber  Bhoae  the  imageB 
Of  bo^  and  maidens  robed  in  veet  BucciDct, 
And  holding  bumisht  lamps,  whence  incense  wreath'd 
ItA  heavy  cloud  whitened  with  cedar  oil. 
And  under  them  the  purple  seats  ^leam'd  forth, 
And  over  was  the  reeideaoe  of  Gods, 
And  neotar-bearing  youtb,  in  light  serene. 

Helena,  now  impatient  of  delay, 
Looks  often  out  the  portal's  tissued  folds 
Heavy  with  fringe  of  interwoven  gold, 
And  often  stops  when  even  Paris  speaks, 
Listeuiug,  but  not  to  Paris  as  before, 
And,  once  or  twice,  half  springing  from  her  seat. 

Now  enters  Coiythos :  the  splendotus  round 
Amase  him,  and  one  image  strikes  him  dumb. 
His  lof^  sire's  ;  he  would  advance,  but  awe 
Withholds  him :  he  can  only  fix  his  gaze 
On  Helena. 

When  Paris  first  perceives 
A  stranger,  of  fresh  age  and  ardent  mien, 
Advance,  then  hesitate,  and  then  retreat 
Disturb'd  and  tremblii^,  voiceless,  motionless. 
Nameless,  and  without  c»ll  or  office  there. 
And  when  he  sees  the  purple  robe  he  wears. 
Woven  by  Helena  in  former  days, 
Perhaps  too  for  the  man  she  since  had  loved, 
A  thousand  furies  rush  into  his  breast, 
He  tears  it  off,  he  hurls  it  on  the  ground, 
He  strikes  witJi  rapid  sword,  the  face,  the  neck. 
The  bosom,  of  his  child,  and  with  his  heel 
Stamps  on  the  hands  in  vain  to  heaven  uprais'd. 
And  hears,  infuriate  wretch !  but  bubbling  blood. 
And  one  loud  female  shriek  .  .  Tht/  child  !  thy  child  ! 


PELEFS  AND  THETia 

7%«tit.  0  Feleus !  whom  the  Gods  have  given  me 
For  all  my  happiness  on  earth,  a  bliss 
I  thought  too  great  .  . 

Pelau,  Why  sighest  thnu  ?  why  shed 

Those  tears  ?  why  sudden  silence  ?  our  last  tears 
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Should  then  have  fallen  when  the  Fatee  divided  ve, 
Saying,  eaith  is  not  thine  ;  that  he  who  rules 
The  waters  caU'd  thee.    Bitter  thoBe  that  flow 
Between  the  loved  and  loving  when  they  part, 
And  ought  to  be ;  woe  to  the  inhnnuLU  wreteh 
Who  wishes  they  were  not :  but  such  as  fall 
At  the  returning  light  of  blessed  feet 
Should  be  refrrahing  and  divine  as  mom. 

Thttit.  Support  me,  0  support  me  in  thy  arms 
Once  more,  once  only.    Lower  not  thy  cheek 
In  sadness ;  let  me  look  into  thine  eyes ; 
The'  the  heavens  frown  on  us,  they,  now  serene, 
Threaten  us  no  freeh  boitow  .  .  luf  ah  me ! 
The  word  of  Zeus  is  spoken :  our  AchUles 
Discovered,  borne  away  in  the  Argive  ships 
To  Aulis,  froward  youUi !  his  fearlesB  heit 
Had  bounded  faster  than  those  ships  to  Troy. 
Ah !  surely  there  are  some  among  the  Oods 
Or  Qoddeesee  who  might  have,  knowing  all, 
Foiewam'd  thee. 

Were  there  neither  auguries 
Nor  dreams  to  shake  off  thy  seourily, 
No  priest  to  prophesy,  no  aoothaayer  ? 
And  yet  what  pastures  are  more  plentiful 
Than  round  Lariesa  ?  victims  where  more  stately  ? 
Gome,  touch  the  altar  with  me. 

Pious  man. 
Doth  not  thy  finger  even  now  impress 
The  embers  of  an  inoense  often  burnt 
For  him,  for  thee  ? 

The  lowing  of  the  herds 
Are  audible,  whose  leaders  lead  them  forth 
For  sacrifice  from  where  Apidanos 
Rises,  to  where  Enipeus  widens,  lost 
In  the  sea-beach  :  and  these  may  yet  avaiL 

Pelev$.  Alas  !  alas  !  priests  may  foretell  calamity 
Bat  not  avert  it :  all  that  they  can  give 
Are  threats  and  promises  and  hopes  and  fears. 
Despond  not,  long-lost  Thetis  !  Hath  no  God 
Now  sent  thee  back  to  me  ?  why  not  believe 
He  will  preserve  our  son  ?  which  of  them  all 
Hath  he  oftended  ? 

ThetU.  Tet  uncertainties, 

Worse  than  uncertainties,  oppress  my  heart, 

a  the  ntidst 
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Of  all  ttnoertamties  Bome  oomfort  Kee, 

Save  those  which  even  perplex  the  Gods  on  high 

And  which  conjoond  men  the  moot  godlike  .  .  love, 

Despond  not  bo.     Long  may  Achillee  lire 

Past  our  old-Hse  .  .  <mn  f  had  I  then  forgot. 

Dared  by  thy  Seanty,  thy  divinity? 

ThtUt.  Immortal  ia  thy  lore,  immutable. 

Piltnt.  Time  withont  grief  might  not  have  greatly  changed 

Thetit.  There  is  a  loveliness  vhich  wants  not  youth. 
And  which  the  Qods  may  want,  and  sometimee  oo. 
The  soft  Toice  of  compassion  is  unheard 
Above ;  no  shell  of  ocean  is  attuned 
To  that  voice  there ;  no  tear  hath  ever  drapt 
Upon  OlympoB. 

Fondly  now  as  ever 
Thon  lookest,  but  more  pensively ;  hath  grief 
Done  this,  and  grief  alone  ?  tell  me  at  once, 
Say  have  no  freshly  fond  anxieties  .  . 

FeUiu.  Smile  thus,  smile  thus  anew.     Ages  shall  &y 
Over  my  tomb  while  thou  art  flourishing 
In  you&  eternal,  the  desire  of  Qods, 
The  light  of  Ocesn  to  its  lowest  deep, 
The  inspirer  and  Bustainer  here  on  earth 
Of  ever-flowing  song. 

Thttia.  I  bless  thy  words 

And  in  my  heart  will  hold  them ;  Oods  who  see 
Within  it  may  desire  me,  but  they  hnow 
I  have  loved  Feleus.     When  we  were  so  happy 
They  parted  as,  and,  more  unmerciful, 
Agiun  unite  us  in  eternal  woe. 

Peltu*.  Powerfuller  than  the  elements  their  will, 
And  swifter  than  the  hght,  they  may  relent, 
For  they  are  mntable,  and  thon  mayst  see 
Achilles  eveiy  day  and  every  hour. 

Thetis.  Alas !  how  few !  .  .  I  see  him  in  the  dust. 
In  agony,  in  death,  I  see  his  blood 
Along  the  flints,  his  yellow  hair  I  see 
Darken'd,  and  flapping  a  red  stream,  his  hand 
Unable  to  remove  it  from  the  eyes. 
I  hear  his  voice  .  .  his  voice  tluit  calls  on  me. 
I  oould  not  save  him ;  and  he  would  have  left 
The  grots  of  Nereos,  would  have  left  the  groves 
And  meadows  of  Elysium,  bent  on  war. 

Peleut.  Yet  Kfars  may  spare  him,    Troy  hath  once  been  won. 

Th»ti».  Perish  he  must,  perish  at  Troy,  and  now. 
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Pehu*.  The  new  of  Gtoda  is  more  tliaii  life's  duration  ; 
Other  Gtods,  other  worlds,  are  fonn'd  vithin  it. 
If  lie  indeed  must  periah,  and  at  Troy, 
Hie  ashes  will  lie  softly  upon  hers. 
Thus  fall  our  beauteous  boy,  thus  fall  Achillea. 
8on^  such  as  Keiion's  han>  oould  never  reach 
BhaU  sound  his  praises,  and  hie  spear  shall  shine 
Over  for  lands,  when  even  oar  Gods  are  mut«. 

I^etit.  Over  his  head  nine  years  had  not  yet  past 
When  in  the  halls  of  Tethys  these  ware  words 
Beitarated  oftoieat  .  .   0  t/tou  brave 
Qolden-hair'd  ton  of  PfAeai  !    What  a  heap 
Of  shells  were  broken  by  impatient  Nymphs 
Because  of  hoarseness  rendering  them  unfit 
For  their  high  symphonies !  and  what  reproofs 
Against  some  Tritons  &om  their  brotherhood 
For  breaking  by  too  loud  a  blast  the  slumber 
Of  those  who,  Qiinlring  of  him,  never  slept. 
To  me  appear'd  the  first  light  of  his  eyes. 
The  daysfaing  of  the  world  ;  euoh  eyes  were  thine 
At  our  firat  meeting  on  the  warm  sea-shore. 

Why  should  youth  linger  with  me  ?  why  not  oome 
Age,  and  thra  death  ?     The  beast  of  Ealydon 
Made  his  impetuous  rush  against  this  arm 
No  longer  fit  for  war  nor  for  defence 
Of  thy  own  people ;  is  the  day  come  too 
When  it  no  longer  can  sustain  thy  Thetis  ? 
Protend  it  not  toward  the  skies,  invoke  not. 
Name  not,  a  Deity ;  I  dread  them  alL 
No ;  lift  me  not  above  thy  head,  in  vain 
Reproving  them  with  sttch  an  awful  look, 
A  look  of  beaaty  which  they  will  not  pity. 
And  of  reproaches  which  they  may  not  brook. 

Ptl»w*.  I)oth  not  my  hand  now,  Thetas,  olasp  that  foot 
Which  seen  the  Powers  of  ocean  cease  to  rage. 
Indignant  when  the  brood  of  (Golos 
Disturbs  their  rest  ?     If  that  refreshing  breath 
Which  now  comes  over  my  unquiet  head 
Be  not  the  breath  of  immortality, 
If  ZeoB  hath  any  thunderbolt  for  it, 
Let  this,  beloved  Thetis,  be  the  hour ! 
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"  Thy  blood,  0  pious  maiden !  shall  remain 
In  thy  own  dty ;  and  thou  shalt  suirlTe 
Its  foe  who  now  espouses  thee." 

The  song 
Of  the  three  Sisters  in  three  Toioes  sang 
Tlieee  vords,  so  oomforttog  a  mother's  heart 
To  her  Polyxena ;  and  from  the  shrine 
Of  Thjmbra,  from  Apollo's  mouth  the  same 
When  she  had  led  her  thither. 

"  Future  diHW 
Of  peace  and  happiness,"  said  she,  "expand 
Before  tliee,  and  thou  seest  them  not,  0  child ! 
FiouB,  jet  eren  b;  that  God's  voice  unmoved. 
Behold !  how  bright  the  fiky !  how  sweet  the  air 
Breathes  round  about  us  1  sweet  when  we  came  forth. 
But  bow  much  balmier  now !  the  flowers  arise 
Under  the  spring's  first  dust,  as  if  no  foot 
Of  foe  had  trampled  them,  and  sip  the  dew 
Joyous  as  if  they  felt  thy  wedding-day. 
Cbntinuous  heaps  extend  along  the  plain, 
Heaps  where  one  briar  binds  more  man  one  below, 
Foes  lately,  now  united  evermore." 

"I  see  tbe  flowers,  I  see  the  sepultures" 
Polyxeua  said  sighing,  "  and  I  feel 
The  breeze,  no  balmier  than  it  breath'd  before: 
That  tepid  moisture  which  tbe  plante  inhale 
Wba  theirs ;  and  ah !  those  flowers  were  Trojan  blood. 
Not  other  now  shines  forth  thy  light,  0  sun. 
Than  when  the  Aohaian  andtors  graapt  our  strand 
Amid  the  clamour  of  the  host,  amid 
Cars  rattling  on  the  stonv  beach,  and  shields 
Struck  in  defiance.    Ah  f  nor  otherwise 
When  every  (Jod  left  Hector." 

Here  she  wept. 
Here  we^  the  mother  too. 

"  But  why  thus  break 
Sileaoe,  if  only  to  make  way  for  grief  r 
I  had  ceast  almost  so  deeply  to  bemoan 
Hy  children  when  Adullee  was  defence. 
Not  terror,  to  us  ell.     Canst  thou  refuse 
To  aee  the  Gods  now  with  him,  friends  to  Troy  F 
King  above  kings,  rich  with  ancestral  stores, 
And  now  about  to  bring  all  Asia  bound 
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Into  Mfcenai,  and,  despite  of  Man, 

Pol^rxena,  thee  now  doui  lie  prefer 

To  all  these  glories :  ere  they  yet  were  won, 

Iphi^neia  never  had  declined 

Hia  proffer'd  hand  while  yet  hia  shield  was  white, 

Norliad  the  Nereid,  she  from  whom  he  sprang, 

Brought  the  Yulcanian  armour  he  now  bears. 

Him  bom  of  Gods  and  worthy  to  beget 

Their  semblances,  rejectest  thou?    She  shed 

Her  blood  upon  tiie  altar  that  thy  hand 

Might  rescue  Troy.     Thou  fearest  the  wild  wail 

Of  our  Gaaaandra ;  if  there  must  be  fear, 

la  not  Achillea  what  thou  mightest  dread  ?  " 

Briefly  the  yielding  daughter  thus  replied. 
"  Whettier  the  Oods  command  me,  as  they  do. 
To  wed,  or  whether  to  be  bound  a  slave, 
I  follow  the  behrat :  where  no  disgrace 
Ko  hardship  is  .  .  but  let  me  weep  awhile. 
I  will,  0  mother !  yes,  I  will  obey 
A  parent  .  .  for  thia  also  they  command, 
Hoping  they  may  recall  or  may  remit 
This  one  decree.     Must  I  be  given  up 
To  hiTTi  behind  whose  wheels  my  brother's  corse 
Was  drag'd  along,  dra^'d  while  his  breast  yet  heaved 
And  plowed  and  till'd  me  furrow  with  his  blood. 
Oh !  on  this  very  ground  our  feet  now  press 
Flighted  are  nuptial  vows  !  are  Gods  invoked  ! 
ThfuiksgivingB  ofiered  them  !     Oh  !  pardon  grief 
That  nothing  can  abate :  what  can  the  Oods 
Do  now  to  lighten  it  ? 

Te  moundering  heaps 
Which  friendly  hands  heapt  up  and  covered  o'er 
With  turf,  not  sohd  yet ;  where  cypresses, 
OreeQ  lately,  drop  their  hard  and  withered  leaves  ; 
And  ye  that  cover  corses  numberless 
In  happier  union,  ye  but  separate 
The  resting  soul  from  soul  that  knows  not  rest. 
I  gave  my  promise ;  thus  Apollo  will'd ; 
Let  then  his  oracles,  by  me  observ'd. 
Bring  (to  me  never !)  to  my  country  peace." 

Hecuba  gaa^  for  breath,  tears  gushing  down, 
"  0  my  last  child !  my  only  hope  in  life ! 
Cried  she,  "  unmerited  imhopod-for  weal 
Bestorest  thou :  not  what  thy  terror  feigns 
Wilt  thou  soon  find  him :  his  stem  heart  relents 
At  Priam's  sad  reverses ;  he  beholds 


.y  Google 


WORKS  OF  LANDOH. 

A  haiue  the  Gods  have  Tiaited  and  deign'd 
To  share  its  hoepitalify ;  he  looks 
With  pity  and  with  f  ondneea  on  Hi;  yontii 
And  mauty ;  else  he  never  would  hold  out 
TTiH  hand  in  amity,  nor  blandly  tako 
What  he  could  tear  away :  beside,  he  fears 
That  thou,  beyond  the  reach  of  his  tvyotim 
(Unlike  Briseis  whom  his  sword  reolaim'd) 
Shouldst  be  by  equal  lot  aaother's  prey- 
For  long  ago  he  saw  our  certain  fate. 
Deriding  tns  Falladion,  nor  afraid 
Of  any  Oods,  when  Oods  saw  Hector  fall." 
Another,  not  a  happier,  mom  arose. 

Under  the  walls  of  Dardanos  a  plain 
Lies  open  :  it  was  covered  now  with  crowds 
Even  to  the  root  of  Ida,  past  the  banks 
Of  those  1;wo  stony  rivers,  sinoe  alike 
Rendered  immortal  by  immortal  song. 
Unwearied,  tho'  grown  hoary  under  aims, 
And  from  tJie  omen  fondly  hoping  peace, 
Commingled  with  the  Trojans,  in  the  tuie 
Of  their  Apollo,  the  Achajana  held 
Stem  silence,  or  in  whispers  a  discourse 
That  varied.    Some  regretted  the  delay 
Of  the  doom'd  dty ;  some  dared  blame  the  king. 
And  some  Feleides ;  othen  muttered  words 
On  treachery,  then  on  bribes,  and  knew  the  tent 
That  covered  them  stow'd  carefully  from  sight. 

Hither  came  Priam ;  slower  came  behind 
His  aged  oonsort,  and  her  sons,  now  few ; 
Prodigal  had  the  rest  been  of  their  blood. 
The  wives  of  the  survivors  hither  came, 
All  deeply  veil'd  and  all  with  brow  abased. 
Hither  they  once  had  come  led  joyfully 
Mid  hymenieal  song,  by  hands  now  cold  : 
Alone  at  home  remain'd,  and  tried  to  wear 
Away  with  restless  spindle  tlie  sad  hour, 
Andromache,  oft  eluded  by  her  child. 

In  eveiy  street  of  the  wide  city,  throngs 
Kusht  forth  impatiently  to  see  the  shields 
60  long  opposed  to  them,  and  helmets  caug^ 
Before  by  glimpses  only  thro'  the  dust. 

Close  to  the  altar  of  the  placid  Ood 
Polyxena  held  tightly  by  t^e  arm 
AcfaiUes,  and  scaroe  knew  it ;  beautiful 
Above  her  sister,  beautiful  almost 
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As  Helena  herself ;  bo  vhite  t^t  brow, 
80  pure  the  lustre  of  those  BesUe  eyea. 

CBssondra  Buddenly  with  horrid  icream 
Bnshee  beyoad  the  congregated  host  .  . 
AH  tremble,  all  are  stricken  mute,  as  vhra 
Enters  some  Deity.     She  speaks,  alone, 
And  not  her  words  speaks  she,  but  words  ocnnpell'd. 
"Sister,  beliereet  thou  the  Destinies 
Are  friendly  to  thee  ?     Bister !  turn  thine  ey^ 
Back  from  this  temple,  turn  them  on  the  walla 
Poseidon  aided  by  Apollo  nis'd. 
In  Tain  hath  Pallas  dwelt  within  .  .  I  see 
Prodigies,  I  see  aims  and  flames  o'er-ride 
The  ancient  towera ;  Xanthos  and  Bimoeis 
I  see  run  swifter  now  with  streams  of  blood. 
And  heroes  rising  hea^y  from  wounds. 
And  ruin  following  when  the  battles  cease. 
0  flower !  upon  what  altar  art  thou  laid, 
Coll'd  by  Theesalian  hand !  why,  ere  the  torch 
Be  lighted,  flames  so  the  Sigsean  shore 
And  Tenedoe  the  lerel  ray  prolongs  ? 
Fly !  let  uB  fly !  Citheton  calls  aloud ; 
Sound  the  Chaoni&n  towers,  resound  the  horns 
Of  AchelooB,  and,  high  up  above. 
The  thunder-rent  Keraunian  rocks  rejdy. 
Heareet  thon  not  the  marble  manger  ciack 
Under  the  monster's  jaw  ?  it  scales  our  waUs 
And  human  voices  issue  frwn  its  bulk  ? 
Why  then  delay  ?  why  idle  words  ?     Arise 
My  parents !  .  .  turn,  ah !  turn  away  the  sight 
From  those  Bistonian,  those  betraying  realms. 
Why,  Polydoros,  callest  thou  ?  why  waves 
A  barren  cornel  o'er  a  recent  tomb 
While  the  loose  pebbles  tinkle  down  the  base? 
Me  neither  tears  nor  madness  axe  vouchsafed ; 
Do  thou,  devoted  sister !  now  thy  chains 
Are  taken  oft  that  thy  pure  Uood  may  flow 
More  readily,  step  back  one  little  step 
From  where  thou  sittest  on  the  fagot ;  come 
And  ^ve  me,  all  I  hope,  one  last  unbrace. 

Oh  spare  her  thon  !     And  thee  too  I  implore, 
^rrhoe !  Ob,  by  the  manes  of  thy  aire ! 
Hsste  forwaiil    She  deserves  it  not,  no  crime 
Is  hers.    This  only  my  last  breath  implores." 

Uttering  such  words  her  maidens  drew  her  home. 
Another  noise  was  heard  within  the  fane. 
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Silent  and  dark  an  arrow  from  acnwa 

Amid  the  tumult  struck  the  hero's  heel. 

And,  passing  thro'  and  thro',  the  brazen  point 

Bang  on  the  marble  floor.     The  chiefs  around 

Wonder  to  see  the  weapon  and  small  bead 

Of  blood :  they  seize  their  spears,  and  tear  away 

The  olire  and  verbena  from  their  crests 

And  stamp  tliem  underfoot:  not  Ptiam's  voice 

Was  heard,  who  gathering  dust  with  desperate  grasp 

Strew'd  with  it  his  grey  hairs  ;  nor  was  die  bride 

Heeded,  tho'  sinking  as  if  into  death. 

Achilles  neither  belpt  her  nor  required 

Help  for  himself;  aware  the  day  was  come. 

Foretold  him :  he  with  failing  voice  represt 

The  wrath  of  his  compeers,  yet  strong  enough 

Thus  to  command. 

"  Lay  ye  your  arms  aside ; 
Let  none  avenge  Achillea  but  his  son. 
Alkimos  and  Automedon !  detain 
Within  onr  tent  the  Uyrmidons :  my  voice 
They  might  no  longer  mind  who  see  me  now, 
Fallen  ignobly  .  .  Ajax!  Diomed! 
Leave  here  a  corse  not  worth  a  beast  alive, 
Or  hide  it  where  no  Trojan  may  rejoice. 
Ah!  must  his  herds  then  grase  upon  my  grave  I 

Let  not  thy  tears  drop  over  me,  whoe'er 
Thou  art  npon  my  left  f  my  eyes  of  iron 
8oe  none,  see  noming  .  .  t«ke  those  friendly  anns 
From  off  my  shoulder  .  .  they  now  weaiy  me 
And  weaiy  you  with  their  too  vain  support. 
Not  that  Laiissa  in  a  quiet  tomb 
Holds  my  brave  ancestors  grieve  I,  0  L^eath, 
Not  that  my  mother  will  l^ent  my  1ms, 
Lone  in  the  bower  of  Tethjs,  (or  a  while ; 
I  grieve  that  Troy  should  ever  thus  ezult 
mthout  more  slaughter  of  her  faithless  race. 
Open  the  turf,  remove  the  blackened  boughs. 
And  let  the  urn  of  Uemetiades 
Take  mj  bonea  too. 

Launch  from  this  hateful  strand 
The  bark  that  bore  us  hither. 

With  the  leave 
Of  your  Atreides  .  .  send  for  .  .  now  at  play 
In  Ptheiai,  and  expecting  the  return 
Of  playmate  .  .  my  own  I^rrtiOB,  my  brave  boy  .  . 
To  bring  destruction  with  uie  Pelian  spear. 
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Hear  y&  my  voice  ?  or  with  its  pants  and  gasps 
Expiree  it,  and  deceives  me  ? 

I  forget  ,  . 
Such  is  the  mist  of  mind  that  hange  on  me  .  . 
What  are  the  orders  I  have  given,  and  what 
My  wishes  yet  unspoken :  be  not  ye 
Forgetful  of  me  as  I  am  of  these  ; 
Sure,  although  Orcos  drags  my  woimded  limba 
Beneath,  the  Shades  shaU  know  and  fear  me  there. 

Pyirhos!  my  child,  my  far-off  child,  farewell! 
Whose  care  shall  train  thy  youth  ?     What  Keiron  stoop 
To  teach  thee  wisdom  ?  what  parental  hands 
Be  loud  in  the  applauses  thou  ehalt  win 
For  lyre,  for  javelin,  for  Theasalian  car 
8eeD  above  others  in  the  foremost  dust." 


DEATH  OF  PAEIS  AND  CENONE. 

Closes  had  the  darkened  day  of  Oorythos. 

When  AgelaoB  heard  the  first  report, 
OuTses  he  uttered  on  the  stepmother, 
Fewer  on  Paris  by  her  spells  enthrall'd. 
For  in  the  man  he  now  but  saw  the  child. 
Ingenuous,  unsuBpidous.     He  resolved 
To  hast«n  back  to  Ida,  praying  death 
To  come  and  intercept  him  on  the  way. 
What  tale  to  tell  CEnone  !  and  what  uianks 
From  parent  at  a  prosperous  son's  return, 
Anxiously  hoped  for  after  many  years, 
Last  gift  of  wife  deserted,  now  deprived 
Of  him  whose  voice,  whose  gesture,  day  tuid  night 
Brought  the  beloved  betrayer  back  again 
Into  her  closing  and  unclosing  eyes, 
And  sometimeB  with  her  child  upon  the  knee 
Of  her  who  knew  him  not,  nor  cared  to  know. 
Grief  and  indignant  virtue  wrung  her  breast 
When  she  repeated  to  the  fond  old  man 
Such  intermin^ed  and  such  transient  joys  ; 
But  when  she  met  him  on  his  sad  return 
Ida  was  hateful  in  her  eyes,  for  there 
Love  bore  such  bitter  and  such  deadly  fruit. 

When  Paris  knew  the  truth,  on  cheek  nupine 
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And  cold  a  thousand  kieses  he  imprest, 

Weeping  and  wailing ;  he  wonld  expiate 

(U  expiation  there  might  ever  be) 

The  murderouB  deed  :  he  built  up  high  a  pyre 

Of  fragrant  cedar,  and  in  broken  Toice 

Coll'd  on  the  name,  a  name  he  knew  eo  late. 

"  0  Corythos !  my  son !  my  son !  "  he  cried, 

And  smote  hia  breast  and  tum'd  his  eyes  awar  ; 

Grief  wrencht  him  back,  grief  that  impell'd  him  ou. 

But  soon  retum'd  he,  resolute  to  catch 

The  fleeting  ashes  and  o'ertake  the  winds  ; 

80  from  the  brittle  brands  he  swept  away 

The  whiter  ashes,  placed  them  in  their  urn, 

And  went  back  slowly,  often  went  alone 

In  the  still  night  beneath  the  stars  that  shed 

Light  on  a  turf  not  solid  yet,  above 

The  jmceless  treasure  there  deposited. 

Achaions,  wandering  on  the  shore,  observ'd 

His  movements  thither,  Laertiadea, 

Kpeos,  and  that  hero  last  arrived, 

Ficantios,  catching  the  cool  air  with  gasps. 

There  rose  the  foss  before  them  :  they  aidvanced 

From  the  Sigesan  side  thro'  copse  and  brake 

Along  the  wmding  deU  of  darker  shade. 

Awaiting  Paris. 

Under  a  loose  string 
Battles  a  quiver ;  and  invisibly 
Hath  flown  an  arrow,  and  a  shout  silcceeds  : 
No  voices  answer  it.    One  listens,  groans. 
Cells  for  his  foe ;  but  calls  not  any  God's 
Or  any  mortal's  aid  ;  he  raves,  and  rests 
Upon  his  elbow.    Back  thro'  the  soft  sands 
Thm'  from  their  ambush  hasten,  for  no  shield. 
No  helmet  had  they  taken,  no  defence. 
Below  his  knee  the  arrow  has  transfixt 
The  pulp,  and  hindered  all  pursuit;  in  vain 
Strove  he  to  tear  it  out ;  his  vigorous  arm 
Coidd  only  break  the  arrow  ;  blood  flow'd  hot 
Where  he  would  wrench  it. 

All  night  thro',  he  roll'd 
His  heavy  eyes  ;  he  saw  the  lamps  suoceed 
Each  other  in  the  city  far  below, 
He  saw  th^n  in  succession  dim  and  die. 
In  the  fresh  mom,  when  iron  light  awakes 
The  gentle  cattle  from  their  brief  repose, 
Bis  menials  issue  thro'  the  nearer  fields 
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And  grovea  adjacnnt  to  explore  their  lord,  | 

And  laatly  (where  perchance  he  mi^ht  be  found) 

Nearer  the  pointed  barrow  of  Mb  son.  ! 

Thither  r&n  forward  that  true-hearted  race  I 

Which  cheers  the  early  mom,  and  ehakee  the  frost  j 

From  stiffened  herbs,  which  liea  before  the  gat«  1 

Alike  of  rich  and  poor,  but  faithful  most  ! 

To  the  foraaken  and  alBicted,  came 

And  howl'd  and  croucht  and  lickt  their  master's  face,  | 

And  now  uncbided  mixt  their  breath  with  his. 

When  man's  last  day  is  come,  how  clear  are  aU 
The  former  ones  !     Now  appear  manifest 
Neglected  Glode,  now  Sparta's  Furies  rise, 
Now  flames  the  fatal  torch  of  Hecuba 
Portended  at  his  birth,  but  deem'd  extinct 
Until  that  arrow  sped  across  the  tombs 
Of  heroes,  by  a  hand  unseen,  inTolvea 
In  flame  and  smoke  the  loftiest  tower  of  Troy. 
Such  were  the  thouehte  that  Taniaht  like  a  mist. 
And  thee,  (Bnone,  tnee  alone  he  aeea. 
He  Boea  tiiee  under  where  the  grot  was  strewn 
With  the  last  winter  leaves,  a  couch  for  eadi. 
Sees  thee  betrotht,  deserted,  desolate. 
Childless  .  .  how  lately  not  so !  what  avail 
The  promisee  of  Ctods  ?  false !  false  as  mine ! 

"  Seek  out,  ye  truaty  men,  seek  out,"  said  he, 
"  The  Nymph  (Enone :  tell  her  that  I  lie 
Wounded  to  death :  tell  her  that  I  implore 
Her  pardon,  not  her  aid." 

They,  when  they  reacht 
High  np  the  hill  the  woodland's  last  recess. 
And  saw  her  habitation,  saw  the  door 
Closed,  and  advancing  heard  deep  groans,  which  brought 
Even  to  the  aill  her  favourite  doe  and  atag 
Springing  before  them  with  defiant  breasta, 
Th^  paus'd ;  they  entered ;  few  and  slow  Uie  words 
They  brought  wiUi  them,  the  last  th^  heard  him  speak. 
Briefly  she  answered  wiUi  her  face  aside. 

"  I  could  not  save  my  child ;  one  who  could  save 
Would  not." 

Thick  Boha  auoceeded. 

'Twas  not  long 
Ere  down  the  narrow  and  steep  path  are  heard 
The  pebbles  rattling  under  peasanta'  feet, 
Whose  faces  the  dense  shrubs  at  every  side 
Smite,  an  they  carry  on  his  bier  the  man 
L  L  2 
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VTho  thinks  his  joumej'  long ;  'twas  long  to  him 
"Wounded  bo  grievously,  to  him  about 
To  close  his  waning  day,  before  his  eyes 
Might  rest  on  hero  and  mix  vith  hero  his  tears. 
How  shall  he  meet  her  ? 

"Where  the  rocks  wer«  clear 
Of  ivy,  more  than  once  the  trace  is  seen 
Of  name  or  verse,  the  hunter's  idle  score 
IndiSerent  to  pursue  the  chaee ;  and  where 
There  was  a  leveler  and  wider  track 
He  might  remember,  if  indeed  he  cared 
For  such  remembrances,  the  scene  of  games 
At  quoit  or  cestus  cloeed  by  dance  and  feast. 
He  drew  both  hEinds  before  his  face,  and  wept, 
And  those  who  carried  him,  and  found  him  fuint 
And  weaiy,  placed  their  burden  on  the  ground, 
And  with  averted  faces  they  wept  too. 

<£none  came  not  out ;  her  feet  were  fixt 
"Upon  the  threshold  at  ijie  opened  door, 
Her  head  tum'd  inward  that  her  tearo  might  fall 
TTnsecn  by  stranger ;  but  not  long  unseen 
Uy  Paris  :  he  was  in  his  youth's  domains, 
He  view'd  his  earliest  home,  his  earliest  loves. 
And  heard  again  his  earliest  sighs,  and  hers. 

"  After  how  many  and  what  yeare  !  "  he  crietl, 
"  Eetnm  I,  0  (Enone  !  thus  to  thee  !  " 

She  answered  not ;  no  anper,  no  reproach ; 
For,  hours  before,  she  prayed  the  Eumenides 
That  they  would,  as  befits  the  just,  avenge 
The  murder  of  her  Corythos ;  she  prayed 
That  she  might  never  have  the  power  to  help 
The  cruel  father  iu  the  hour  of  need. 
A  voice  now  tells  her  from  her  imnost  heart. 
Voice  never,  to  the  listener,  indistinct, 
It  is  not  granted  to  so  wild  a  prayer. 
Weary  of  light  and  life,  again  she  prayed. 

"  Grant  me,  0  Zeus !  what  thou  alone  canst  grant. 
Is  death  too  great  a  boon  ?  too  much  for  me, 
A  wretched  Nymph,  to  ask  ?  beetow  it  now." 

"When  she  had  spoken,  on  the  left  was  heard 
Thunder,  and  there  shone  Same  from  a^  serene  \ 
Now  on  her  child  and  father  of  her  child 
Equally  sad  and  tender  were  her  thoughts  j 
She  saw  them  both  in  one,  and  wept  t£e  more. 
Heedless  and  heaj'tless  wretch  she  call'd  herself, 
liut  her  whole  life,  now  moat,  those  words  belied. 
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Paris  had  heard  the  TPordB.     "  Those  words  were  mine 
Could  I  hare  uttered  them :  wounds  make  men  weak, 
Shame  makes  them  weaker  :  neither  kuowest  thou, 
Pure  soul !  one  fit  for  immortality ! 
Let  us,  (Enone,  shouldst  thou  ever  die, 
Be  here  united,  here  is  room  for  both  .  . 
Both  did  I  say  ?  and  not  for  one  beside  ? 
Oh !  will  his  ashes  ever  rest  near  mine  ?  " 
To  these  few  words  he  added  these  few  more. 
"  Kestrain,  (Enone,  those  heartrending  sobs  ! " 
His  he  could  not  restrain,  nor  deeper  groans, 
Yet  struggled  to  eiHisole  her.     "  Are  not  these 
Out  true  espousals  ?     Kany  may  have  loved 
But  few  have  died  together ! "    Then  she  sluiekt 
"  Lot  me  die  first,  0  husband !    Hear  my  j»raytr 
Tho'  the  Gods  have  not  heard  it !  one  embrace  ' 
Paris  is  mine  at  last ;  eternally 

Oh  do  not  thou,  my  child, 
Shun  or  disdain  amid  the  Shades  below 
Those  who  now  die,  and  would  have  died  for  thee  I 

The  gift  of  Tenus  I  have  often  mourn' d. 
With  this  one  consolation,  that  my  grief 
Could  not  Increase ;  such  consolation  lasts 
No  longer  :  punishment  far  less  severe 
Gould  Here  or  ooiild  Pallas  have  decreed 
Than  Tenus  on  this  Ida,  where  she  won 
A  prize  so  fatal,  and  to  more  than  me." 

The  maidens  of  the  mountain  came  and  rais'd 
Her  drooping  head,  and  drew  from  tepid  springs 
The  water  of  her  grot,  and,  from  above, 
Cedar  and  pine  of  tender  spray,  and  call'd 
Her  father  Cebren :  he  come  forth,  and  fiU'd 
After  due  sacrifice  the  larger  space 
That  was  remaining  of  the  recent  um. 

Paris  had  given  his  faithful  friends  command. 
Whether  the  Fates  might  call  him  soon  or  late, 
That,  if  were  found  some  ashes  on  liis  hroutrt. 
Those  to  the  bones  they  covered  be  restored. 
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MENELATTS  AND  HELEN  AT  TROY. 
An  old  attendant  depcMatM  and  iuteroapta  hii 


Mmelaiu.  Out  of  my  way!     Off!  or  my  sword  may  g 
thee, 
Heedless  of  veneiable  age.    And  thou. 
Fugitive  1  stop.    Stand,  traitrees,  on  that  stair  .  . 
Thou  mounteet  not  anotlier,  by  the  Qods  ! 
Now  take  the  death  thou  m.eritast,  the  death 
Zeus  who  presides  o'er  hospitality. 
And  erery  other  god  whom  thou  hast  left, 
And  every  other  who  abandons  thee 
In  this  aocuned  city,  sends  at  lost. 
Turn,  vilest  of  vile  daves  !  turn,  paramour 
Of  what  all  other  women  hate,  of  cowards, 
Tom,  lest  this  hand  wrench  back  thy  head,  and  toss 
It  and  its  odours  to  the  dust  and  flames. 

Mtlcn.  Welcome  the  death  thou  promisest !     Not  fear 
But  shame,  obedience,  duty,  make  me  turn. 

Mm»lavM.  Du^ !  false  harlot ! 

Selm.  Name  too  true !  aeveiro 

FrecuiBor  to  the  blow  that  is  to  fall. 
It  should  alone  suffice  for  billing  me. 

Mmelaut.  Ay,  weep :  be  not  ue  only  one  in  Troy 
Who  wails  not  on  this  day .  .  its  last . .  the  day 
Thou  and  thy  crimes  darken  with  dead  on  dead. 

fftlm.  Spare !  spare !    O  let  the  last  that  falls  be  me ! 
There  are  but  young  and  old. 

Mnulaua.  There  are  but  guilty 

"Where  thou  art,  and  the  sword  strikes  none  amiss. 
Hearest  thou  not  the  creeping  blood  buzz  near 
Like  flies  7  or  wouldst  thou  rather  hear  it  hiss 
Louder,  against  the  flaming  roofs  thrown  down 
"Wherewim  the  streets  are  pathless  ?    Ay,  but  vengeance 
Springs  over  all ;  and  Nemesis  and  At^ 
IhDve  back  the  flying  ashes  with  both  hands. 
I  never  saw  thee  weep  till  now :  and  now 
There  is  no  pity  iu  thy  tears.     The  tiger 
Leaves  not  her  young  athirst  for  the  nrst  milk, 
As  thou  didst.    Thine  could  scarce  have  daspt  thy  knee 
If  she  had  felt  thee  leave  her. 

Selm.  0  my  child ! 

Hy  only  one !  thou  livest :  'tis  enough ; 
Hate  me,  abhor  me,  curse  me  .  .  these  are  duties  .  . 
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C&]1  me  but  Uother  in  the  shades  of  death ! 
She  now  is  twelYe  years  old,  when  the  bud  HirellB 
And  the  first  colours  of  uncertain  life 
Benn  to  tinge  it. 

Mmtiam  {a*ide).  Can  she  think  of  home  P 
Hers  once,  mine  vet,  and  sweet  Hermione's ! 
Is  there  one  Bpark  that  cheer'd  my  heuth,  one  left. 
For  thee,  my  last  of  kire ! 

Scorn,  ri^teouB  scorn 
Blows  it  from  me  .  .  but  thou  mayst .  .  never,  never. 
Thou  shalt  not  see  her  even  there.    The  slave 
On  earth  shall  scorn  thee,  and  the  damn'd  below. 

Mehit.  Delay  not  either  fate.     If  deatli  is  mercy. 
Send  me  among  the  captives  ;  so  that  Zeus 
May  see  his  offspring  led  in  chains  away. 
And  thy  hard  brother,  pointing  with  his  sword 
At  the  last  wretch  that  crouches  on  the  shore, 
Cry,  "  She  alone  shall  never  sail  for  Greece ! " 

Mmelatu.  Hast  thou  more  words  f 

Her  voice  is  musical 
As  the  young  maids  who  sing  to  Artemis  : 
How  glossy  IB  that  yellow  braid  my  grasp 
Seiz'd  and  let  loose !    Ah !  can  then  years  hare  past 
Since  but  the  children  of  the  Otids,  like  them, 
Suffer  not  age. 

Helen !  speak  honestly. 
And  thus  escape  my  vengeance  .  .  was  it  force 
That  bore  thee  off  f 

Mtlm.  It  was  some  evil  God. 

Meiulaut.  Helping  that  hated  man  f 

Sttm.  How  justly  hated ! 

Mmelout.  By  thee  too  ? 

Selmt.  Hath  he  not  made  thee  unhappy  ? 

0  do  not  strike. 

Mmdam.  Wretch  t 

Helen.  Strike,  but  do  not  speak. 

Menehm.  Lest  thou  remember  me  against  thy  will. 

Iltlen.  Lest  I  look  up  and  see  you  wroth  and  sad, 
Against  my  will ;  0 !  now  against  my  will 
They  know  above,  they  who  perhaps  can  piQf. 

Menelaue.  They  shall  not  save  thee. 

Helen.  Then  indeed  they  pity. 

Menelaat.  Prepare  for  death. 

Helen.  Not  from  that  hand :  'twould 
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JFelm.  Eaaj  are  all  thingB,  do  but  tlion  oonmuuid. 

Menelatu.  Look  up  then. 

ffelen.  lo  the  liardeet  procJ  of  all 

I  am  now  bidden :  bid  me  not  look  up. 

MmelMti.  She  looks  as  vheu  I  led  ber  on  behind 
The  torch  and  fife,  and  when  tbe  blush  o'arspread 
Her  giriish  face  at  tripping  in  the  myrtle 
On  the  first  step  before  the  wreathed  gate. 
ApOToach  me.    Fall  not  on  th;  knees. 

JleUn.  The  hand 

That  is  to  slay  me,  best  may  slay  me  thus. 
I  dare  no  longer  see  the  light  of  heaven, 
Nor  thine  .  .  alas  !  the  light  of  heaven  to  me. 

Mtndmu.  Follow  me. 

She  holds  out  both  arms  .  .  and  now 
Drops  them  again  .  .  She  comes  .  .  Why  atoppest  thou  ? 

Melm.  O  Uenelaua  !  could  thy  heart  know  mine, 
As  once  it  did  .  .  for  then  did  they  oonverse, 
Generous  the  one,  the  other  not  unworthy  .  . 
Thou  wouldst  find  sorrow  deeper  even  than  guilt. 

MmteUau.  And  must  I  lead  ner  by  the  hand  again  ? 
Nought  diall  persuade  me.    Never.    She  draws  back  .  . 
The  true  alone  and  loving  sob  like  her. 
Come,  Helen !  {He  taket  her  haxd. 

Stlm.  Oh !  let  never  Greek  see  tbis  \ 

Hide  me  from  Argos,  from  Amydai  hide  me. 
Hide  me  from  all. 

Mtnelau*.  Thy  rnignia?!  is  too  strong 

For  me  to  strive  with. 

Selm.  Leave  it  all  to  me.' 

Mmelaia.    Feooe !    peaoe !      The  wind,    I  hope,   is  fair  for 
Sparta. 


HEECULE8,  PLUTO,  ALCESTIS,  ADMETOS. 

fferculei.  Weepest  thou?     Weep  thou  mayst ;  but  not   for 
long. 

Alee*tis.  Certainly  not  for  long,  0  Heracles ! 
So  let  me  weep :  tms  day,  if  not  this  night. 
Will  join  me  to  Admet<». 

ZTereulet.  Say,  what  voice 

Hath  told  thee  so? 

Aleettit.  The  voice  within  my  breast. 
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SereuU*.  It  shall  be  true  aa  was  thy  heart  to  him  .  . 

Aleettit.  Who  now  lies  without  hope  for  one  hour  more 
Upon  this  earth. 

Utreultt.  No  power  have  I  o'er  fate. 

Alcettit.  Thon  canst  not,  I  can,  save  him. 

Sercule*.  Tell  me  how. 

AlM»ti».  I  dare  not  utter  my  design  to  thee, 
For  TOWS  are  sacred,  so  conditions  axe. 
And  both  axe,  or  will  sOon  be,  ratified. 
The  God  who  rules  below  will  cast  him  down 
Before  my  etepe  can  reach  those  horrid  reahus, 
If  those  are  horrid  where  the  faithful  meet 
To  love  etfflnally. 

Heradti.  But  wouldst  thou  not 

Bather  return  with  him  to  the  early  Bcenes 
Of  your  betrothal,  of  your  happier  hours  ? 

Aleettu.  Alas  !  alas !  not  Hades,  not  Elysion, 
Not  heaven  itself,  oould  ever  soothe  my  soul 
As  those  have  done  .  .  but  when  he  goes  I  go  .  . 
0  could  it  but  be  first ! 

Ifereulet.  The  Chide  may  grant 

This  wish  at  thy  entreaty. 

Aleettu.  They  have  heard 

Already  eve^  prayer  my  heart  oould  frame. 

SereuUa.  On  me  they  have  bestow'd  some  pow^  to  calm 
Thy  breast,  Alcestis ! 

Ahatif.  Bare  witii  his,  mine  never. 

SerouUt.  Be  calmer,  cheer  thee.     Erei?  Ood  above 
Hath  been  propitious  to  me ;  he  below 
Shall  hear  me :  not  another  day  dull  see 
Such  faithful  hearts  apart. 

Aleutit.  Ko  word  of  thine 

Was  ever  false,  but  how  can  this  be  true  ? 

Mereult*.  Question  me  not. 

I  have  been  UAH  ere  now 
That  heavy  Krief  brings  also  heavy  sleep. 
Lifter  be  thine !  but  confidentiy  close 
Those  eyes  half-dosed  already  by  the  weight 
That  overhangs  them. 

Almtu.  Can  I  ?     Do  I  dream  ? 

JTereuh*.  No,  but  thou  shalt  when  Love  hath  had  his  way. 

Pluto.  Who  oomes  among  the  Shades  and  is  no  Shade  ? 

Hereula.  Thy  elder  brother's  offspring,  Heraclpa. 

PliUo.  And  sent  thee  hither  he? 

Ilerevki.  His  will  it  was. 

Pl^o.  And  what  thy  errand  ? 
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Hereule*.  Rescue. 

Pluto.  Rescue  heuce  ? 

There  never  wae,  nor  ahall  be. 

JTereulet.  Say  not  bo. 

Brother  of  him  the  miji^h^  and  the  just. 

Pluto.  Just  oolleet  thou  the  brother  \irho  usuipt 
Hia  father's  throne,  and  thrust  these  reahns  on  me  ? 
Peopled  are  mine,  'tis  true,  far  more  than  his 
Or  man  Poaeidon's,  with  his  singing  Njmpha 
And  blowing  Tritons  in  loud  choruses 
On  conche,  and  song^ees  speechlees  multitudes ; 
Callest  thou  him  the  just  f  mighty  he  may  be 
Un  earth,  or  over  earth,  but  never  here. 
And  thou,  who  art  but  mortal,  darest  ooma 
Invader,  to  my  very  throne,! 

Htraultt.  '  I  came 

8i>eedily  as  I  could,  but  was  outran 
By  oue  who  hurried  to  recall  from  henoe 
Him  whom,  ere  this  she  haply  hath  embraced, 
Admetos  ;  her  own  life  she  gives  for  has ; 
And  this  condition  every  Ood  approves. 

Ptuto.  Every  ?  and  am  not  I  one  ?     My  consent 
Neither  those  gods  nor  thou  shalt  gain.    Return  .  . 
For  what  is  she  to  thee,  audadons  man  ? 

Sereulei.  Alcestis  is  the  daughter  of  my  friend. 

Pluto.  If  truth  has  reacht  me  here  (and  oftener  truth 
Is  found  below  than  among  those  on  earth) 
Many  have  been  the  daughters  thou  hast  there 
Rescued  from  spousal  and  parental  bonds. 

Herndet.  I  bear  no  shaft  of  wit  so  keen  as  thine. 
Nor  would  confront  thee :  only  give  me  up 
The  virtuous  bride,  then  will  I  reiiscend. 

Pluto.  What  if  thy  calculation  be  amiss. 
The  bride  I  give  not  up :  thou  mayost  go, 
With  my  goodwill,  but  must  leave  her  behind. 

IIercvU».  I  would  not  wrestle  with  thee. 

Pluto.  Art  thou  mad  ? 

Wrestle  with  an  Immortal ! 

HercuUt.  If  oompell'd, 

And  grow  myself  Immortal  by  that  strife. 

Pluto.  Ceroeroe  !  seize  him. 

Herndet.  'Twas  not  long  ego 

He  licfet  the  instep  of  Euiydice 
And  only  growl'd  at  her  deliverer. 
Brave  dogs  are  fellow-creaturoa  of  brave  men, 
Not  cmo  of  his  three  heads  would  bark  at  me. 


.y  Google 


■IS,  ETC.]  HERCULES,  PLUTO,  ALCESTIS,  ADMETOS.       Sij 

Pluto  (Aujsena  ruthing /orteard).  Woman!  whence  comest? 
whither  rushest  thou  ? 

AiwttU  (not  minding  Aim).   0  Eeiaclcs!  and  art  thou  also 
doom'd 
To  bleea  earth  nerer  more  ? 

UtrcnU:  To  bless  once  more 

Earth  with  thy  preeenoe  come  I,  nor  will  go 
Until  I  lead  thee  back. 

Flvto.  Btyx!  Flilegethon! 

Surround  him. 

JItreiiUi.  I  will  cast  thee  into  them, 

Qod  aa  thou  art,  if  any  hurt  befalls 


AUettit.  IjeKve  me,  leave  me,  Heracles! 
Never  from  my  Admetos  will  I  part. 

Pentphont  {entwing).  Nor  shalt  thou. 

Pluto.  And  thou,  too,  refractory  V 

Even  thou,  Persephono ! 

Ptri^hone.  Thou  once  didst  love  me, 

O  Pluto !  lore  me  now ;  remit,  remit 
Thy  rigid  laws  .  .  give  me  these  two.    Advanoe, 
AdJnetoB !  {whiipfn). 

He  may  change  his  mind  .  .  go,  go. 

Adautet  {atcending),  I  feel  afresh  the  air  of  heaven ;  thy  kiss 
Breath'd  it,  and  do  my  ste^e  touch  earth  again  J 

Bareuki.  Tea,  finn  as  nune  do. 

But  then  still  art  faint, 
Aloestis !    If  my  shoulder  is  too  hi^ 
For  thee  to  lean  on,  let  this  arm  kelp  his. 

I  had  no  time  or  thought  to  look  beyond, 
And  I  saw  nothing  of  Mysian  fields  ; 
If  there  be  any  thou  shalt  find  them  all 
Among  those  pastureB  where  Apollo  fed 
Thy  herds,  Admetos !  where  another  God 
(Thou  knowest  who)  Alcestis  !  drew  thee  forth 
And  placed  thee  on  that  fond  and  faithful  breast 
Whereon  thou,  imdivided,  shalt  repose. 

Aletttit.  Shall  we  be  never,  never,  parted  more  ? 

Admetot.  Let  us,  my  own  Alcestis,  leave  behind 
(Sinoe  one  day  boQi  must  die)  a  proof  that  love 
May  be  as  happy,  if  as  true,  as  thine. 
Age  is  before  us,  be  it  long  before, 
And  Death  not  wait  for  eitner  ! 

Hereulst.  Haste  ye  home, 

And  there  hold  fitter  than  such  grave  disc-ourse. 
Remember,  Hymen  is  come  back  again 
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And  follows  close,  for  Hj^men  hates  delay. 
Adm«toB  !  I  was  fancying  that  thy  brood 
Of  gaUant  couraera,  boast  of  Thessaly, 
WiH  not  awaken  you  to-morrow-mom, 
With  all  their  neighinn  at  the  palace-gate. 
To  greet  ye  coming  sale  and  sound  again. 
Let  mo  forbid  the  maidens  to  entwine. 
Whatever  they  may  gather  in  the  dew, 
Flowers  till  past  noontide  :  they  are  ever  apt 
To  speed  an  such  occasions,  and  to  break 
The  spell  descending  from  the  silent  moon, 
A  Bpell  which  binds  together  strong  and  weak. 
They  shall  sin^  mernly  for  honied  cates, 
A  guerdon  ana  a  symbol  not  unmeet : 
I  too  would  sing  among  them,  but  no  song 
Could  Orpheus  teach  me,  nor  would  let  nie  touoh 
His  harp  ;  my  fingers,  said  he,  were  unfit ; 
Nor  was  my  voice  melodious,  tho'  less  harsh 
Than  when  ye  heard  it  in  you  place  below. 

ChoriM  of  Matron*  at  Morning. 
Come,  little  prls  who  catch  the  laughter 

And  know  not  what  the  laughter  moaua. 
But  who  shall  know  it  well  heraafter 

Amid  less  grand  and  gaudy  scenes. 

Come,  maidens,  ye  almost  as  3'oiing, 
Ye  too  whose  cheeks  are  full  in  bloom, 


Then  to  the  praises  of  the  bold,    , 
Then  of  the  tender  and  the  true, 

A  pair  whom  Hades  could  not  hold  .  . 
And  may  such  heroes  wed  with  you ! 

GirW  Reply. 
We  are  too  young  to  think  of  men. 

Few  of  us  yet  are  seventeen ; 
Better  to  trim  tho  wreathe,  and  then 

To  look  and  see  how  looks  the  queen. 
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HOMEE,  LAEHTES,  AGATHA. 


Homer.  le  this  Laertes  icbo  embraces  me 
Ere  a.  vord  spoken  f  his  the  hand  I  grasp  ? 

Laerttt.  Zeus  help  thee,  and  restore  to  thee  thy  sight', 
Mj  ^eat  of  old  !     I  am  of  years  as  many, 
And  of  calamities,  as  thou  Uiyself, 
I,  wretched  man !  who  have  outlived  my  son 
Odysseiis,  him  thou  knewest  is  this  house, 
A  stripling  fond  of  quoits  and  archery, 
Thence  to  be  call'd  for  counsel  mid  the  chiefs 
Who  Btorm'd  that  cdty  past  the  farther  sea. 
Built  by  two  Qods,  by  more  than  two  defended. 

Hotaer.  He  rests,  and  to  the  many  toils  endnr'd 
There  was  not  added  the  worse  weight  of  age. 

Laerte*.  He  would  be  growing  old  had  he  temain'd 
Until  this  day,  tho'  scarcely  three-score  years 
Had  he  completed ;  old  I  seem'd  to  htm 
For  youth  is  fanciful,  yet  here  am  I, 
Stout,  a  full  twenty  summers  after  bim  : 
But  one  of  the  three  sisters  snapt  that  thread 
Which  was  the  shortest,  and  my  boy  went  down 
When  no  light  ahines  upon  the  dreary  way. 

Honur.  Either  I  came  to  visit  thee,  and  sing 
HJH  wanderings  and  his  wisdom,  tho'  my  voico 
Be  not  the  voice  it  was  ;  yet  thoughts  come  up, 
And  words  to  thoughts,  which  others  maj'  recite 
When  I  am  mute,  and  deaf  as  in  my  grave, 
If  any  grave  in  any  land  be  mine. 

LaerUt.  Uen  will  contend  for  it  in  after  times. 
And  cities  claim  it  as  the  ground  whereon 
A  temple  stood,  and  worshippers  yet  stand. 
Long  hast  thou  travell'd  since  we  met,  and  far. 

Homer.  I  have  seen  many  cities,  and  the  best 
And  wisest  of  the  men  who  dwelt  therein. 
The  children  and  their  children  now  adult. 
Nor  childless  they.     Some  have  I  chided,  some 
Would  soothe,  who,  mount«d  on  the  higher  sod, 
'Wept  as  the  pebbles  tinkled,  dropping  o'er 
A  form  outstretcht  below ;  they  would  not  hear 
Story  of  mine,  which  told  them  there  were  fields 
Fresher,  and  brighter  skies,  but  slapping  me, 
Cried  worse,  and  ran  away. 

Laertn.  Here  sits  aside  thee 
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A  child  grey-headed  who  vill  hear  thee  out. 
Here  shalt  thou  um  my  eon  Again,  in  mail 
No  enemy,  no  time,  can  atrip  m>m  him. 
But  first  I  counsel  thee  to  tiy  the  strength 
Of  my  old  prisoner  in  the  cave  below  : 
The  wine  will  sparkle  at  the  eight  of  thee. 
If  there  be  any  virtue  left  in  it. 
Bread  there  is,  fitter  for  young  teeth  than  ours, 
But  wine  can  soften  its  obdnraty. 
At  hand  is  honey  in  the  honeycomb, 
And  melon,  and  those  blushing  pouting  huda 
That  fain  would  hide  them  under  crisped  leaves. 
Soon  the  blue  dove  and  particolor'd  hen 
Shall  quit  the  stable-rafter,  caught  at  roost, 
And  goat  Bhall  miss  her  suckling  in  the  mom  ; 
Supper  will  want  them  ere  the  imy  decline. 

Ilomw.  So  be  it :  I  sing  best  when  hearty  cheer 
Befreshes  me,  and  hearty  friend  beside. 

LmtU*.  Toyagers,  who  have  heard  thee,  carried  home 
Strange  stories  ;  whether  all  be  thy  device 
I  know  not :  surely  thou  hadst  been  afraid 
Some  God  or  Goddess  would  have  twitoht  thine  ear. 

Homer.  They  often  come  about  me  while  I  slept, 
And  brought  me  dreams,  and  never  lookt  morose. 
They  Iov«d  thy  sou  and  for  his  sake  loved  me. 

£a»rt»a.  Apollo,  I  well  know,  was  much  thy  friend. 

Homer.  He  never  harried  me  as  Marsyas 
Was  harried  by  him ;  lest  he  should,  I  sang 
His  praise  in  my  beat  hymn :  the  Goda  love  praise, 

La«rte9.    I  should    have    thought  the  G^ds    would     more 
approve 
Good  works  than  glossy  words,  for  well  they  know 
All  we  can  tell  them  of  themselves  or  us. 
Have  they  enricht  thee  ?  for  I  see  thy  doak 
Is  ragged. 

Homer.       Sagged  doak  is  songster's  garb. 

Laerie*.  I  have  two  better  \  one  of  them  for  thee. 
Penelope,  who  died  five  years  ago. 
Spun  it  i  her  husband  wore  it  only  once, 
AJid  'twas  upon  the  auuiveraary 
Of  their  espousal. 

SotatT.  Wear  it  I  will  not, 

But  I  will  hang  it  on  the  brightest  ua!il 
Of  the  fiist  temple  where  ApoUo  aits, 
Gk>lden  hair'd,  in  his  ^ory. 

Laertei.  So  thou  shalt 
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If  so  it  please  tLee :  j'et  we  first  will  quaff 
The  gifts  of  Bakkos,  for  methinks  his  gifts 
Are  quite  as  welcome  to  the  sons  of  song 
And  cheer  them  oftener. 

[AoATHA.  enian  teith  a  evp  oftvint.'] 

Maiden !  come  thou  nigh, 
And  seat  thee  there,  and  thou  ahalt  hear  him  siug, 
After  a  while,  what  Gods  misfht  listea  to ; 
But  place  that  cup  upon  the  board,  and  wait 
Until  the  stranger  hath  asauagod  his  thirst, 
For  songmen,  grasshoppers,  and  nightingales 
Bin^  cheerilj  but  when  the  throat  is  moist. 

Sbmer.  I  sang  to  maidens  in  n^  prime ;  again, 
But  not  before  the  morrow,  will  I  Bing ; 
Let  me  repose  this  noontide,  since  in  sooth 
Wine,  a  sweet  aolacer  of  wearineas. 
Helps  to  unload  the  burden. 

ZtitrU*.  Lie  then  down 

Along  yon  mat  bestrown  with  roeemaiy, 
Basil,  and  mint,  and  th^^ue. 

Bhe  knows  them  all 
And  has  her  names  for  them,  some  strange  enough. 
Sound  and  refrsshing  then  be  thv  repose  I 
Well  may  weak  mortal  seek  the  balm  of  sleep 
"When  even  the  Gods  require  it,  when  the  stars 
Droop  in  their  oourses,  and  the  Sun  himself 
Sinks  on  the  swelling  bosom  of  the  sea. 

Take  heed  there  be  no  knot  on  any  sprig ; 
After,  bring  store  of  rushes  and  long  leaves 
Of  cane  sweet-smelling  from  the  inland  bank 
Of  yon  wide-wandering  river  over-sea 
Famed  for  its  swans  ;  then  open  and  take  out 
From  the  black  chest  the  linen,  never  used 
These  many  years,  whioh  thou  (or  one  before) 
Spreadfit  for  the  Sun  to  bleach  it ;  and  be  sure. 
Be  sure,  thou  smoothen  with  both  hands  his  couch 
Who  has  the  power  to  make  both  young  and  old 
Live  throughout  ages. 

Agatha.  And  look  well  through  all  ? 

Laertt*.  Aje,  and  look  better  than  they  lookt  before. 

Agatha.  I  wish  he  could  make  me  so,  and  without 
Hy  going  for  it  anywhere  below. 
I  am  content  to  stay  in  Ithaca, 
Where  the  dogs  know  me,  and  the  ferryman 
Asks  nothing  from  me,  and  the  rills  are  full 
After  the  rain,  and  flowers  grow  everj'where, 
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And  bees  grudge  not  their  honey,  and  the  grape 
Growa  withm  reach,  and  figs,  blue,  yellov,  green. 
Without  my  climbiug;  boys,  too,  come  at  call; 
And,  if  they  hide  the  ripest,  I  know  where 
To  find  it,  twist  and  stru^le  as  tbey  may ; 
Impudent  bora  !  to  moke  me  bring  it  out, 
Saying  I  sh^  not  have  it  if  I  don  t ! 

Laertet.  How  the  child  babblee  1  pardon  her  \  behold 
Her  strength  and  atature  have  outgrown  her  wits ! 
In  fourteen  years  thou  thyself  wsBt  not  wise. 

Homer.  My  heart  is  freehen'd  by  a  fount  60  pure 
At  its  springhead  ;  let  it  run  on  in  light. 
Most  girls  ore  wing'd  with  wishes,  and  can  ill 
Keep  on  tlieir  feet  against  the  early  gale 
That  blows  impetuous  on  unguarded  hreast ; 
But  this  young  mwden,  I  can  prophesy. 
Will  be  thy  atafi  when  other  staff  hath  fail'd. 

Agatha.  May  the  Gods  grant  it !  but  not  grant  it  yet ! 
Blessings  upon  thy  head ! 

Bomer.  May  they  bestow 

Their  choicest  upon  thine  !  may  they  preserve 
Thy  comelineaa  of  virtue  many  yeara 
For  him  whose  hand  thy  master  joins  to  thine ! 

Agatha.  0  mig^t  I  smootheu  tnat  mild  wrinkled  brow 
With  but  one  kise ! 

LaerUf.  Take  it.     Now  leave  ua,  child. 

And  bid  our  good  Metampos  to  prepare 
That  brazen  bath  wherein  my  rampant  boy 
Each  morning  lay  full-length,  stru^ling  at  firat. 
Then  laughing  as  he  eplaaht  the  water  up 
Against  bis  mother's  face  bent  over  bim. 
Is  this  the  OdyseeuB  first  at  qnoit  and  bar  F 
la  this  the  Odyseeus  call'd  to  counsel  kings, 
He  whose  name  sounds  beyoud  our  narrow  sea  ? 

Agatha.  0  how  I  always  love  to  hear  that  name  ! 

Laertet.  But  linger  not ;  pursue  the  task  at  hand  ; 
Bethink  thee  'tis  for  one  who  has  the  power 
To  give  thee  many  days  beyond  old-age. 

Agatha.  0 !  tell  him  not  to  do  it  if  he  can ; 
Ho  cannot  make  youth  stay :  the  swallows  oome 
And  go,  youth  goes,  but  never  comee  again. 

LMftee.  He  can  make  heroes  greater  than  they  were. 

Agatha.  By  making  them  lay  by  the  wicked  sword? 
How  I  shall  love  hini  when  he  has  done  that ! 

Laertet.  No,  but  he  gives  them  strength  by  magic  Bong. 

Agatha.  The  strength  of  constancy  to  love  but  one  ? 
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Ab  did  Odyseeiu  while  he  lived  on  earth, 
And  when  he  waited  lor  her  in  the  ehadee. 

Laerte*.  The  little  jay  !  go,  chatterer. 

Agatha  {U>  Hoicsb).  Do  not  think, 

0  stranger,  he  ib  wroth ;  he  never  ia 
With  Aeatha,  albeit  he  stamps  and  frowns 
And  shakes  three  fingers  at  her,  and  forbears 
To  do  the  like  to  any  one  beside. 
Hark !  the  brass  sounds,  the  bath  is  now  prepared. 

IioerUt.  More  than  the  water  shall  her  hand  assuage 
Thy  veary  feet,  and  lead  thee  back,  now  late. 


HOMER.  LAEBXE8.  AGATHA. 

8E00KD  DAY. 

In  the  Morning. 

Homer.  Whose  is  the  soft  and  pulpy  hand  that  lies 
Athwart  the  ridges  of  my  craggy  one 
Out  of  the  bed  ?  can  it  be  Agatha's  ? 

Agatha.  I  come  to  bring  thee,  while  yet  warm  and  frothy, 
A  draught  of  milk.     Biee  now,  rise  just  half-up, 
And  drmk  it.    Hark !  the  birds,  two  at  a  time. 
Are  singing  in  the  terebinth.    Our  king 
Hath  taken  down  his  staff  and  gone  afi^d 
To  see  the  men  begin  their  daily  work. 

ITomer.  Go  thou  to  thine ;  I  will  arise.     How  sweet 
Was  that  goat's  milk ! 

Agatha.  We  have  eleven  below. 

All  milchers.     Wouldst  thou  now  the  tepid  bath  ? 

Botmr.  Kather  when  thou  hast  laid  on  the  left-hand 
My  sandals  within  reach ;  brinz  colder  lymph 
To  freshen  more  the  frame-wor^  of  mine  eyes. 
For  eyes  there  are,  altho'  their  orbs  bo  dark. 

Agatha.  'Tis  here  ;  let  me  apply  it. 

Sonwr.  Bravely  done ! 

Why  Btandest  thou  so  still  and  taciturn  ? 

Ag^ha.  The  king  my  master  hath  forbidden  me 
Ever  to  eak  a  question :  if  I  might. 
And  were  not  disobedience  such  a  sin, 
I  would  ask  thiM,  BO  gentle  and  so  wise, 
Whether  the  stoiy  of  that  bad  Calypso 
Can  be  all  true,  for  it  would  grieve  me  sorely 
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To  think  thou  wouldst  repeat  it  were  it  false. 
And  some  ill-natured  Ood  (such  Gtoda  there  are) 
Would  punish  thee,  already  too  afflicted. 

Homer.  My  child !  the  Muaes  aang  the  tale  I  told. 
And  the;  knov  more  about  that  wanton  Nymph 
Than  they  have  uttered  into  mortal  ear. 
I  do  rejoice  to  find  thee  fond  of  truth. 

Agatha.  I  was  not  always  truthful.     I  have  smarted 
For  falsehood,  under  Queen  Penelope, 
When  I  was  little.     I  should  hate  to  hear 
More  of  that  wicked  creature  who  detain'd 
Her  lord  from  her,  and  tried  to  win  his  love. 
I  know  'twas  very  wrong  in  me  to  listen. 

Stmtr.  A.  pardonable  fault :  we  wish  for  littteaers 
Whether  we  speak  or  tang,  the  young  and  old 
Alike  are  weak  in  this,  unwise  and  wise, 
Cheerful  and  sorrowful. 

Agatha.  0  !  look  up  yonder ! 

Wliy  dost  thou  smile  ?  everything  makes  thee  smile 
At  silly  Agatha,  but  why  just  now  ? 

Somer.  What  was  the  sight  ? 

Agatha.  0  inconsiderate ! 

0  worse  than  inconsiderate  !  cruel !  cruel ! 

Homer.  Tell  me,  what  was  it  ?     I  can  see  thro'  speech. 

Agatha.  A  tawny  bird  above ;  he  prowls  for  hours, 
Sailing  on  wilful  wings  that  never  Sag 
Until  they  drop  headlong  to  seize  the  prey. 
The  hinds  shout  after  him  and  make  him  soar 
Eastward  :  our  little  birds  are  safe  from  kites 
And  idler  boys. 

'Tis  s^d  (can  it  be  true  f) 
In  other  parts  men  catch  the  nightingale 
To  make  it  food. 

Homer.  Nay,  men  eat  men. 

Agatha.  Te  Glods ! 

But  men  hurt  one  another,  nightingales 
Console  the  weary  with  unwesjied  song. 
Until  soft  slumber  on  the  couch  descends. 
The  king  my  master  and  Penelo_pe 
Forbade  the  slaughter  or  captivity 
Of  the  poor  innocents  who  trusted  them, 
Xor  robbed  them  even  of  the  tiniest  grain. 

Homer.  Generous  and  tender  is  thy  master's  heart. 
Warm  as  the  Bummer,  open  as  the  sky. 

Agatha.  How  true!  how  I  do  love  thee  for  these  words! 
Stranger,  didst  thou  not  hear  him  wail  aloud, 
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Groan  after  groan;  broken,  but  ill  sapprest, 
When  thoti  redtedst  in  that  plaintive  tone 
How  Antideia  met  her  son  again 
Amid  the  shades  below  ? 

Thon  shouldst  have  stopt 
Before  that  tale  was  told  by  thee  ;  that  one 
At  least  waa  true,  if  none  were  true  before. 
In  Tain,  0  how  in  vain,  I  emote  my  breast 
To  keep  more  qniet  what  would  beat  within ! 
Never  were  words  so  sweet,  so  sad,  as  those. 
I  sobb'd  apart,  I  oonld  not  aheck  my  tears  : 
Laertes  too,  tho'  stronger,  could  not  his. 
They  glistened  in  their  cheonele  and  would  run, 
Not  could  he  stop  them  with  both  bands :  he  heard 
My  sobs,  and  call'd  me  little  fool  for  them ; 
Thea  did  he  catch  and  hold  me  to  bis  bosom. 
And  bid  me  never  do  the  like  again. 

Homer.  The  rains  in  their  due  season  will  descend, 
And  so  will  tears  ;  they  sink  into  the  heart 
To  soften,  not  to  hurt  it.     The  best  men 
Have  most  to  weep  for.  whether  foreign  lands 
Eeceive  them  (or  still  worse !)  a  home  estranged. 

Agatha.  Listen.     I  bear  the  merry  yelp  of  dogs. 
And  now  the  ferrel'd  staff  drops  in  the  hall. 
And  now  the  master's  short  and  hurried  step 
Advances :  here  he  is :  turn  round,  turn  round. 

LaarUt.  Hast  thou  slept  well,  Mroonidea  ? 

Som«r.  I  slept 

Three  hours  ere  sunrise,  'tis  my  wont,  at  night 
I  lie  awake  for  nearly  twice  as  long. 

ZaerU$.  Ay  ;  singing  birds  wake  eariy,  shako  their  plumes, 
And  carol  ere  they  feed.     Sound  was  thy  sleep  ? 

Homer.  I  felt  again,  but  felt  it  undiaturb'd. 
The  pelting  of  the  little  curly  waves. 
The  slow  and  heavy  stretch  of  rising  billows. 
And  the  rapidity  of  their  descent. 
I  thought  I  heu^  a  Triton's  shell,  a  song 
Of  sylvian  Nymph,  and  laughter  from  budnd 
Trees  not  too  close  for  voices  to  come  thro'. 
Or  beauty,  if  Nymph  will'd  it,  to  be  seen ; 
And  tben  a  graver  and  a  grander  sound 
Came  from  the  sty,  and  last  a  long  applause. 

£aertet.  Uarvelloua  things  are  dreams  !  methinks  we  live 
An  age  in  one  of  them,  we  traverse  lands 
A  lifetime  could  not  reach,  bring  from  the  grave 
Inhabitants  who  never  met  before. 
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And  TOW  we  will  not  leave  an  absent  friend 
We  long  have  left,  and  who  leaves  u»  ere  mom. 

Homer.  Dreams  are  among  the  blessings  Heaven  beetovs 
On  weary  mortals  ;  nor  are  they  least 
Altho'  they  disappoint  us  and  are  gone 
When  we  awake  *    'Tis  pleasant  to  have  cau^t 
The  clap  of  hands  below  us  from  the  many, 
Amid  the  kisses  of  the  envious  few. 
There  is  a  pride  thou  knowest  not,  Laert«s, 
In  carrying  the  beat  strung  and  loudest  harp. 

Laerttt.  Apollo,  who  deprived  thee  of  thy  light 
When  youth  was  fresh  and  nature  bloom'd  around. 
Bestowed  on  thee  ffifta  never  dim  with  age, 
And  rarely  granted  to  impatient  youth. 
The  crown  mou  wearest  reddens  not  the  hrow 
Of  him  who  wears  it  worthily ;  but  some 
Are  anatcht  by  violence,  some  purloin' d  by  fraud, 
Borne  dripping  blood,  not  by  the  Qoda  unseen. 
To  thee,  O  wise  Meeonides,  to  thee 
Worthless  is  all  that  glitters  and  attracts 
The  buzzing  insects  of  a  sununer  hour. 
The  Gods  have  given  thee  what  themselves  enjoy. 
And  they  alone,  glory  through  endless  days. 
The  Lydian  king  Sar]>e[Ion  never  swayed 
Such  sceptre,  nor  did  Glaucos  liis  compeer, 
Nor  Priam.     Friam  was  about  my  age. 
He  had  more  sorrows  than  I  ever  had ; 
I  lost  one  eon,  some  fifty  Friam  lost ; 
This  is  a  comfort,  I  may  rub  my  palioa 
Thinking  of  this,  and  bless  the  Fowen  above. 

Sbmer.  One  wicked  eon  brought  down  their  vengeance  on  him, 
And  his  wide  realms  invited  numerous  foes. 

Laertes.  Alas !  alas !  are  there  not  cares  enow 
In  ruling  nearly  those  five  thousand  heads. 
Men,  women,  children ;  arbitrating  right 
And  wrong,  and  hearing  maids  and  mothers  wail ; 
For  fiax  blown  off  the  eUff  when  ahnoet  bleacht. 
And  curlew  tamed  in  vain  and  flod  away, 
Albeit  one  wing  was  shortened ;  then  approach 
To  royal  ear  the  whisper  that  the  bird 
Might  pei'adrenture  have  alighted  nigh. 
And  hist  upon  the  charcoal,  skinn'd  and  split. 
Bounteous  as  are  the  Gods,  where  is  the  wealth 
To  stop  these  lamentations  with  a  gift 
Adequate  to  such  losses  P  words  are  light. 
And  words  oome  opj^xwite,  with  heavy  groans. 
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Homtr.  The  pastor  of  tlie  people  may  koep  watch, 
Yet  oaxea  as  wakeful  creep  into  the  fold. 

La&rUt.  Beside  these  city  griefs,  what  mortal  knows 
The  anxietiee  about  my  scattered  sheep  ? 
Some  bleating  for  lost  offspring,  some  for  food. 
Scanty  in  winter,  scantier  m  the  drought 
Of  Sinus ;  then  again  the  shrubs  in  spring, 
Cropt  close,  ere  barely  budded,  by  the  goats. 
Methinks  these  animals  are  over-nice 
About  their  food,  else  might  they  pick  sea-weeds, 
But  these  forsooth  they  trample  on,  nor  deign 
To  taste  even  samphire,  whicn  their  betters  cull. 
There  also  are  some  leas  solicitudes 
About  those  rocks,  when  plunderers  from  abroad 
Would  pilfer  eggs  and  nestlinga ;  my  own  folk 
Are  abstinent,  without  their  king's  decree. 

Sbmtr.  To  help  thee  in  such  troubles,  and  in  worse, 
Where  is  thy  brave  Telemakoe  P 

Laertet.  That  youth 

Is  gone  to  rule  Dulikeon,  where  the  soil 
Tho'  fitter  than  our  Ifhaca  for  tilth, 
Bears  only  turbulence  and  idleness. 
He  with  his  gentle  voice  and  his  strong  arm. 
Will  bring  into  due  train  the  restive  race. 

Homer.  Few  will  contend  with  gentleness  and  youth, 
Even  of  those  who  strive  against  the  Laws, 
But  some  subvert  them  who  could  best  defend. 
And  in  whose  hands  the  Gods  have  placed  the  sword. 
On  the  mainland  there  are,  unless  report 
Belie  them,  princes  who,  possessing  realms 
Wider  tiian  sight  from  mountain-head  can  reach, 
Would  yet  invade  a  neighbour's  stony  croft. 
Pretending  danger  to  their  citadels 
From  fishermen  ashore,  and  shepherd  bora 
Who  work  for  daily  and  but  scanty  bread, 
And  wax  the  reeds  to  pipe  at  festivals, 
Where  the  dogs  snarl  at  them  above  the  bones. 

Laertet.  W&t!  would  the  cloth'd  in  purple,  as  are  soi 
Hip  off  the  selvage  from  a  ragged  coat  ? 
Accursed  be  the  wretch,  and  nliosoe'er 
Upholds  him,  or  connives  at  his  misdeeds. 
Away  Tvith  thoughts  that  sadden  even  this  hour ! 

Homer.  I  would  indeed  away  with  'em,  but  wratb 
Biugs  on  the  lyre  and  swells  above  the  song. 
It  shall  be  heard  by  those  who  stand  on  high, 
But  shall  not  rouse  the  lowlier,  long  opprest, 
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Wbo  might  be  maddeu'd  at  bis  broken  sleep, 
And  wTeDcbiiig^  out  the  timbers  of  bis  gate 
Batter  the  prince's  down. 

LavrUi.  Te  Gods  forbid  \ 

Tbou  makeet  the  skin  creep  upon  my  flesh. 
Albeit  the  danger  lies  from,  me  afar. 
Now  surely  this  is  but  a  aongman's  tale, 
Tet  songman  never  here  discourst  like  thee, 
Or  whispered  in  low  voice  what  thou  host  sung, 
Striking  the  lyre  so  that  the  strings  all  trembled. 
Are  people  anywhere  grown  thus  unruly  ? 

Homer.    More  are  they  who  would  rule  than  would   b« 
ruled. 
Yet  one  muat  govern,  else  all  run  astray. 
The  strongest  are  the  calm  and  equitable, 
And  Idnge  at  best  are  men,  nor  always  that. 

Laerteg.  I  have  known  many  who  have  call'd  me  friend, 
Tet  would  not  warn  me  tho'  they  saw  ten  skiffs 
Orating  the  strand  with  three  score  thieves  in  each. 

Curse  on  that  chief  across  the  narrow  sea, 
AVbo  drives  whole  herds  and  flocks  innumerable, 
And  whose  huge  presses  groan  with  oil  and  wine 
Tear  after  year,  yet  fain  would  cany  off 
The  crying  kid,  and  strangle  it  for  ciying- 
Alas,  Msonides,  the  weakest  find 
Strength  enough  to  inflict  deep  injuries. 
Much  have  I  borne,  but  'twas  from  those  below; 
Then  knowest  not  the  gross  indignities 
From  goat-herd  and  from  swine-herd  I  endur'd 
When  my  Odysaeus  had  gone  far  away ; 
How  they  consumed  my  substance,  how  the  proud 
Divided  my  fat  tine  in  this  my  house, 
And  wooed  before  mine  eyes  Penelope, 
Beluotant  and  absconding  till  return  d 
Her  lawful  lord,  true,  chaste,  as  she  herself. 

Somer.  I  know  it,  and  remotest  men  shall  know. 
If  we  must  suffer  wrong,  'tis  from  the  vile 
The  least  intolerable. 

LaerUi.  True,  my  son 

Avenged  me  :  more  than  one  Qod  aided  him. 
But  one  above  the  rest ;  the  Deity 
Of  wisdom,  stronger  even  than  him  of  war, 
Quided  the  wanderer  back,  and  gave  the  arms 
And  will  and  prowess  to  subdue  our  foes, 
And  their  own  dogs  lapt  up  the  lustful  blood 
Of  the  proud  suites.     Sweet,  sweet  is  revenge ; 
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Her  very  shadow,  ronning  on  before, 
Quickens  our  pace  until  we  Iiold  her  fast. 

Moiaer.  Batner  would  I  sit  quiet  than  pursue. 

Laerta.  Now  art  thou  not,  &om  such  lon^  talk,  athirst  ? 
Split  this  pomegranate  then,  and  stoop  the  jar. 
Hold !  I  can  stoop  it :  take  this  cup  .  .  'tis  hll'd. 

Somer.  Zeus !  God  of  hospitality !  vouchsafe 
To  hear  my  prayer,  as  thou  iiast  often  done, 
That,  when  thy  lightnings  spring  athwart  the  sea. 
And  when  thy  thunders  shake  from  brow  to  base 
The  Acrokerauneans,  thy  right  hand  protect 
This  Ithaca,  this  people,  and  this  king !  * 
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TPTTin  SAY. 

Homer.  And  now,  Useooides,  the  sun  hath  risen 
These  many  spans  above  the  awaken'd  earth, 
Sing  me  that  hymn,  which  thou  bast  call'd  thy  best, 
In  glory  to  the  God  who  gives  it  light. 

first  I  will  call  the  chiM  to  hear  thee  sing, 
For  girls  remember  well  and  soon  repeat 
What  they  have  heard  of  sacred  more  or  less. 
I  must  forbear  to  join  in  it,  although 
That  blessed  God  bath  helpt  to  rear  my  grain 
High  as  my  knee,  and  made  it  green  aua  strong. 
Alas !  I  cackle  when  I  aiiu  to  eing, 
Which  I  have  sometimes  done  at  festivals, 
But,  ere  a  word  were  out,  methoug^t  I  felt 
A  beard  of  barley  sticking  in  my  thi'oat. 

[AoATUA  enltrt. 
Now,  with  a  trail  of  bouoy  down  the  cup 
(Agatha,  drop  it  in),  commence  tby  chaunt. 

(About  the  500th  verse  'LxKB.TE&'falii  tuieep:  atoakeniiy  he 
Jindt  AoATHA  in  the  Mine  date,  and  ehidei  her.) 
Hast  thou  no  reverence  for  a  song  inspired? 

Agatha  (tn  a  whUper).  Hush !  O  my  king  and  lord,  or  hf 
may  hear. 
Tou  were  asleep  the  first :  I  kept  my  eyes 

*  It  hM  been  doubled  sod  denied  Uut  Homer  and  Lsertea  vete  Matemponr; 
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Than  half  a  iJiousaad  of  tlioae  woida  divine, 
Had  both  my  hands  not  dropt  upon  m;  lap. 

Latrtet.  Another  time  beware  of  droweiuew 
When  reverend  men  discourse  about  the  Qods. 
Not  lead  him  forth  into  the  cooler  porch, 
Entreating  him  that  he  will  soon  renew 
His  praiseB  of  Apollo. 

Agatha.  I  will  beajr 

Tour  words  to  him ;  he  might  care  less  for  mine. 
And,  Booth  to  say,  I  would  much  rather  hear 
Some  other  story,  where  more  men  than  Oods 
Shine  on  the  field. 

Latrtea.  Of  men  thou  know'st  enou^. 

Agatha.  Too  much :  then  why  show  Gods  almost  aa  bad  ? 
They  can  not  be  .  .  least  of  all  Artemis  ; 
'Iwas  she  directed  and  preserved  Odvaseus. 

Lturtet.  Blessings  upon  thee !    While  thou  wast  a  babe 
He  fondled  thee,  nor  saw  when  thou  oouldat  walk. 
Few  love  so  early  or  so  long :    We  say 
We  love  the  Oo<m  :  we  lie ;  the  seen  alone 
We  love,  to  those  unseen  we  may  be  grateful. 

Agatha.  But  when  they  are  no  more  before  our  eyes  .  .  . 

La«rtM.  That  never  is,  altho'  earth  come  between. 
Perplex  not  thou  thy  simple  little  head 
Witb  what  the  wise  were  wiser  to  let  be. 

Agatha.  I  go,  and  will  not  be  again  perplext. 

\_A»i(U. 
He  has  been  dozing  while  we  have  converst. 

Meeonides !  rise  and  take  this  arm 
To  lead  thee  where  is  freshness  in  the  porch. 
My  master  tells  me  thou  another  time 
Wilt  finish  that  grand  hymn  about  Apollo. 
Hast  thou  no  shorter  one  for  Artemis  r 

Homer.  Such  thou  shalt  have  for  her,  bat  not  to-day. 

Agatha.  0,  I  can  wait,  so  (I  am  sure)  can  she. 

Ifomer.  Faint  are  the  breezes  here,  less  faint  above ; 
Qladly  then  would  I  mount  that  central  peak 
Which  overlooks  the  whole  of  Ithaca, 
That  peak  I  well  remember  I  once  clomb 
(What  few  could  do)  without  the  help  of  beast. 

Agatha.  Here  are  sure-footed  ones,  who  weed  our  thistles^ 
And  give  ua  milk,  grey  dappled  as  the  dawn : 
Their  large  and  placid  eyes  well  know  that  path. 
And  they  will  brmg  us  safely  to  the  top 
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And  back  agmn,  treading  more  w&rily 
Thsn  up  the  aaoeut. 

I  Till  call  fortli  two  hoya 
To  lead  them,  without  switohes  is  the  fist. 
These  two  can  lift  thee  up ;  I  at  th3r  side 
Bequire  no  help,  and  can  whisk  off  the  flies. 

Homer.  I  know  not  what  impels  me  to  retrace 
Scenes  I  can  see  110  more :  but  so  it  is 
Thro' life. 

II  thou  art  able,  lead  me  forth. 
And  let  none  follow ;  we  are  best  alone. 

Agatha.  Gome  forward  ye. 

Now  lift  up  carefully 
The  noblest  guest  that  ever  king  receired 
And  the  Qods  favour  most. 

Well  done !  now  rest. 
Nor  dng  nor  whistle  till  wo  all  return. 
And  reach  the  chesnut  and  enJOT  the  shade. 

Som«r  {at  tke  tummit).  I  thu^  we  must  be  near  tbetugliest 
poinl^ 
For  now  iho  creatures  stop,  who  struggled  hard. 
And  the  boys  neither  cheer  'em,  nor  upbraid. 
'Tis  somewhat  to  have  mounted  up  so  high, 
Profitless  as  it  is,  nor  without  toil. 

Agatha.  Dost  thou  feel  weary  f 

Htmer.  Short  as  was  the  way 

It  shook  my  aged  bonesfet  every  step  ; 
My  shoulders  acJie,  my  head  whirls  round  and  round. 

Agatha.  Lean  on  my  shoulder,  place  thy  head  on  mine, 
'Tis  low  enough. 

What  were  those  words  F  .  .  I  heard 
Imperfectly  .  .  .  shame  on  me  !     Dost  thou  smile  ? 

Homer.  Child !  hast  thou  ever  seen  an  old  man  die  ? 

Agatha.  The  Oode  defend  me  from  so  sad  a  sight ! 

Homer.  Sad  if  he  die  in  agony,  but  blest 
If  friend  be  nigh  him,  only  one  true  friend. 

Agatha.  Tho  moet  of  thine  be  absent,  one  remains ; 
Is  not  Laertes  worthy  of  the  name  ? 

Homer.  And  Agatha,  who  tends  me  to  the  last. 

Agatha.  I  will,  I  will  indeed,  when  comes  that  hour. 

Hommr.  That  hour  is  come. 

Let  me  lay  down  my  head 
On  the  cool  turf ;  there  I  am  sure  to  rest. 

Agatha  [after  a  patue).    How  softly  old  men  sigh !     Sleep, 
gentle  soul ! 
He  turns  his  face  to  me.    Ah  how  composed ! 
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Suiel;  he  eleepB  &iready  . .  .  hand  and  cheek 

Are  colder  thiuk  such  feeble  breeze  could  moke  'em. 

Mfeonides !  heareet  thou  Agatha  ? 

He  hears  me  not . . .  Can  it .  .  .  can  it  be  .  .  .  death  ? 

ImpoBsible  ...  'tis  death  ...  'tis  death  indeed  .  .  . 

Then,  0  ye  Qods  of  heaven  !  who  would  not  die, 

If  thus  to  refit  eternal,  he  descend  ? 

0,  my  dear  lord  !  how  shall  I  comfort  thee  ? 
How  look  unto  thy  face  and  t«ll  my  tale, 
And  kneeling  dasp  thy  knee  ?  to  be  repulst 
Were  hard,  but  harder  to  behold  thy  grief. 

Homer'i  age  id  nncertun.  He  nuiy  have  been,  or  miiy  not,  the  conU  mpMarr 
of  Laertes.  Cluonolugy  and  poeey  are  not  twine.  Two  hsavy  mlunies  migltt 
nerer  have  beMlen  oa  if  tbeir  author  haL  canaalted  PerEclas  and  Astnata. 
Among-  the  hymna  altribukid  to  Homer  is  one  to  ApoUo,  vhicli  may  well  hare 
m&de  an  old  nuu  and  H  young  girl  eomnolent. 

[The  "two  heavy  volamee"  were  the  fltit  two  volnmea  of  Mr,  Gladstone] 
work  on  Homer.  "  Whatever."  aaid  I^ndor,  "  ia  voith  notice  in  them  maj  be 
found  in  Periclea  and  AspBiia."^ 


HIPPOMENES  AND  ATALANTA. 

HiPFOMEKES  and  Atalonta  strove 
To  win  a  race :  he  lov'd  her :  but  she  ehunn'd 
All  loTBrs,  and  her  royal  eire  had  dwom 
That  none  should  many  her  unless  the  one 
Swifter  of  foot,  believing  none  could  match 
His  girl  in  fleetnees,  ana  decreed  that  aU 
Should  surely  die  who  fail'd  in  such  attempt. 
Courageously  came  forth  Hippomenes. 
She  once  beheld  him,  and  she  pitied  him. 
For  she  had  made  a  tow  to  Artemis 
That  she  would  never  violate  a  word 
Her  father  had  exacted. 

Now  the  hour 
Had  come  to  prove  her  faith  ;  the  venturous  youth 
Stood  now  before  her.     Down  she  cast  her  eyes, 
And  cried  in  broken  words,  "  Bash  youth !  depart, 
The  Fatos  (thou  seeet  them  not)  are  close  behind; 
Seven  brave  youths,  hardly  less  brave  than  thou, 
Have  fallen  for  contending  in  tlie  race 
With  wretcied  Ataianta  .  .  Go." 

l/ij>ponte$ui.  To  live 

For  Atalanta  is  the  first  of  glory. 
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To  die  for  her  the  next :  this  thej'  enjoyed 
Id  death,  the  better  they  bequeath  to  me. 

jitniaiUa.  Pity  I  gave  them,  do  not  ask  for  more, 
Nor  for  such  cause  ;  let  me  not  weep  again, 
Let  that  be  the  last  time. 

ffippomtiui.  So  may  it  be ! 

Bo  ahall  it ;  for  the  Qods  have  given  me  atrengih 
And  confidence  :  one  name  for  victory. 
Certain  I  am  to  win. 

AUUtatta.  No,  thou  rash  boy! 

If  thou  must  try  each  hazard  .  .  if  thou  must  .  . 
Must  ?  what  impels  thee  7  madneaa !     There  is  time 
Tet  to  turn  back ;  I  do  implore  thee  .  .  go. 
Artemis  sees  me. 

JTippomeuei.         Aphrodite  sees 
Mg,  and  Bmilefi  on  me,  and  instructs  me  how  .  . 

jt  talanta.  Cease,  cease,  this  instant :  I  abhor  the  name ; 
Mj  Goddees  hates  her,  should  not  IF     I  do. 

Hippmnene*.  I  love  all  Qoddesses,  the  kindest  most. 
And  I  beseech  her  now  to  make  me  grateful. 

Atal^mta.  All  I  can  hope  for  is  thy  swift  esmpe ; 
Be  prompt ;  I  see  white  sails  below  the  cUff ; 
My  father  soon  shall  know  'twas  my  command. 
He  wills  obedience,  he  shall  value  thine, 
And  send  thee  gifts. 

Sippotnmet.  I  want  but  one,  which  one 

The  king  shall  give  me. 

Atalmta.  "What  is  that  ? 

Ilippomenea.  This  hand. 

Attuania.  And  snatcheet  thou  my  hand  ?  audacious  creature ! 
No  man  hath  dared  to  touch  it  until  now. 
Nor  I  converst  with  any  half  so  long. 

Hipponunei.  Not  half  so  long  have  any  loved  as  I. 

Atalanta.  Insane !  it  was  but  yesterday  we  met. 

Sipptrntmu.  In  yesterday,  its  day  and  night,  lay  years. 

AUdanta.  I  never  was  dissembler.     I  will  pass 
Unyoked  thro'  life. 

Mippoment*.  0  Atalanta !  love 

No  yoke  imposes,  he  removes  the  heaviest 
The  Destinies  would  throw  around  the  neck 
Of  youth,  who  wearies  in  the  dismal  way 
Of  lonely  life. 

Ataianta.  I  do  not  comprehend 

Those  flighty  words,  they  sound  like  idle  sonff. 

Hippomenei.  Scoff  not,  add  not  another  to  the  seven, 
Without  a  race  for  it ;  my  breath  is  falling. 
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Alalanta.  0  peTfidy !  to  make  me  weep  again ! 
Others  too  may  have  loved. 

S^pomatet.  But  not  like  me ; 

Else  would  the  Oods  have  reia'd  them  to  themselvoe. 
Ay,  and  above  themselves,  in  happiness, 
Crowning  the  best  of  them  with  amaranth. 

AiaUmta.  Zeus  holds  the  scales  of  weal  and  woe. 

Sipftmtmt.  Zeue  h<iltL< 

But  little  Eros  with  light  finger  stoops 

The  balanoe-bowl :  Zeus  shakes  his  nead  and  smiles. 

Atalanla.  What  wouldst  thou  ? 

Uippommet.  Thee ;  thee  only  ;  no  rich  i»Ie, 

No  far  dominion  over  land  and  sea. 

Ataianta.  Easier  to  win  than  what  thou  seekest  bore. 
Bemember  last  year's  fruit ;  it  lies  beneath 
The  seven  hillocks  of  yon  turf,  ill-aquared 
And  disunited  yet,  ou  the  left  band. 
Shame !  thus  to  weaken  me  in  my  resolve. 
And  break  my  father's  heart !  no,  thou  sbalt  not. 

Sippotnenet.  I  blame  not  tears  for  those  who  bravely  f^. 

AtcUanta.  I  never  did  shed  tears,  and  never  will. 
Gome,  let  ua  lose  no  time,  if  strive  we  must. 
The  sward  is  level  here  and  sound  and  soft ; 
Throw  off  tby  aandnls,  I  will  throw  off  mine. 
Stert. 

They  both  started ;  be,  by  one  stride,  first, 
For  she  half  pitied  him  so  beautiful, 
Bunning  to  meet  his  death,  yet  was  resolved 
To  conquer :  soon  she  near'd  him,  and  he  felt 
The  rapid  and  repeated  gush  of  breath 
Behina  his  shoulder. 

From  hie  hand  now  dropt 
A  golden  apple  :  she  lookt  down  and  saw 
A  glitter  oa  Uie  grass,  yet  on  she  ran. 
He  dropt  a  second ;  now  she  seem'd  to  stoop : 
He  drt^  a  third ;  and  now  she  atoopt  indeed : 
Tet,  swifter  than  a  wren  picks  up  a  grain 
Of  millet,  raia'd  her  head :  it  was  too  late. 
Only  one  step,  only  one  breath,  too  late. 
Hippomenes  had  toucht  the  maple  goal 
"With  but  two  fingers,  leaning  pronely  forth. 
8he  stood  in  mute  despair;  l£.e  prize  was  won. 

Now  each  walkt  slowly  forward,  botli  so  tired, 
And  both  alike  breathed  hard,  and  stopt  at  times. 
"When  be  tum'd  round  to  her,  she  lowered  her  fac* 
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Cover'd  with  blushes,  and  held  out  her  hand, 
The  goldea  apple  in  it. 

"  Leave  me  now," 
Said  she,  "  I  must  walk  homeward." 

He  did  take 
The  apple  and  the  hand. 

"  Both  I  detain," 
Said  he,  "  the  other  two  I  dedicate 
To  the  two  Powers  that  softea  virgin  hearts, 
Elroe  and  Aphrodite ;  and  this  one 
To  her  who  ratifiea  the  nuptial  vow." 

She  would  have  wept  to  eee  her  father  weep ; 
But  eome  Ood  pitied  her,  and  purple  wings 
(What  God'a  were  they?)  hovere*!  and  interposed. 


SAPPHO,  ALGOUS,  ANACREON,  PHAON. 

Sappho.  I  wonder  at  Uie  malice  of  the  herd 
Against  us  poets.     0  what  oalumnies 
Do  those  invent  who  can  invent  nought  else ! 
'Tis  said,  Alcteus,  thou  hast  run  away 
From  battle. 

Aleteta.         Idlers  show  no  idleness 
In  picking  up  and  spreading  false  reports. 
Nay,  'tis  said  also  (uiing  incredible) 
That  women  cany  them  from  house  to  house, 
And  twirl  and  sniS  them  as  they  would  a  rose. 
Nothing  is  lighter  than  an  empty  tale. 
Or  earned  farther  on  with  freeh  relays ; 
No  baU  do  children  leap  at  with  more  glee. 
Catch,  and  look  more  triumphant,  than  do  men 
At  lies ;  such  men,  day  after  day,  oome  here : 
Yet,  Sappho,  which  among  the  worst  can  say 
I  love  thee  not  ? 

Sappho.  "Well,  well ! 

Akatu.  To  be  beloved 

By  Sappho  raises  mortal  nigh  the  Gods 
In  bli^  and  glory ;  not  to  love  her  sinks 
The  proudest  head  below  the  beasts  that  perish. 
They  who  look  down  from  heaven  into  our  hearts 
See  truth,  how  deep !  in  mine. 

Sappho.  They  know  the  true. 

They  ^ow  the  brave,  and  value  them  alike. 
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Anaereon.  Pick  up  thy  shield,  man !     There  icos  no  d^T 
Upon  that  meadov,  soft  to  run  upon, 
Where  even  the  teadereet  grass  aeem'd  strong  enough 
To  impede  thee  like  a  barrier,  every  reed 
A  pointed  Bpear,  and  every  twittering  bird 
Sounded  like  trumpet,  when  two  lift«d  hands 
Shielded  two  ears  upright  as  leveret's. 

Sappho.  I  never  thought  Anaereon  vas  so  fierce, 
But  even  dorea  are  vicious  now  and  then. 

Akaiu.  I  bum  to  smite  him  on  the  mouth  for  this. 

Sappho.  Sit  down,  Alcseus ;  none  are  angry  here. 
Do  wise  men  rear  and  start  at  sparks  of  wit  ? 

Aleatu.  Sparks  fly  up,  drop,  and  die ;  pure  incense  burn* 
Without  them. 

Sappho.  Incense  usually  begins 

In  smoke,  and  ends  in  ashes. 

Alatut.  Not  so  mine. 


Love  checks  it. 

Anaereon.         Love,  it  seems,  may  check  thy  tongue, 
But  not  thy  feet.     I  wish  my  verses  ran 
On  feet  as  light  as  those  which  left  their  soles 
Behind  them  at  the  clarion's  nearer  blasts ; 
The  hghtest  lyre  would  have  been  heavy  there. 

S^pho  (Pkaos  entering).  Be  calm,  Alcoius !  be  less  petuWl. 
Anaereon !     Thy  persuasive  voice,  my  Fhaon, 
May  harmonize  those  wranglers. 

Phaon.  Ah  !  what  voice 

Could  ever  harmonize  like  thine  the  chords 
Of  the  most  rigid  breast !  a  ray  of  thine 
Awakes  to  song,  as  the  bright  Mom  awakes 
Upon  the  desert  sand  her  Memnon's  lyre. 

Anaereon.  By  Zeus  !  he  beats  us  both.     Sing,  sing  awsv, 
AlcEeuB !  I  will  tty  another  time. 
(7i>  Saffho.)  Already  this  brave  warrior  hath  oonfest 
H'a  voice  defective  in  the  praise  of  thee. 

Aleaus.  I  did  confess  it,  and  wUt  prove  it  now. 
(Sing*.)  Gloiy  of  Lesbos !  where  Apollo's  hand 
Led  thee  among  us  mortals,  nor  withdrew 
When  Aphrodite  claim'd  thee  for  her  own, 
Over  what  distant  ages  shalt  thou  pass, 
And  thro'  what  distant  renons  men  shall  hear 
The  song  of  Sappho,  andlier  praise  in  all.  •. 

Phaon  {to  Sappho).  I  hat©  such  sing-song  &om  my  veiy  *   ' 
'Tis  only  proper  for  hard-fisted  girls 
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Who,  croadunf  oa  low  treBael,  milTr  the  goat. 
As  for  that  tipper  on  the  other  side, 
I  often  hear  his  TerBea  in  the  street ; 
There  children  etagger,  imitating  him, 
And  he  nina  sidelong  after  them,  and  trips. 

Sappho.  "Why  lookeet  thou  so  gloomily  f  say,  speak. 
Siirolj  thou  art  not  jealous,  like  a  poet. 

Pkaon.  Jealous  I  am  not ;  but  can  ill  endure 
To  see  a  rival  wear  a  gift  of  thine. 

Sappho.  I  would  not  give  it  hadst  not  thou  been  by. 

Phaon.  Bongsten  are  ever  most  importunate. 

Sappho.  We  like  a  bird  to  sing  to  us  sometimes. 

Phaon.  Some  birds  would  put  their  beaka  on  softer  ones. 

Sappho.  I  have  known  maidens  let  their  spairow  do  it, 
Holding  the  wing  on  purpose. 

Thou  art  cold 
And  peevish :  be  what  thou  hast  been  till  now. 
Whenever  Phaon  came,  all  went  away, 
As  those  have  done. 

Phaon.  But  thou  hast  given  my  gift. 

If  mine  it  was. 

Sappho.  0  cruelest  of  words  ! 

Were  It  not  thine,  and  worn  till  it  was  dead, 
The  kitten  had  been  tearing  it  for  play  ; 
I  wore  it  only  for  thy  coining,  sure 
To  have  a  fresher,  so  now  give  it  me. 
Or  lay  it  on  the  table :  if  not,  take 
Some  trouble  with  it  in  a  fitter  place. 
Where  thou  hast  often  spent  much  tune  and  tried 
Contrivances,  and  tried  again,  to  bend 
A  riotous  curl  obedient  to  thy  will. 

Phaon.  Forgive  me,  Sappho.     Let  me  twine  it  round 
Thy  sadden'd  brow  :  how  hot  it  is  !     Had  love 
And  not  vexation  caus'd  it,  even  then 
I  might  almost  have  griev'd.    Yes !  any  pain 
Thou  feelest,  I  feel  more. 

Sappho.  Of  love  ? 

Phaon.  That  worst. 

Until  thy  breath  wafted  it  all  away. 

Sf^ho.  When  thy  love  periahes,  I  shall  believe 
The  Gods  have  perisht  too,  one  only  left, 
And  he  to  laugh  and  taunt  me. 

Phaon.  Truth  herself 

Shall  first  leave  earth  and  heaven.    Now  wipe  thine  eyes. 

Sappho.  Thou  shalt  then  lower  thy  lips. 

Phaon.  And  crush  that  smile. 
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THESEUS  AND  BIPPOLYTA. 

Htppolj/ta.  Eternal  hatred  I  have  Hwom  against 
The  persecutor  of  in;  msteriiood ; 
In  vain,  proud  eon  of  .^Igeiu,  hast  thon  anapt 
Their  arrovs  and  derided  them ;  in  vain 
Leadeet  thou  me  a  wptire ;  I  can  die, 
And  die  I  will. 

3^e»*ui.  Nay ;  mac;  are  the  yean 

Of  jouth  and  beauty  for  Kippolyta. 

Mipp<^ta.  I  scorn  my  youtii,  I  hate  my  beauty.     Go ! 
Monster!  of  all  the  monsters  in  these  vilds 
Most  frightful  and  nkost  odious  to  my  sig^t. 

Theietu.  I  boast  not  that  I  saved  thee  from  the  bow 
Of  Scythian. 

Hippolyta.     And  for  what  f  to  die  disgraced. 
Strong  as  thou  art,  yet  thou  ait  not  so  strong 
As  Death  is,  when  we  call  him  for  support. 

Thtteu*.  HJTTi  too  will  I  ward  off ;  he  strikes  me  first, 
Hippolyta  long  after,  when  these  eyes 
Are  closed,  and  when  the  bnee  that  supplicates 
Can  bend  no  more. 

Hippohfta.  Is  the  man  mad  F 

ThtMtu.  He  is. 

Sippolyta.  So,  thou  oanat  tell  one  truth,  howerer  false 
In  other  things. 

Thttnu.  What  other  ?     Thou  dost  pause. 

And  thine  eyes  wander  over  the  smooth  turf 
As  if  some  gem  (but  gem  thou  wearest  not) 
Had  fallen  from  the  remnant  of  thy  hair, 
^ppolyta !  speak  plainly,  answer  me. 
What  have  I  done  to  raise  thy  fear  or  hate  ? 

Sippolyta.  Fear  I  despise,  perfidy  I  abhor. 
Unworthy  man  !  did  Heracles  delude 
The  maids  who  trusted  him  ? 

Themm.  Did  ever  I  ? 

Whether  he  did  or  not,  they  never  told  me : 
I  would  have  chided  him. 

H^fpolyta.  Thou  chide  him !  thou ! 

The  Spartan  mothers  well  remember  thee. 

TMiem.  Scorn  adds  no  beauty  to  the  beautifuL 
Heradee  was  beloved  by  OmphalS, 
He  never  parted  frcmi  her,  but  obey'd 
Her  slightest  wish,  as  Theseus  will  Hippolyta's. 
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Sippoh/ta.  Then  leave  me,  leave  me  instantly ;  I  know 
The  way  to  my  own  oountiy. 

Thaeut.  This  ccanmand. 

And  only  this,  my  heart  must  disobey. 
My  oountry  shall  be  thine,  and  there  thy  state 
.Re^. 

Mippolyta.  Am  I  s  child  ?  give  me  my  own, 
And  keep  for  weaker  heads  t£y  diadems. 
Thermodon  I  shall  never  aee  again. 
Brightest  of  rivets,  into  whose  clear  depth 
My  mother  plunged  me  from  her  warmer  breast, 
And  taught  me  early  to  divide  the  waves 
With  anna  each  day  more  strong,  and  soon  to  chase 
And  overtake  the  father  swan,  nor  heed 
His  hoarser  voice  or  his  uplifted  wing. 

Where  are  my  sisters  ?    Are  there  any  left  ? 

Theteut.  I  hope  it. 

Hippolf/ta.  And  I  fear  it :  theirs  may  he 

A  fate  hke  mine ;  which,  0  ye  Gods,  forbid ! 

Theuut.  I  pity  thee,  and  would  assuage  thy  grief. 

Hippohfta.  Fity  me  not ;  tJiy  auger  I  could  bear. 

Thestut.  There  is  no  place  for  anger  where  thou  art. 
Commiseration  even  men  may  feel 
For  those  who  want  it :  even  the  fiercer  beo.'^ 
Lick  the  sore-wounded  of  a  kindred  race, 
Hearing  their  ciy,  albeit  they  may  not  help. 

mppolyU.  This  is  no  falsehood :  and  can  he  be  false 
Wbo  speaks  it? 

I  remember  not  the  time 
When  I  have  wept,  it  waa  eo  long  ago. 
Thou  forcest  tears  from  me,  because  .  .  because  .  . 
I  can  not  bate  tbee  as  I  ought  to  do. 


THE  TEIAL  OF  .^:SCHTLOS. 

Jii4fft.  Bring  into  court  the  culprit,  him  accused 
Of  having,  and  deliberately,  betray'd 
The  mysteries  of  Eleusis. 

.lEtehylos.  Here  I  stand, 

No  culprit,  and  no  jailer  brings  me  fortli. 

Judge.  Hast  thou  not,  ^schylos,  divulged  the  rites 
Taught  by  Demeter  ? 

JEieAylot.  What  have  I  divulged 

VOL.  yu.  IT  H 
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Be.iide  tho  truths  the  Oods  to  men  impart, 
AikI  none  besido  tho  worthy  do  they  triint. 
The  human  breast  thuy  open  and  they  dose. 
And  who  can  steal  their  secrets  ?  who  shall  dare 
Infriugo  their  laws,  or  who  arraign  their  will  ? 
Ye  men  of  Athens  !  before  ifou  I  ^tand, 
Known  to  ye  long  ago,  nor  only  here. 
But  on  the  plain  of  Uarathon  :  who  flincht 
In  that  fierce  fray  ?  did  I  ?  and  shall  I  now  ? 
The  brave  man  venerates,  the  base  man  fears, 
I  soom  to  supplicate,  or  even  to  plead, 
For  well  I  know  there  is  a  hig^her  court, 
A  court  of  last  appeal. 

Judffe.  We  know  it  not ; 

"Where  is  it  situated  ? 

jf>eitfloi.  In  man's  heart. 

In  life  it  ma}'  be  barr'd,  so  dai-k  that  none 
See  into  it,  not  he  himself ;  Death  comee, 
And  then  the  Furies  leave  their  grove  and  strike. 

Citizen.  He  spake  no  wiser  words  upon  the  stage. 
Where  all  men  speak  their  wisest  and  their  best. 

Anothtr  Ciiitm.  I  wish  he  had  not  stud  a  word  about 
Those  Furies ;  Death  is  bod  enough. 

Fint  Citixm.  Hush!  hush! 

The  Arkon  rises  up  and  waves  bis  hand. 

Judge.  What  say  ye.  men  of  Athens,  to  the  ohaive 
Ye  heard  denounced  this  morning  ?    Are  ye  mute  r 
Sadness  I  see  in  some,  in  others  wrath, 
Wrath  ill  becomes  the  seat  I  occupy ; 
Aud  even  sadness  I  would  fain  sujipress. 
But  who  can  bear  irreverence  to  his  Gods  ? 
Their  profanation  (by  your  laws)  is  death. 

Auifptto*  {Rmhtt  forward  and  barti  hit  brother' f  Mam)-     " ''* 
have  these  merited  ?    These  wounds  he  won 
From  Persia,  nbthing  else.     Let  others  show 
The  purple  vestures,  stript  from  satraps  slain. 
He  slew  them,  and  left  those  for  weaker  hands 
To  gather  up,  and  to  adorn  their  wives.  , 

.^ehyUn.  Amyntos  is  my  brother,  so  are  ye.    {To  AiOTtroa) 
But  why  display  my  ragged  white-faced  scar  ? 
Why  show  the  place  where  one  arm  wo#,  if  one 
Keeps  yet  its  own  ?  this  left  can  wield  the  sword. 

Amyntot.  Fling  not  thy  cloak  about  thee,  nor  turn  round, 
Nay,  brother,  thou  shalt  not  conceal  the  scars 
With  that  one  hand  yet  left  thee. 

Citizens! 
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Behold  the  man,  that  impiotu  man,  who  smote 

Those  vho  deliled  the  altars  of  your  Gods. 

Look  up :  U  Pallas  standing  on  yon  hill  ? 

She  would  not  have  been  standing  there  iiidoss 

Men  like  the  man  before  ye  hod  n-ull  fought 

At  Marathon,  not  braver  than  some  here 

Who  foueht  with  Mm  and  bound  his  shattered  limb. 

If  .^schylos  your  oomrade  bod  profaned 

Her  mysterieB,  would  Demeter  have  bleat 

Your  lields  with  what  we  call  the  staff  of  life. 

To  give  ye  strength  and  courage  to  protect 

Your  country,  wives,  and  friends. 

Ye  want  hiin  not. 
But  ye  may  miss  him  in  the  hour  of  need. 
If  irreligious  wretch  hath  violated 
AIMiat  t^  hold  Baci-ed,  JEschylos  not  least, 
To  death  eondenm  hiin. 

Weep  not  thou,  whoe'er 
Thou  art,  nor  stamp  thou  other,  no,  nor  shout. 
Impatient  men !  impatient  as  for  battle. 
If  there  be  any  here  who  deem  hint  guilty. 
To  death  condJemn  him,  or  to  worse  Uian  death, 
I>rive  him  from  Athens,  bid  him  raise  no  more 
Your  hearts  and  souls,  for  he  no  more  can  fight 
To  save  our  country,  nor  coll  heroes  down 
To  stsjid  before  ye,  not  more  brave  than  he, 
Alas !  alas  I  nor  more  unfortunate. 

Ciiiien.  Truth,  by  the  Gods  I  thou  speakest. 

Judg».  Speak  ye  too, 

Judges  who  sit  beside  me. 

Judge.  Thou  art  absolved 

By  all  the  pec^le ;  we  confirm  the  voice, 
.^schylos,  go  m  peace. 

Cititm.  In  glory  go. 

Are  there  no  clarions  nigh,  to  waft  him  home 
With  their  strong  blast  f  no  harp  to  ring  before  ? 

Another  Citizen.  No  olive?  none  there  had  been  but  for  him 
In  all  thin  land. 

Another  Citizen.     At  least  we  can  rait^e  up 
Our  voices  to  the  hymu  tboy  have  begun. 
And  call  oiir  children  to  come  forth  and  kiss 
The  threshold  that  our  jEsfhylos  liuth  ci'ost. 
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MARCUS  AUfiEUUS  AND  LXJCIAN. 

Awtliut.  Luci&n  !  in  dm  thin^  tbou  art  iU  advised. 

Lueian.  And  in  one  only  ?     Tell  me  which  is  that  ? 

Avreliut.  In  scoffing,  as  thou  hast  done  openly. 
At  all  reUgions ;  there  is  truth  ii^  alL 

Lueian.  Ah,  eould  we  see  it!  but  the  well  is  deep. 
£ach  mortal  calls  his  God  inscrutable. 
And  this  at  least  ib  true,  then  why  not  stop  ? 
Some  subsidize  him,  others  split  him  down 
From  nape  to  navel,  others  bandage  him, 
Forcing  the  sub-divisions  to  unite. 
These  should  have  lived  in  Saturn's  day,  Ms  son 
Hethinbs  had  found  them  easier  work  to  do. 
Eclectic  are  we  fiomans,  yet  we  run 
fPaxdon  me,  Pontifex  !J  from  bad  to  worse. 
Those  wliich  Fear  palsies  and  which  Fraud  sustains. 
Not  the  erect  and  strenuous,  I  deride. 
The  worshiper  of  Mithras  liifts  his  eyes 
To  hail  his  early  rising,  for  he  knows 
Who  ripens  all  the  grain  to  nourish  bim  ; 
Olympus  and  the  AUis  are  hills  alike 
To  him,  and  goats  their  best  inhabitants. 
Did  FpictetuB  take  our  rotten  stavos 
To  walk  with  ujprightly  ?  did  Cicero 
Kneel  down  before  our  urban  deities  P 
He  carried  in  his  mouth  a  Jupiter 
Beady  for  senates  when  he  would  harangue, 
Then  wiped  him  dean  and  laid  him  down  again. 

Awehtu.  Gratitude  to  the  Oods,  to  men,  good  will. 
Is  the  religion  I  would  cultivate. 
Leaving  as  many  gods  upon  the  ground 
As,  season  after  season,  may  spring  np 
And  stifle  one  another. 

Lueian.  Well,  no  harm ! 

Aurelius.  Let  each  man  weed  his  croft,  not  turn  his  kine 
Into  his  neighbour's.     What,  if  some  prefer 
The  lofty  hinyhock,  another  bend 
Over  the  bed  where  hang  the  modest  bells 
Of  early  clofiter-lily. 

When  we  fight 
The  Parthian,  'tis  not  that  we  hate  his  Glod, 
The  glorious  Sun,  for  he  is  our  God  too. 
When  Alexander  saw  the  Qanges  roll 
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Before  him,  did  he  persecute  a  race 
Devote  to  Badda  ?  did  that  race  cut  throata 
To  make  men  run  the  readier  at  their  side  f 
AU  things  deteriorate,  reIig;ione  most. 

Jjueian.  I  Bet  a.  drunken  man  upon  his  legB 
And  show  him  his  own  door,  bat  enter  not. 
Therefore  he  curses  me,  and  calls  me  lost, 
And  spita  at  me,  and  bide  me  go  to  hell. 

Avrelim.  Altho'  we  now  are  talking  in  our  Greek, 
We  both  knoT  Latin. 

Lueian.  Well,  what  then  ? 

Awelitu.  I  hate 

Quotations,  and  hate  worse  to  intermix 
Two  languages :  this  we  maj  do  in  talk. 
But  not  m  writing !  you  Greeks  never  did. 

Lueian.  'Twere  folly;  for  what  legs  get  faster  on 
By  Btraddling  round  the  shoulders  of  another? 

Aweliw.  Little  of  Soman  j>oetry  I  hold 
In  memory,  yet  one  sentence  comi;s  to  hand 
From  the  most  amiable  end  least  pFoli-x. 

Lueian.  What  then  could  he  have  said  upon  religion  ? 

Aureliu*.  Nothing  indeed,  but  somewhat  applicable. 
AU  have  not  the  tamtfiKf*,  yet  they  all 
Bear  tUterly  retemblanee. 

Lueian.  Sit  nymphs  might. 

Our  last  was  bom  in  the  decrepitude 
Of  her  poor  mother,  and  now  leans  on  crutch. 
Which  she  can  swing  about  her  if  provoked. 
Her  dogmatists  would  narrow  our  Elysion, 
And  would  extend  the  realm  of  Tartaroa 
And  dam  up  Phlegethon  to  overflowing. 

Aureliui.  Lueian !  I  think  as  thou  dost,  but  abstain 
From  words  that  irritate  where  all  should  soothe. 
I  seldom  laugh,  and  never  in  men's  faces. 

Zwian.  The  peace  proclaimers  bellow  the  most  loiid ; 
My  voice  by  nature  is  too  weak  to  curse. 
Beligion,  true  or  false,  may  lend  support 
To  man's  right  conduct ;  some  deter  &om  ill 
By  fear,  and  others  lead  by  gentleness. 
Benevolence  in  thought,  beneficence 
In  action,  and  from  these  springs  gratitude. 
Which  often  widens  into  patriotism 
Whereby  men  struggle  for  their  native  land. 

Lueian.  So  much  the  worse  for  Uiem.     Bid  Julius  spare 
The  Druid  in  his  grove  ?  our  Divus  wrencht 
The  golden  sickle  from  the  mistletoe, 
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And  burnt  tLe  wicker  basket  ere  it  held 
Upon  the  Bocred  oak  the  wretch  within. 

Aweltui.  I  doubt  it :  well  he  knew  the  use  of  priesta 
And  spared  the  Druids,  proud  unruly  race, 
Nor  with  their  bloodj  ritee  would  interfere. 
Ambition  was  hia  fault,  but  clemeni? 
Could  over-rule  ambition.  .  . 

Lucian.  t .  "When  the  world 

Lay  at  Ms  feet  and  he  too,  was  a  Ood. 

Aurtliui.  Ambition  is  at  best  but  selfishness. 
And  BtoopB  to  scramble  as  the  needy  do. 

Lueiaa.  0  Marcus,  Marcus !  art  not  thou  ambitious  ? 
Who  holding  in  one  hand  the  peopled  globe. 
Yet  wouldst  thou  more? 

Aureliut.  Ludan !    Not  I  indeed. 

Lueian.  Thou  wouldst  have  much  beyond  this  visible 
piumal  sphere,  wouldst  catch  Fame,  flying  Fame. 

Aw^Utu.  Quiet  be  mine !  and  let  Fame  follow  me. 
Say  on. 

Lueian.  Well  then  thou  art  an  innovator, 
Thon  art  a  revolutionist. 

Aureliiu.  Lueian!     How  so? 

Lueian,  Ay,  greatest  of  all  revolutioniBts, 
The  battle-field,  0  Marcus,  thou  hast  tum'd 
Into  the  corn-field.    What  would  Julius  say. 
If  Julius  were  not  now  among  the  Gods  ? 

Atmliu*.  He  did  some  evil,  he  removed  much  more. 
He  would  not  irritate  weak  intellects, 
Nurat  in  religion,  learnt  by  heart  and  rear'd 
Upon  a  mother's  knee,  thence  justly  dear. 

Lueian.  Founded  on  falsehood  are  not  all  religions, 
And  copied  more  or  lees  from  older  ones  ? 
Some  by  transfusion  purified,  and  some 
Weakened,  and  pour'd  again  upon  the  dregs. 
Until  they  first  ferment  and  then  turn  sour. 

Aureliut.  The  mildest  and  moat  genial  is  our  own. 

Lueian.  Five  carts  conveying  hither  Oods  from  Veil, 
Broke  down  and  left  their  fragments  in  the  road. 
Yet  plenty  still  remain  to  pick  and  choose, 
And  all  are  not  fastidious ;  stem  would  look 
Old  Cato  at  some  tasters  of  our  fasti 
And  pelt  them  with  wliat  tiimips  were  unsound, 
Or  but  half  rotten  in  his  frugal  fann  : 
His  addled  egEs  he  kept  for  favourito  slaves. 
Severe  he  would  be  where  one  calls  a  God  ■ 
To  help  hi"!  in  his  vengeance  on  a  neighbour. 
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Who  puta  hie  left  leg  where  he  should  the  right, 

And  will  not  disw  it  back,  but  walk  straight  on. 

His  (Jod  was  Terminua,  Mb  fane,  the  field. 
Anretiut.  Temples  I  seldoni  enter. 

NotaOod 

Minds  me  above  the  atoms  of  the  earth 

Whereof  we,  great  and  little,  are  oomposed, 

Such  is  tlie  purest  doctrine  to  uphold ; 

But  to  divulge  even  this  may  Kb  unsafe. 

Have  we  not  known  a  sage  of  Palestine 

Derided,  persecuted,  crucified  ? 

Have  we  not  seen  his  simple  followers 

Slaughter'd  in  this  our  dty,  this  our  Home, 

Some  thrown  among  wUd  beasts,  some  bumt  alive  ? 
Lueian.  Woefully  true !  and  thieves  and  murderera 

Have  sprung  up  from  the  ground  whereon  they  bled. 
Aureliut.   WoefuUy  true  this  also,  but  unwise 

Because  unsafe  to  utter.     Truth  is  more 

Unsafe  than  falsehood,  and  was  ever  so. 

Do  not  exasperate  by  pointed  wit 

The  proud  and  the  morose,  but  rather  stoop 

To  raise  them  up  from  thoir  infirmities. 

Lueian.  Poor  creatures !  they  will  kick  me  in  the  face 

If  at  such  office  I  bend  over  them ; 

Better  to  strip  the  sophists  of  their  rings 

And  trailing  trappings  femininely  loose, 

With  chantmg  boys  m  marshal'd  troops  before. 

Waving  fat  incense  up  against  their  beards : 

Soon  at  the  Via  Sacra  they  may  halt 

And  choose  an  imperator  of  their  own. 

Aurelitu.  Friend  Lueian !  thou  art  more  jocose  than  ever. 

Why  not  imagine  they  may  take  my  horse 

From  under  me,  then  round  men's  shoulders  strap 

The  curule  chair  and  hoist  a  priest  thereon  ? 

Thy  wit  and  wisdom,  Lueian,  long  I've  known, 

But  never  found  the  poet  until  now. 

Homer  feign'd  Polyphemus  and  Calype, 

Imagination  left  him  on  the  strand 

With  those ;  he  never  saw  even  in  a  dream. 

So  strange  a  rider  on  a  seat  so  strange  : 

Give  him  my  purple,  make  the  scene  complete. 
The  •entimDnU  of  H.  AoieliuB  and  of  Lucinn  are  here  axhibiteit.  That  Lucum 
wu  an  honeet  mnn  (i[  luch  a  Ecoffer  na  he,  and  Ilabalais.  and  CemtntM  and 
Dean  Swill  are  allowed  to  bej  is  prolMble  bj  ao  usao'ouB  and  virmoiis  a  prince 
ai  H.  Auretiu  appointing  him  to  an  important  office  in  Egypt  There  ia  mors 
of  banter  than  of  wit  in  hi<  Dialoguni.  In  wit  he  ia  tai  inleriur  to  MoU^, 
Voltaire,  Coogrere,  Swift,  Hood,  and  Hime  now  liring. 
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DAMOCLES  AND  HIERA. 


nitra.  A  kiss,  indeed !  was  ever  bo;  so  bold  ? 
Who  taught  70U  such  bad  manners  f    Ktin  away, 
Or  presently  I  may  be  very  aocry : 
Stay ;  beg  my  pardon  first,  '"^u  look  ashamed, 
And  sliame  becomes  the  guilty.     Kiss,  indeed  \ 
Did  ever  maid  or  mortal  hear  the  like ! 
How  many  summers  have  you  seen  above 
Twelve  at  the  most  ?     la  whole  twelvemonth  more. 
Learn  to  revere  your  elders  In  your  youth- 

I>amoele>.  Shake  not  my  arm,  It  nuikes  me  feel  so  strange. 
I  do  aak  pardon,  bvely  lliera. 

niera.  Gktds  give  me  power  to  grant  it !     I  am  weak 
From  Buck  a  sudden  and  severe  a  blow. 

Damoclet.  I  am  not ;  though  I  should  be :  'twas  so  wrong. 

niera.  The  Ot>dB  take  pity  on  the  penitent. 

liomoelu.  Do  maidens  never?  can  they  do  amlBs 
In  doing  what  the  Qods  do  t 

ffiera.  You  perplex  me ; 

To  question  so  the  deeds  of  those  above 
Is  impious. 

Samoclt*.     I  would  pray,  but  first  to  you, 
For  you  are  like  them  in  tdl  other  things. 
Why  not  in  this  ? 

Siera.  You  talk  beyond  your  years  : 

Only  rude  men  talk  so. 

Damoeht.  Give  but  one  sign 

Of  pardon. 

Biera.         And  what  sign  7 

Damoeltt.  Dare  I  repeat 

What  I  implored? 

Siira.  What  was  it  ?     I  foi^et. 

Damoehi.  One  kiss ;  I  ask  but  one. 

Sitra.  Tou  foolish  boy ! 

Well :  take  it :  I  don't  give  it,  mind  you  that. 

He  gave  the  one ;  she  added  twen^  more 
For  bis  obedience ;  and  he  never  sued 
After  that  eventide. 

A  swain  averr'd 
That  he  descried  in  the  deep  wood  a  cheek 
At  first  aslant,  then  lower,  then  eclipst. 
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Another  said  it  was  not  in  the  irood, 
But  in  the  grotto  near  the  vater-fall, 
And  he  alone  had  seen  it. 

The  dispute 
Ban  high ;  a  tliird  declared  that  botk  vere  wrong. 
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